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Part I 




I. A Roomful of Ancestors 

W HEN a man views a long life in retrospect, it 
looks to him like a dream — sometimes as one con- 
tinuous dream; at other times as a succession of 
dreams imperfectly fused in his imagination. In 
either case the events of his life arc seen through a glimmering 
haze which obscures many rough and hard edges. Dreams usurp 
reality. With this illusion in mind Calderon, a great Spanish 
dramatist, once wrote a play which he called “Life Is a Dream.” 
So if I am to give here a true and clear account of myself I must 
by a strenuous effort wake out of dreams that have played the 
deuce with me as with all men. I should rid myself of one par- 
ticular illusion that haunts me. As I read the books and addresses 
which I have written they often appear as the work of someone 
else with whom I am unacquainted. Where and how did I ever 
get the facts and stories therein related? Whence came the opin- 
ions therein expressed? They must have come from me, for I 
have always been too poor to employ a ghost writer. I sometimes 
imagine that they came from another self. For did not Plato say 
in The Republic that every man has two selves, the one being in 
command of the other as circumstances vary? And yet, if there 
be two selves, they must be merged to make life whole. 

Great men whose lives or works I have read have felt that 
they were guided in their careers by some mysterious power not 
themselves. Many have simply called it fate. Socrates and Goethe 
regarded it as a beneficent daemon, meaning an indwelling genius 
or guardian spirit who was born and died with them. Washing- 
ton attributed his dramatic career to destiny. Shakespeare let 
Hamlet say : 

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

In our present realistic age, H. G. Wells, letting his mind run 
over his career, lias inquired, “What is the drive in me?” It was 
a tremendous drive in a boy who first jumped the counter of a 
draper’s shop and afterwards as a man kept on jumping through 
science and literature at the rate of several volumes a year. In 
the view of ponrad and Galsworthy, a man’s character and to an 
extent his career also are in some mysterious way determined by 
family and racial inheritance as moulded by environment. Con- 
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rad stressed race, Galsworthy stressed heredity as exemplified in 
the Forsyte family which was in large essentials his own family. 

Though I am not of this great company, I sometimes wonder 
what characteristics of myself may be discovered by a survey of 
my family history. Once in a while I receive an inquiry from 
some part of the earth in regard to the family and the origin of 
the name I bear. Not long ago a Harvard friend thought I would 
be interested to know that when Elihu Yale was Governor of 
Fort St. George at Madras he ordered a groom named Charles 
Cross to be hanged for stealing a horse. The implication was that 
there may be some remote relationship between myself and that 
unlucky thief in far-off India. Several correspondents have en- 
deavored to give martial and religious dignity to the family name 
by suggesting that it was first used to designate men who carried 
the Cross in one of the Crusades to the Holy Land. For enlighten- 
ment they have appealed to me in gilded words of flattery as “a 
learned scholar.” Some of them do not appear to be satisfied with 
what I have been compelled to tell them. Although the name 
antedates the Third Crusade, in which Richard Coeur de Lipn 
played an adventurous part, it is in origin merely a place name 
given to men who lived in houses situated near the village, town, 
or wayside Cross at a time when crosses, often with a crucifix, 
were common throughout England. Some of those beautiful 
crosses, built of stone instead of wood, survived the Protestant 
Reformation and may still be seen here and there as in Bristol 
and Winchester. In the manor lists of the thirteenth century one 
finds many names like ‘‘John atte Cross,” meaning literally John 
at the Cross or, as we should say now, John living near the Cross. 
John and all others like him were small tenant farmers holding 
lands from the lord of the manor. Thus, like other members of 
my family, I must be content with this humble descent from the 
common people of England. 

The first New Englanders of the name were a part of the Puri- 
tan immigration to Boston Bay. Several of them were among the 
earliest settlers at Ipswich, which came to be regarded as the New 
England home of the family. The first man of the name to reach 
the Connecticut River Colony, then comprising Windsor, Hart- 
ford, and Wethersfield, was William Cross who may have come by 
way of Ipswich. It has been surmised that he was a Londoner. 
He was in Wethersfield in the spring of 1637 when the Pequots 
in a sui’prise attack killed a few men and women working in the 
fields, with the result that the General Court declared war against 
the tribe. On May 11 William Cross, with other men of Wethers- 
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field, Hartford, and Windsor, enlisted in the war under Capt. 
John Mason and thus had a share in that terrible massacre of 
the Pcquots in their fort at Mystic. One day, while Governor of 
Connecticut, I had an opportunity to apologize to the few sur- 
viving Pequots on parade in full feather for what one of my 
ancestors did to their ancestors. In return they laughed and gave 
me their war whoop. Some time afLer the war was over William 
Cross purchased a house and land in W ethersfield ; and the nest 
year he was fined by the General Court of Connecticut forty shil- 
lings for selling wine in that house without a license. Perhaps in 
a desire not to live too near the seat of government where laws 
are more strictly enforced than in remote places, he removed to 
Fairfield where he died in 1655, leaving his estate involved in 
debt, as often happened in those days in the case of men engaged 
in trade or in the purchase and sale of land. William Cross, I 
rather think, was a seafaring man who wanted to try his luck in 
various parts of Connecticut. Beyond reasonable doubt my branch 
of the family is in direct descent from this Puritan soldier. 

A son or grandson named Peter Cross (P1653-1737) first 
came into view (so far as records go) in Norwich, where he mar- 
ried Mary Wade, the daughter by a second marriage of Robert 
Wade, one of the founders of Norwich. This Robert Wade, who 
early enters the Cross picture, first settled in Dorchester, Massa- 
chusetts, where he lived for five years ; thence he moved on to 
Hartford and stayed there for another five years. Then he went 
down the river to Saybrook where in 1657 he obtained from the 
General Court a decree of divorce from his wife Joan on the ground 
that she had deserted him fifteen years before. It may be observed 
that Robert Wade has the distinction of being the first man in the 
Connecticut Colony to receive a decree of divorce from that honor- 
able body. In granting the divorce, the General Court denounced 
Joan for her “unworthy, sinful, yea, unnatural carriage towards 
, . . her husband, notwithstanding his constant and commendable 
care and endeavor to gain fellowship with her in the bond of mar- 
riage.” 

Two years after the divorce Robert Wade arrived in Norwich 
with his second wife named Susanna, the mother of Mary, destined 
to be the wife of Peter Cross. At the age of twenty-two Peter Cross 
e nlis ted as a volunteer in King Philip’s War (1675-76) and after- 
wards shared with his fellow soldiers in the division of land on the 
Rhode Island border in a district now known as Voluntown. By 
1693 he had settled with his wife, her mother, and other members 
of the Wade family in that part of Windham which was named 
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Mansfield Street or Mansfield Center sometime after the town of 
Mansfield was incorporated in 1703. As one of the original pro- 
prietors of the town he took an active part in its affairs and in the 
organization of the First Congregational Church of Mansfield. 
For protection against wandering bands of Indians he built a 
stockade on a site near the Natchaug River which afforded a clear 
view up and down the stream and across the meadows. 

Nine children were born to Peter and Mary of whom the young- 
est, Wade Cross (1699-1773), was the first of our family to be- 
come identified with that part of Mansfield which is now the seat 
of the University of Connecticut. He lies buried in the old grave- 
yard by the Second Congregational Church at Storrs. He was 
known as a gentleman-farmer who took for his wife the daughter of 
“Isaac Hall, Gentleman,” who in turn was the son of Capt. William 
Hall, one of the very first settlers in Mansfield. The inventory of 
Wade Cross’s estate indicates that he was partial both to blue coats 
and blue stockings. In family history Wade Cross serves as an in- 
teresting link between Peter Cross who married Mary Wade and 
his own only son Peter Cross (174*0—1808) who married Alice War- 
ner of Ashford, sixth in descent from William Bradford, who was 
for thirty years Governor of the Plymouth Colony. Like his father, 
Peter Cx-oss was a small farmer, who was also a maker or pedlar 
of earthenware, a good specimen of which, bearing the insciption 
“P. Cross Hartford,” now stands in the hallway of my house in 
New Haven. Peter Cross was active in military affairs during aixd 
immediately after the Revolution, being appointed by the General 
Court first as ensign and then as lieutenant in the 13th Company 
or Trainband in the 5th Regiment of Connecticut. Tradition has 
it that he was a! convivial companion who loved a jest and a good 
story whether he told it himself or heard it told by another. 

Peter’s youngest son, Eleazer Cross (1783-1836), was my 
grandfather he lived on the family homestead with its open fields 
and meadows in the Fenton Valley, a scant mile north of Gui’ley- 
ville, where I was to be born. In character and habits he appears 
to have resembled his father. As he died in middle life, twenty-six 
years before I was born, all I know of him comes from casual re- 
marks I heard from members of my family and others who remem- 
bered him. The last person to see him alive was Eunice Storrs, a 
sister of Augustus and Charles Storrs, who gave a large tract of 
land to the State of Connecticut for an agricultural school which 
has since developed into the University of Connecticut. Though 
only seventeen years old, Eunice Storrs was at that time the school- 
ma’am in the little red schoolhousc on a Gurleyville hill. Eleazer 
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Cross was very foncl of children and often came into her school to 
talk to them. After one of these visits on a beautiful May morning 
he started on his way home and was found dead by the roadside. 
He was in his fifty-fourth year. 

Eleazer’s wife, Hannah Williams, brought into the Cross family 
two interesting collateral lines of descent. One of her grandfathers, 
for instance, was Maj. Joseph Storrs who took a conspicuous part 
in local and state affairs, and as one of the proprietors of the town 
of Hanover, New Hampshire, gave to Dartmouth College 110 
acres of land. Her other grandfather, Capt. William Williams, was 
own cousin to Rector Elisha Williams who served as President of 
Yale College from 1726 to- 1739. This, I may say, is as near as 
anyone related to the Cross family ever came to Yale before my 
admission to the Ereshman class of Yale College 142 year’s later. 

My father, Samuel Cross (1823-76), was the youngest of seven 
children born of Eleazer Cross and Hannah Williams. During a 
large part of his boyhood he lived with his maiden aunt, Eleanor 
Cross, doing chores for his board and clothes. Late in his teens he 
taught school for a winter or a year in a nameless town somewhere 
in Rhode Island and then joined the crew of a whaling vessel, sail- 
ing from New Bedford, which took him round Cape Horn to the 
Northern Pacific. In this adventure he was following almost pre- 
cisely the example of an elder brother Franklin who also ran away 
to sea. In each case, however-, before setting sail they sent letters 
home to tell the family what they were going to do. Unlike Frank- 
lin, who soon rose to the rank of captain and followed the sea for 
twenty-five years, Samuel returned to Mansfield at the end of one 
voyage of three years. After an interval of farming, he married the 
girl who was to become my mother. Her name was Harriet Maria 
Gurley, the only child of Lucius Gurley and Abigail Shumway. 

The original home of the Gurleys was Inverness, Scotland. The 
Mansfield branch of the family is in direct descent from William 
Gurley who, it is related, came to Massachusetts in 1679 at the age 
of fourteen with the family of an English clergyman who settled 
in Northampton. Eight years later he was accidentally drowned 
in the Connecticut River, a fortnight before his wife Hester Inger- 
soll gave birth to a son who was named Samuel (1687-1760) . Not 
long afterwards, his widow married again. Her second husband and 
two of their children were slain before her eyes in an Indian massa- 
cre near Northampton in 1704. Her house was ransacked and 
burned and she herself was taken as a captive to Canada where she 
died the next year in great mental distress. 

Stricken with terror by this awful massacre, her son Samuel 



8 Connecticut Y ankee 

Gurley with other young men migrated to North Coventry where 
there was little or no danger of Indian attacks. Thence he moved 
eastward into Mansfield, settling at Spring Hill which gave him 
a wide range of pasturage for his cattle. By his marriage with Ex- 
perience Rust, also formerly of Northampton, he was the father 
of ten children, one of whom, the elder Jonathan Gurley, was the 
friend and adviser of Governor Jonathan Trumbull at the out- 
break of the Revolution. Through that son and his son, the younger 
Jonathan, Samuel became the great-grandfather of my great- 
grandfather, Ephraim Gurley (1765-184)5), after whom Gurley- 
ville was named. It is a pleasant village stretching along a narrow 
plain above the meadows east of the Fenton River. Geologically 
the plain is a terrace left by the receding waters of the last glacial 
period. It is still marked here and there by potholes, which we boys 
who used to play about them, called Indian wells. Coming down 
from the hills, Ephraim Gurley acquired a long stretch of this ter- 
race of varying width. More than half of the houses on each side 
of the road, all but one of which are still standing, were built by 
him and his son, Lucius Gurley (1797-1872), who was my grand- 
father. A hundred years ago a neat Methodist church was built 
commanding the highway, upon land given by Ephraim Gurley. 

In my childhood Gurley ville with its two stores was the center of 
a community comprising nearly three miles of the valley of the 
Fenton River. East of the village the land rises for more than a 
mile over hills and small brook valleys with roads, and, when I was 
a boy, with lanes and footpaths connecting one farmstead with an- 
other, all survivals of the Colonial Period. These lanes and paths 
have long since disappeared under the growth of bush and trees ; 
and of many of the old farmhouses nothing remains but cellar 
holes. West of the river rise steep woodlands, with here and there 
an intervening clearing of arable land, until you reach the hilltops. 

Though most of the Gurleys hitherto had been farmers, Ephraim 
Gurley was a keen businessman and a skilled mechanic who saw the 
industrial value of the Fenton River. At the foot of a steep hill 
down by the river he built a shop equipped with trip hammers for 
making bits, screw augers, steelyards, and other tools which found 
a ready market not only in Connecticut but also in adjoining states. 
My grandfather who grew up in the business carried it on for a 
short time after the death of his father ; but in 184)8, a month after 
the marriage of his daughter, Harriet Maria, to Samuel Cross he 
gave it up and bought in the name of himself and Iris son-in-law an 
old stone gristmill with attached saw and shingle mill down another 
steep hill by the river. Not long afterwards the property passed by 
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deed to my father, Samuel Cross. Near by on the other side of the 
road was a comfortable red house where I was born April 10, 1862. 
Except for an addition to the kitchen the interior of the house re- 
mains nearly as it was in my boyhood, though its exterior has been 
changed almost beyond recognition by a veranda which was built 
on two of its sides some twenty years ago. 

Like many other boys of the time I was named Wilbur after 
Wilbur Fisk, a Methodist leader and first President of Wesleyan 
Universitjn When I reached maturity and learned about my fam- 
ily history I keenly regretted that I was not the Peter Cross of my 
generation. What a wonderful name that would have been for me 
on entering a public career! “Peter Cross the Governor of Con- 
necticut !” It would have been good for thousands of votes. 

A quarter of a mile away from my birthplace my grandfather, 
Lucius Gurley, lived in the center of the village in a house which 
he had built on rising ground, where he had a good view of all that 
was going on in front of the two stores as farmers and their wives 
drove in from a distance to make their purchases and at the same 
time to hear and tell the news. Sometimes he might see a good horse 
trade which was one of the glories of Gurleyville. In imagination I 
see him yet sitting at leisure by his favorite window as if he were 
the lord of a manor. Lucius Gurley had the reputation of never 
being in a hurry. There was a story that while he was eating his 
noon dinner one of his men came running in to tell him a fire had 
broken out in his shop. He asked a few questions and then remarked 
that after he had finished his dinner he would go down and put it 
out. And he did put it out. Sometimes when as a small boy I was 
playing about the grist- and sawmill he would take me home for 
dinner with him. Although I was hardly tall enough to reach his 
hand, I could easily keep up with him as his gait was very slow. In 
some way I must have acquired that slow gait, for when I was walk- 
ing along the dusty road even after his death not only boys but 
older people would shout out “Hello, old uncle Loosh !” 

Occasionally I stayed over night with him and my grandmother. 
The day always began with family prayers as I knelt between his 
knees. After prayers we had breakfast. Then he would open a cup- 
board and break off a small piece of leaf tobacco and put it in his 
mouth. He made a little ball of it, no larger than a pea or a blue- 
berry which he quietly rolled about in one or the other cheek all 
the morning wherever he might be. It was his intimate companion. 
On Sundays the Methodist minister, who was an Englishman, used 
to come in for luncheon between the morning and afternoon ser- 
mons, each one an hour in length. On those occasions grandfather 
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would go to another cupboard and bring out a bottle of yellowish 
liquid, a little of which he would pour into two glasses, one for the 
minister and the other for himself. It must have been good, for both 
smiled and smacked their lips and the minister usually asked for 
another. He got it and grandfather got one too. The tobacco grand- 
father grew in his garden solely for his own use, and years before 
he had made the rum, which had mellowed with age, in a still he built 
beneath a small cliff in the rear of the house lot. As with rum and 
tobacco, he cut at the roots of costs in all things. When toolmaldng 
ceased to be profitable he moved the shop up the hill near his house, 
where it might be available for making and sharpening such tools 
and utensils as were needed on his little farm. Even the charcoal for 
his forge he made in his own kiln from wood that grew on his own 
land. A woodshed he once turned into a pretty dwelling which may 
still be seen. He also built a mill for threshing out cHver seed at 
the foot of a fall of water on a brook flowing into the Fenton River 
and, when the farmers in the district were supplied with all the 
clover seed they wanted, he took down the mill and used the timber 
so far as it would go for building a large house opposite his own. 
In June the roadsides and fields of Gurleyville were bright with red 
clover. 

Once he deposited in the Hartford Society for Savings $150 
to be kept there for an emergency. When the emergency came 
and the deposit was withdrawn for him fourteen years later by 
my brother George, it amounted to $311.25. As the teller pushed 
the money through the window he remarked that they say money 
doesn’t grow but this seems to have. On leaving the bank I asked 
my brother what the man meant by saying that my grandfather 
made money grow. I was thinking of how God makes the grass 
grow. Outside of real estate my grandfather invested in nothing 
but bonds and bank stocks. The first time I saw him cut a coupon 
from a bond I thought that it might be a shinplastcr. Still it did 
not look quite like a shinplaster, so I asked him what he called it. 
Lucius Gurley, I daresay, never lost a cent on any investment. 

And here I am. I have looked back over three centuries of an- 
cestors who were very human men and women. Something of what 
I have said has come down by tradition in the Cross family. Three 
centuries is traditionally a long time, but to me for various rea- 
sons it seems but yesterday. When a boy I often sat by and over- 
heard the conversation between my father and his sister Eunice 
when she came on a visit from her home twenty miles away. 
Brother and sister talked of the two Peters and of their great- 
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grandfather Wade as if they were still living. They seemed to 
be amused by anecdotes they repeated about the second Peter and 
they spoke of Wade, “the gentleman,” with great respect. As I 
was very young the details of their talk have mostly passed from 
memory. But from time to time my father used to tell me about 
King Philip’s War and he once showed me where the first Peter 
built his stockade to drive the Indians out of the Natchaug Val- 
ley. Pie was equally familiar with the Pequot War, though so 
far as I remember he never mentioned the name of William Cross. 
Nevertheless he regarded Windsor, where William Cross owned 
land as well as in Wethersfield, as the home of the family. 

Being the child of my father, the members of the Cross and 
related families all along the chain have seemed to be almost alive 
for me also. I can imagine meeting any one of them and looking 
him or her over to see what traits of character and behavior are 
mine also. What about William Cross, the adventurer? In what 
sense, I may ask myself, am I an adventurer too? What about 
the first Peter Cross? I feel sure that if I had lived in his time 
I should have enlisted as a soldier in King Philip’s War. In 
changed circumstances what battles have I fought in civil life? 
Instead of having a bullet put through my head, I have been 
consigned to hell by a considerable number of political enemies. 
What about Wade Cross in his blue coat and blue stockings? If 
he stepped into my room, I should have to tell him that as a Yale 
man I loved a particular shade of blue. What about the second 
Peter, the teller of tales? Haven’t I told many tales in which 
imagination has played its full part? What about my grandfather 
Eleazer? I was for three months a teacher in the Gurleyville 
school where he gave his last talk to children. What about my 
great-grandfather, Ephraim Gurley? I should have to say to him 
that I have no mechanical skill whatsoever, though I have been 
intensely interested in reading such sheets of his account books 
as have survived, which have tokl me a few things about his busi- 
ness transactions. What about my grandfather, Lucius Gurley, 
whose daughter was my mother? Plere I must pause and think 
over what I have just said about that grandfather. Hoes the slow 
pace I was reputed to have acquired from him indicate a mind 
like his which moves forward “without haste but without rest”? 
It may be that I have also inherited the Scot’s thrift which has 
kept my budget in balance. But in these times I can hardly grow 
my own tobacco or distill my own liquor so that they may cost 
me not much of anything. The best I can do is to limit (finan- 
cially, at least) my indulgence in both. 
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My intimate association with my grandfather and my acquain- 
tance with still older men greatly foreshortened for me the three 
centuries of family history. All through childhood I learned of 
the past not from books but from the lips of men and women. 
Several of them were born before the surrender of Cornwallis at 
Yorktown. I recall visits with my father to Daniel Fuller, the 
last innkeeper of the Fuller Tavern at Mansfield Four Corners. 
He was born in 1778 and was then ninety-four or ninety-five 
years old. On one occasion we sat with four generations of the 
Fullers while the old innkeeper, who had become as blind as a 
bat, told stories of the old coaching days along the turnpike 
which Washington had traveled from Boston to New York. Sev- 
eral times my father took me on a long trail through the woods 
to call on Asa Simons who was born five years before the Declara- 
tion of Independence. He was the great-grandfather of Bruce 
Simonds, Dean of the Yale School of Music. My father usually 
brought along old newspapers from which he read to Asa Simons 
and his wife as they sat in rocking chairs smoking clay pipes. 
There was much talk about old and new things. When I last saw 
Asa Simons he was in his hundredth year. His dwelling, barn, 
and sheds were in a field from which a grassy lane led to a narrow 
dirt road more difficult to travel than the lane itself. His nearest 
neighbor dwelt in a similar field but with another way out to an- 
other road. In fact the whole of that part of Mansfield was but 
a network of lanes and bad roads impassable in the snows of 
winter and the floods of spring. 

Besides taking me on visits to see old men, my father loved the 
old ways of life not much different from the life of the first set- 
tlers who came into the wilderness. His heavy cowhide boots, for 
example, he often had made by an old shoemaker who when a 
young man used to go from house to house making and repairing 
boots and shoes for families on his route. Occasionally, too, he 
wore a suit of wool spun by the wife of an old farmer and made 
by the farmer himself, who had been a tailor. It may be that the 
wool had been shorn from sheep in the farmer’s own fold. In 
traveling my father preferred the stagecoach to the railway, if 
one were available. On my first trip to Hartford we walked two 
miles before daybreak to catch a stagecoach which took us as 
far as Bolton Notch, where we boarded a train for the rest of the 
journey. My mind, alert for all that was going on, was thus un- 
consciously creating for itself a background of a far-distant past 
as if I had been a part of several generations. 

I have here traced the two main streams of my lifeblood hack to 
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Lhe earliest settlements in Massachusetts and Connecticut, not out 
of any particular pride so much as out of curiosity to discover 
whence I came. This is not to deny that as a Governor of Connecti- 
cut I felt it an honor to be in descent from the great Governor Brad- 
ford, who came over in the Mayflower. This fact, however, I never 
proclaimed to the citizens of my native State, remembering too well 
the remark of Will Rogers that his ancestors met the boat. He 
reckoned that he was “about one eighth cigar-store Injun.” On that 
basis perhaps I could qualify as an Indian, for I have been adopted 
in the Iroquois Tribe as “Big Chief,” entitled to a piece of land 
on one of their reservations whenever I desire to go into retirement. 



II. A Lost Village 

W HEN I came on the scene Gurleyville was in the 
heyday of its prosperity. The entire Fenton River 
Valley was then alive with the silk industry. How 
this came about is an interesting story. Midway 
in the eighteenth century the cultivation of silkworms began in 
Connecticut and other colonies. Mansfield was one of the first places 
anywhere in the New World to see what silk might contribute to 
the material welfare of the people. For a long time the industry was 
carried on in private houses where the cocoons were raised and the 
silk was reeled from them by hand. This phase of silk culture 
had not come quite to an end when I was a boy. I used to climb mul- 
berry trees whose leaves had once fed silkworms, and once I saw the 
silkworms at work in the garret of a farmhouse. The transition 
in the manufacture of silk thread from the home to the mill came 
soon after 1800 when Horatio Hanks invented the double wheel- 
head for spinning silk. In 1810 Horatio and his brother Rodney 
built their little silk mill well up the hill on a plain in the Fenton 
River Valley where a small stream provided sufficient waterpower. 
This was the first silk mill, it is agreed, to be built in America. In 
appearance it looked like a very small house. As the business grew 
a larger mill became necessary, but the old mill was moved a short 
distance to higher ground where one of the Hanks boys, a few years 
older than myself, installed a hand printing press. With this first 
silk mill in the United States I have a slight connection in that I 
there learned how to set type. A few years ago the building was 
purchased by Henry Ford and carried away to his industrial mu- 
seum in Dearborn, Michigan. There one may see the processing of 
silk done in the Mansfield manner of more than a hundred years 
ago. 

The Hanks’ mill set an example for three mills on the Fenton 
River, one of which displaced the tool shop of Ephraim Gurley. 
With the decline of silkworm culture in garrets, which became un- 
profitable by 1840, importation of raw silk from China began and 
silk manufacturing was placed upon a wider and firmer basis. The 
three mills were all enlarged from time to time and the steam en- 
gine eventually became necessary to supplement the water wheel. 
Boarding houses were built for young men and women who came in 
from distant farming districts to carry on the work. The business 
was hardly retarded by the depression in the ’seventies. All through 
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my boyhood Gurleyville flourished almost as a community sufficient 
unto itself. The farm and the silk mill were held in almost equal 
balance. Farmers exchanged their products at the two stores for 
what they did not grow themselves: for sugar, molasses, flour, 
crackers, confectionery, patent medicines, kerosene oil, nails, rib- 
bons, dress goods, boots, shoes, etc., on to the end. In turn workers 
in the mills, then called “help,” bought at the stores not only these 
products which came from afar but also the immediate products 
of the farm such as butter, eggs, cheese, fruits, potatoes, turnips, 
and other vegetables. Convivial members of both groups were ready 
customers for beverages bearing names like Plantation Bitters, 
Orange Grove Bitters, and Quaker Bitters, on each bottle of which 
was a Quaker in broad-brimmed hat and knee breeches. It was, 
you see, a happy as well as a prosperous community. 

There was a brisk demand for sewing silk manufactured in the 
Gurleyville district, which was run off on spools by pretty girls 
who easily found husbands. These girls were nicknamed “spoolers.” 
Down to the time of the Civil War and somewhat later sewing silk 
from the Gurleyville mills was distributed by local pedlars, many 
of whom were young men who wanted to see the world outside of 
Mansfield as well as to make a little money. I can imagine them 
as they set out on foot, with flowered carpetbags filled with silk, 
one in each hand, for neighboring towns within the State or across 
the borders. Their customers were housewives and small country 
stores. One of these pedlars I knew well when he had reached middle 
life. Fie liked to tell how he once drew a prize of $5,000 in a lottery 
over in Providence ; but he always regretted that he had to pay a 
man $500 to collect the money for him. This was an old trick of 
sharpers in lottery days. So easy was it to sell silk thread that 
a young man who failed to make good was called a “good-for- 
nothing” for the rest of his life. One such fellow came back from a 
fortnight’s trip with his carpetbags as well stuffed as when he 
started out. “What,” his father asked him, “have you got in them 
bags?” “Silk,” was the reply. “Didn’t you sell any of that silk?” 
“No,” replied John. “Were there no inquiries ?” “One man,” replied 
John, “asked me what I had got in them bags, and I told him it was 
none of his damn business.” Everybody laughed whenever that 
story was told. 

As the manufacturing of silk grew, the product was distributed 
in larger quantities by pedlars with horse and wagon, who drove 
north to the Canadian border and south as far as Georgia. Of these 
pedlars on a large scale, none was more successful than Ebenezer 
Gurley, a cousin of my grandfather’s, whose shrewdness led him 
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on to a fortune. Out of his profits as a pedlar, he accumulated 
enough funds to become a middleman between the importer of raw 
silk from the Orient and the manufacturer. On one occasion he was 
able, with the assistance of a New York importer, to get control of 
all the raw silk on the market and all that was on the ocean due to 
arrive in port. By this corner of the market he made a comfortable 
fortune, and settled in Mansfield as a farmer on spacious lands by 
the graveyard of his Scottish ancestors, all of whom he had out- 
stripped in the virtues of his race. Ten years after Ebenczer Gur- 
ley’s clever stroke, the speculator and pedlar, except for sporadic 
instances, had disappeared and silk manufacturing had assumed 
the regular channels of trade. I was then playing about in the roads 
and fields of Gurley ville. 

For the first nine years of my childhood the family lived most of 
the time in the house where I was born by the river. There I opened 
my eyes on the old stone mill with its large wooden water wheel, on 
the up-and-down saw which made boards out of logs, and on the 
stages of converting corn on the cob into meal or buckwheat into 
flour. Men and boys of all ages brought in small loads of grain and 
waited for it to be ground amid talk and jokes and laughter. My 
first trout I caught in a dark pool under the bridge below the mill, 
In taking him off the hook, the barb caught me in a forefinger and 
I yelled till my father came and removed it in the same way that 
it would be removed from the mouth of a fish. Near the same time 
I received a smart kick from a horse hitched to a post in front of 
the mill which hurt me less but frightened me more. 

Many memories of the household come back to me, one by one. 
On two evenings in succession I walked in my sleep, coming out 
into the sitting room where my mother waked me up. Never before 
"and never since have I so lost myself ; it is agreed that as a rule I 
have known what I was doing. Sometimes my mother had a girl with 
a long nose come in late in the afternoon or early in the evening to 
do the ironing. Once, I remember, as darkness was coming on, the 
girl had difficulty in finding the best spot on the table for a large 
lamp. She tried it here and she tried it there, moving it back and 
forth all over the table. Amused by her perplexity, I asked my 
mother and sister Adelaide, who were watching the process, why 
the girl didn’t hang the lamp on her nose. This seems to have been 
my earliest attempt at a wisecrack. I was then four years old. 
Sometime before that, while I was in dresses, my sister Adelaide 
made me a beautiful brocaded coat and short trousers. She and my 
mother tried them on me to see how they would fit. Soon my mother 
made a move to take them off, saying that I was not old enough 
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yet to wear a boy’s suit. There ensued a lively squabble which was 
quieted by my sister who persuaded my mother to let me wear the 
flowered suit until bedtime if I would agree to stay indoors. By 
this incident perhaps I learned that it is sometimes better to com- 
promise on a question at issue than to run the risk of certain and 
disastrous defeat. 

A few months later Adelaide, of whom I was very fond, fell into 
a quick decline and died in my grandfather’s house. She was only 
seventeen years old. When she died on a cold winter morning I was 
in school a little distance up the hill learning to read. As if fright- 
ened out of his wits my older brother J ohn rushed into the school- 
room and shouted “Adelaide is dead.” The schoolteacher wept and 
at once dismissed the children. Ten minutes later I was lifted up 
on the bed to see for the last time a delicate and beautiful face lying 
quiet on the pillow. This was my first sight of death. Two or three 
days afterwards six boys of the village bore Adelaide on their shoul- 
ders to the churchyard a quarter of a mile away. For months and 
months thereafter one friend or another would call on my mother 
to tell her that Adelaide had appeared to them as in life, walking 
along the road or coming up the pathway towards their house, only 
to vanish suddenly as if a spirit. Visions of that sister in life and 
in death began to haunt me also. And they haunt me still. 

In my tenth year my field of observation began to be greatly wid- 
ened in ways that were to prove most significant. On the death of 
my grandmother, Abigail Gurley, in the spring of 1871, the family 
moved up the hill into the house of my grandfather so that my 
mother might look after him, for his health was beginning to break. 
He died after a short illness the next year. My father sold the saw- 
and gristmill, and thereafter until his own death in November, 
1876, devoted himself to improving the land and buildings which 
my mother had inherited. Our habitation was now in the center of 
a lively village. 

The foremost of the Lares of the family was a beautiful clock 
which my grandfather bought soon after he built the house in 
which we were living. As a lesser household divinity there hung by 
its side an English bull’s-eye watch of his youth. Visitors admired 
the clock and asked questions about it. Sometimes my grandfather 
took off the dial for them so that they might have a look at the 
wonderful works within. But I never saw anyone except him touch 
the clock until I touched it myself. It was so intimate a part of him 
that when it stopped an hour hefore his death there was great ex- 
citement in the household, for the clock’s behavior was regarded as 
a clear omen that the end of life for grandfather was near at hand. 
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Not understanding the mysterious words, I stole into the room 
where the clock sat silent on its shelf and quietly opened the lower 
door to see what had happened. To my amazement I saw that the 
clock, which my grandfather had wound up eight days before, had 
simply run down. I did not dare tell anyone what I had discovered. 

No man could give himself more completely than my father to 
the work that lay before him. There were times when he managed 
both gristmill and sawmill single-handed, early mornings and long 
evenings being occupied in running the up-and-down saw through 
logs so that all the daylight there was could be given to grinding 
grain for customers coming in. This often meant a sixteen-hour 
day. But after he had disposed of this business and we were all 
settled in grandfather’s house his work became less strenuous. In 
fact there was leisure for him provided he would take it. Even then, 
however, he sometimes listened to a call to return to the mills for a 
week in an emergency. About once a year he would say on an eve- 
ning that the next morning he was starting out for Windsor to visit 
Earl Simons, a friend of his youth and a son of Asa Simons. lie 
usually stayed on for a month assisting in the management of a 
famous old gristmill dating back to 1636. In these years of com- 
parative leisure he was engaged when at home in all sorts of work 
such as clearing waste land and repairing old buildings, rarely 
going out of an evening except to visit a relative or friend. 

He had a few books which he read over and over again. At that 
time they were for me unrelated books, some of which seemed to 
have no special connection with his personal history. Now as I look 
back upon them I become aware that they were really a part of the 
man himself. The Bible was always with him, particularly the Old 
Testament, the stories of which he told his children long before they 
were able to read. Of the three other books, the most significant -was 
The National Preceptor, comprising selections in prose and poetry 
by Jesse Olney, a popular educator, a native of Connecticut who 
served for ten terms in the General Assembly and for one term as 
Comptroller of the State. This was an excellent collection, having 
extracts from some of the best verse and prose in the English lan- 
guage. Large space was given to Shakespeare, and even Sterne was 
represented in his sentiment and humor. The National Preceptor 
was designed not only to place good literature in the hands of the 
student but to give him practice in reading aloud. A large part of 
this book of more than three hundred pages my father, it seemed 
to me, had committed to memory, for he was ready to recite any- 
thing I asked of him. It was the foundation of such general culture 
as he possessed and from it he may have derived his effective man- 
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ner of speech. The National Preceptor thus harks back to the time 
when he was teaching school over in Rhode Island. One of the poems 
which he liked to declaim carried him back to his life on the sea. It 
was called “The Mariner’s Dream,” and described the visions of 
home which the sailor boy sees as he lies asleep in his hammock at 
midnight, only to be awakened by storm and wreck which bear him 
to death beneath the waves. 

As an antidote to nostalgia, if be felt any, he kept by him an il- 
lustrated book on the natives of Hawaii, whom, like other sailors, he 
called Kanakas. I used to watch him as he read on and on and 
smiled. Once I asked my uncle Franklin, who on his voyages always 
stopped at Hawaii on his way to and from the Northern Pacific, 
about the Kanakas. He told me that the natives took him prisoner, 
as the captain of the vessel, when he landed in Honolulu, placed 
him for safekeeping in a fort near the entrance to the harbor, and 
then left him alone as darkness came on. On a visit to Hawaii I saw 
the shallow little fort all grown over with grass and so was not sur- 
prised that my uncle was able to creep out towards morning and 
signal his ship. In spite of this hostile incident he, too, smiled when 
he talked about the Kanakas. 

By another book of my father’s I am still more or less perplexed. 
It was a descriptive treatise on astronomy with maps of the north- 
ern and southern heavens. Did he take this book with him around 
the Horn as a guide to a study of the stars? At any rate I learned 
about the stars from him as we watched the heavens on summer eve- 
nings. 

Not long afterwards my father placed in my hands from some 
unknown source a copy of Robinson Crusoe, which begins with the 
account of a boy who like my father ran away to sea. It was not the 
Robinson Crusoe abridged and rewritten in words of two syllables 
for children; it was one continuous narrative just as Defoe left it 
with all its hard words and with no division into chapters. Neverthe- 
less I puzzled my way through it. Before that time I had read Sun- 
day School books telling stories about good boys and good girls 
who always obeyed their parents and so grew up into fine men and 
fine women, with here and there a bad and disobedient boy or girl 
who while stealing cherries from a neighbor’s tree fell and broke 
one or both arms. I had read, too, romantic love stories without un- 
derstanding them in the New York Ledger and the Saturday Night 
which my older brothers brought home. But Robinson Crusoe I 
regard as the first real book that I ever read. It never occurred to 
me that it was a story spun out of someone’s head ; for me it was a 
true account of a sailor who was shipwrecked on a desert island and 
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lived there in a stockade, like the stockade of Peter Cross, all alone 
with his goats until he saw the footprints of Friday on the sand. So 
great was the impression made upon me by Robinson Crusoe that 
when I had an opportunity nearly forty years afterwards to edit 
one of forty hooks in a series I chose this one. At that time my son 
Wilbur who was reading the novel drew for me a map of Robinson 
Crusoe’s voyage to be published in the edition I then brought out 
of the great classic, which, remarked Daudet, the French novelist, 
“is as nearly immortal as any book can ever be.” 

Men who have to do with writing professionally are expected to 
say that they cannot recall a time when they were unable to read. 
This claim, for instance, Conrad made for himself. Wei-e Conrad 
and the rest posing or did God endow them with poor memories ? 
At any rate I can make for myself no such claim as theirs, for X 
remember the first stages in learning to read, in accordance with 
the “antiquated” method which has long since been cast aside. First 
I was taught the alphabet at home and shown how to print both 
big and small letters. Then at a time when there were no kinder- 
gartens in Mansfield, I was sent when four years old to the little 
red schoolhouse where my father and mother had learned to read. 
The schoolteacher, who that first summer was a woman, would have 
five or six of us children stand round her three or four times a day 
and ask us what words we would like to learn to spell. Then she 
had us spell them in chorus, and afterwards it was her custom to 
print them on the blackboard so that we might see how they looked. 
They were usually names of simple objects about the room like ink, 
stove, and desk, or such as we could see from the window like grass, 
hill, and road, or such as were familiar to us in our homes like dog, 
cat, and fire. I still remember when I learned to spell the hard word 
“rock.” After we had acquired a vocabulary of a hundred or more 
words which we could spell as well as recognize at sight, there came 
the primer and in my case at least storybooks which my mother 
bought for me and a younger sister. Well I remember one story 
which for a time I read every day. It was called The Three Little 
Pigs, 

A year or two later I was reading or beginning to read every- 
thing at hand. As a test, I suppose, my father sometimes asked me 
to read aloud the headlines in the Hartford Courant (to which, 
though a Democrat, he was a subscriber) . On one occasion the head- 
line concerned a lively caucus held by one of the political parties. 
When I came to the word “caucus” I hesitated for a minute, and 
then pronounced it “ca-u'-cus.” That must have been in very early 
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childhood, before I had learned cither how to say it or what politi- 
cians did with it. 

My mispronunciation of “caucus” indicates that children in 
learning to spell were taught to break up words into syllables, a 
practice which has since unfortunately gone out. In this oral man- 
ner we went through Webster’s Spelling Book up to the lists of 
words at the end which were so difficult that they were known as 
jawbreakers. In all spelling classes the members stood in line for 
a match of wits, moving up or down as the case might be. To go 
from the head to the foot of a class on any word was so deep a hu- 
miliation that it sometimes caused an outburst of tears with hiccups. 
But I have no regrets that I learned to spell in the old way. 

Nor have I regrets that I was put through courses in formal 
English grammar, which has since given me a touchstone for de- 
termining the grammatical correctness of any sentence I may write, 
however careless I may often have been in applying a test at my 
disposal. It was an unfortunate day when a decade later Richard 
Grant White convinced the schools that English is a “grammarless 
tongue.” His contention initiated a style in writing characterized 
by billowy sentences having neither beginning nor end. Perhaps I 
put a slight brake upon this movement when long afterwards, in 
1906, 1 insisted as chairman of a Committee on Uniform Require- 
ments in English for Entrance to Colleges, that English grammar 
of a somewhat different kind should be restored to its former place 
in the curriculum of secondary schools. The requirement has hap- 
pily been continued. 

In the midst of grammar and spelling as taught in the Gurley- 
ville school, I went on apace in reading. At that time the most pop- 
ular reading books in Connecticut for secondary schools were a 
graded series of Readers edited by George Stillman Hillard. I went 
through them all with avidity. The Sixth Reader became my com- 
panion much as The 'National Preceptor had been my father’s. 
There I had within the compass of a single volume of moderate size 
a wide variety of verse and prose, much of which by frequent read- 
ing I committed to memory without being aware of it. Some titles 
and short passages I have never forgotten. What, I ask myself now, 
has been the influence of this book upon me? It was, I surmise, a 
love of words for their own sake and the rhythms and cadences of 
prose as well as of verse which I must have felt as I read the selec- 
tions aloud. This is my conclusion, because I have the habit, as a 
rule, of reading sentences I write aloud or silently before I let them 
stand. The first word I was charmed by though I had no idea of its 
meaning, was “eloquence,” often used by Hillard in his Readers. 
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Until corrected by my father I pronounced it “e-lo'-quence.” 

The Sixth Reader had a long introductory treatise on elocution 
by Mark Bailey of Yale, to which no attention was paid by my 
teachers, though I read and studied it as well as I could by myself. 
Quite different, however, was the attitude of the School Visitor who 
quizzed and addressed us at least three times a year. He was a 
highly respected citizen of Mansfield, very formal in dress and 
manners and most precise in speech. He was the last gentleman of 
a type upon whom children looked with awe as if he were closely 
related to God himself. Yet children had no fear of him, he was so 
kind and considerate towards them. This visitor, then sixty-odd 
years old, whose name was Nelson Conant, always read to us a se- 
lection in the Sixth Reader, showing us wdiat words should be em- 
phasized and giving us the proper tone for reading the passage as 
a whole. Twice, I recall, he called upon me to read a piece in the 
way he had read it. Once it was an address by Henry Ward Beecher 
on the pleasures of autumn, beginning “Once more I stand upon 
this serene hilltop.” At another time he asked me to read after him 
Lincoln’s “Address at Gettysburg.” He closed the exercise with a 
disquisition on the boyhood of Lincoln who, he told us, once at- 
tended for a short time a school much like ours and then had to go 
out and make a living. In conclusion he said that some one of us 
boys might sometime become President of the United States. As he 
spoke this last sentence he laid a hand upon my head. The children 
looked on with sober faces as if a prophet had spoken. That night 
I related the incident to my father and mother. “Did Nelson Conant 
say that!” exclaimed my father, and smiled. My mother laughed 
for pleasure. 

Hillard prefaced his selections with brief biographies of their 
authors, which were pretty interesting to one who had no knowl- 
edge of literary history. Graduates of Harvard and other writers 
like Longfellow associated with that institution were so well repre- 
sented that I imagined Harvard to be the literary hub of the uni- 
verse. There were in the book, I think, no more than two or three 
things by Yale men. When several years afterwards it was decided 
that I might go to college, this exalted view of Harvard as against 
Yale still held sway over me until a Yale student of the Class of 
1878 informed me that Mr. Hillard Avas a Harvard man, AA r ho Avould, 
in his original sin, naturally favor Harvard at the expense of Y ale. 
I Avas disenchanted. The Yale undergraduate probably claimed for 
Yale a long line of writers including contemporaries such as “Ike 
Marvel” and N. P. Willis. He also told me that Mark Bailey, A\ r ho 
Avrote that “wonderful” introduction on elocution was a Professor 
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at Yale. I was torn between Yale and Harvard and very likely I 
eventually chose Yale because New Haven was only sixty miles 
away from Mansfield. Had I decided the other way I am fairly sure 
that I snould have been very happy in my college career there. 
When Harvard in 1983 conferred upon me an honorary degree, 
that act freed me from my childhood dilemma by making me both 
a Yale man and a Harvard man to my perfect joy and satisfaction. 
As a matter of fact, Hillard treated Yale justly enough, for Yale 
was then at the nadir of her literary fame. Sinclair Lewis, Thornton 
Wilder, Archibald MacLeish, ancl Stephen Vincent Benet, for ex- 
ample, were not yet born. 

After I entered Yale I was to become rather well acquainted with 
Mark Bailey in and out of the classroom. In Sophomore year he 
gave, a required course in elocution with practice in reading and 
declamation. I was not a little disconcerted to observe that his lec- 
tures appeared to follow the general lines of his introduction to 
Hillard’s Sixth Reader. Unsophisticated as I was, I was yet to 
discover that some college professors revamp year after year ma- 
terial a quarter century old. When a young man, Mark Bailey 
worked out an ingenious system of upward and downward “slides” 
of the voice in reading or reciting verse and prose. In training us, 
one by one, in declamation, he gave most attention to the emphatic 
downward slide at the end of declamatory sentences, where many 
speakers like myself fail to let the voice fall. This slide he humor- 
ously named the “Amen slide,” very appropriately too, for most 
people in uttering the word “Amen” come down with a bang as if 
all were over. If a student insisted upon keeping his voice on a 
level or on raising it, when he should come down hard with it, Mark 
Bailey used to jump up from his seat and bring his arms down with 
all the force he . possessed, shouting, “Amen. Amen. Good God, 
Francis, can’t you do any better than that?” He had, too, an elab- 
orate system of gestures for appropriate emphasis in public speak- 
ing. To a student who let a hand drop down in front of him while 
orating, Mark Bailey would shout, “Stop that. No figleaf gestures 
here.” This was the jolly good fellow whom I knew only by name 
when I was a Mansfield schoolboy, but who was destined to try to 
make an orator out of me ! 

With the fundamental processes of arithmetic I had very little 
difficulty, As was then the common custom, the multiplication table 
was sung by the class in chorus to a simple tune. Decimal numbers 
were used much less than now. As befitting the Yankee’s desire to 
see his savings increase, there was considerable practice in comput- 
ing compound interest over periods long enough to double or triple 
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the original capital. In this and other computations involving in- 
terest, weights, and measures I became an adept. But I had a great 
dislike for intricate problems concerning the time it would take for 
A to do a piece of work with the aid of B and often with the further 
aid of C. This hostile attitude, I surmise, had its origin in the fact 
that a boy several years older than myself used to get me to do a 
large part of his manual work, such as throwing a big pile of wood 
into a shed, by threaLs that otherwise he would tell his guardian, 
who ran a store, that I had stolen things like sticks of candy from 
jars on the shelves. Eventually I went on strike against this young 
blackmailer. And once a boy in school asked for assistance on a 
problem to determine the length of time required for A, B, and C 
to do a piece of work under certain conditions. Well I remember my 
relief at the reply of the teacher, who had a moderate sense of 
humor : “Don’t bother about A, B, and C. How long does it take a 
goose to trot a mile ?” But all through my schooldays A, in my view, 
was a bad boy who imposed upon B and C as his victims. This I had 
learned from experience. 

To one teacher, who was an older cousin of mine, Madison Cross, 
I owe a lasting debt for the practice he gave us in mental arithmetic. 
It is astonishing how far one can go in this method which is, of 
course, a survival of the time when paper and lead pencils cost 
money. Now head, paper, and pencil have been supplanted, where 
strict accuracy is required, by the calculating machine. Still, I have 
kept my head, which lias been of very great value to me. When as 
Governor of Connecticut I was given, in 1937, control over the ad- 
ministration of the budget, my head served me well in seeing how 
income and expenditures were moving along. Only when the margin 
was close did I have to ask Dr. Whitaker, an expert Budget Direc- 
tor, what his machines had to say. 

Not long before I came along geography had been added to the 
traditional three R’s of the curriculum of Connecticut common 
schools, though “reading, ’riting, and ’rjthmetic” continued to hold 
the first places. The study of geography kept close to the plan set 
by Jesse Olney, of National Preceptor fame, in his American Geog- 
raphy, a pioneer book, in which boys and girls were to learn first 
of their town, county, and State. Thus at the age of six I was bound- 
ing Mansfield and Connecticut, and naming the capitals of the 
State (of which there were then two), and the counties and county 
seats. The next step was to name and bound the other New England 
States and to name and locate their capitals. Thence we traveled 
through all the States and Territories of the Union, with brief ac- 
counts of their settlements, products, and industries. Cornell's Ge- 
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ography, more comprehensive than Olney’s, which was used in the 
Gurleyville school would doubtless be strange reading now. There 
were then ten Territories, not counting Alaska ; and as illustrations 
showed, buffalo were roaming- over the plains and gold was being 
washed from the sands of mountain streams. 

Less attention was given to Canada, Central and South America, 
and still less to Europe, Asia, and Africa. But they came into a 
general survey. Particularly valuable was a continuing study of 
the world as a whole with the aid of a globe, on which one saw at once 
the relative positions of continents, islands, oceans, and seas. It was 
fun to take the parallel of latitude running through New York 
City or Washington or London or Rome, and to follow it round the 
earth and observe the unexpected places it would hit. The knowl- 
edge of the earth which I got in this way afterwards served me in 
good stead. At that time Yale had not yet abandoned an entrance 
requirement in geography. When on a June morning in 1881 1 read 
the entrance paper in geography which was handed to me, I smiled 
as I saw there a question on the course a parallel of latitude, getting 
its start at some American city, would take in going round the 
world. No such questions, I daresay, are now asked and answered 
anywhere except in some odd information coming over the radio. 
The earth now appears to be well-nigh lost for the majority of 
men and women who live upon it despite the conquest of land, sea, 
and air since my boyhood. That kind of knowledge which once came 
from the terrestrial globe may sometime be appreciated in the 
Americas if a hostile nation ever gains a foothold well up on the 
western shore of Africa. 

Very likely the picture I have drawn of the village school where 
I obtained my elementary education is lacking in dark shadows 
which have mostly faded out of my memory. No one of all the teach- 
ers — sometimes there were three in a single year, a different one 
for each of the three terms — was trained for the profession they 
had undertaken. Such qualifications as they possessed may be cred- 
ited to temperament and experience only. Some were good and some 
were thoroughly bad. It was almost a crime to put children no more* 
than four years old in a one-room school where little was provided 
for them to do. Four of us, I recall, sat on one long bench w r ith a 
desk before us which concealed what might be going on below. We 
spent most of the time in pinching one another and in whispering 
to the disturbance of recitations which were being conducted near 
us.- One master carried a pair of horse’s bits in his pocket, which 
he used to toss on our desk when we got too noisy, where they struck 
with a rattle that silenced all other sounds. After a recitation was 
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over he would put the bits into the mouth of one of us. Not a bad 
way to stop whispering throughout the entire school for that day. 

During recess periods there were often quarrels on the little play- 
ground of which the master had a clear view from a window. Any 
quarrel that might occur he settled immediately after the school 
reconvened by bumping two heads together. Once my head got a 
good bumping against the head of a boy with whom I used to fish 
for trout and shoot gray squirrels. On another occasion, when I was 
six years old, a boy named Herbert Hopkinson tripped me in a 
friendly wrestling match, and I fell on a large rough rock, break- 
ing my left arm above and below the elbow and putting the elbow 
out of joint. It took four persons to set that arm while I sat in a 
chair. One man held my legs, another man held my right arm, and 
the surgeon had his wife press my head to the back of the chair as 
he restored the bones to their proper places. I wept, I yelled. But it 
was all over in three minutes, so skilled was the young surgeon, 
Julian N. Parker, a graduate of the Yale Medical School the year 
before. 

Women teachers confined their discipline to the ferule which, 
as it hit the palm of a hand, hurt worse than head bumping. Once I 
pulled iny hand away when the teacher came down with her ferule 
so that it hit only the air. She, however, got the hand back and gave 
it the hardest strokes it has ever received. But all in all, corporal 
punishment was more or less a farce. As it was expected it did not 
disturb us much. And it was sheer amusement when the other boy 
got the licking. 

The real weakness of the rural school, as I have said, was that it 
did not keep us busy. This was true mainly because its studies could 
be only loosely graded on account of the short tenure of the teach- 
ers. Frequently a new teacher did not go on in a study from the 
point where the previous teacher left off but would go back to the 
very beginning of the book. Constant review of this kind held in 
check the natural forward movement. In my own case there was, 
however, some compensation, for I used my unoccupied time in lis- 
tening to the recitations of boys and girls older than myself. In 
this way I kept the whole school going on in my mind. 

With all its shortcomings I remember with keen gratitude a 
little red schoolhouse built on the side of a hill, where the summer 
heat might be so intense that teacher and children adjourned to 
the shade of huge walnut trees fay the side of a brook in a neighbor- 
ing pasture, and where winter snows sometimes almost obliterated 
the building from sight and the door could be reached only by dig- 
ging a tunnel through drifts ten feet high. What I learned there 
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was to admit me easily into an excellent high school ; and the arith- 
metic and geography were to enable me later to pass the examina- 
tion in these studies for entrance to Yale College. 

While yet a schoolboy, I was also living in the world of men. It 
happened in this way. In the summer of 1S72 my brother George 
became of age and in anticipation of that event my grandfather 
Lucius Gurley helped him to buy out a general store, well situated 
across the road from the Gurley house, with a wide approach where 
customers found room for their horses and buggies and oxen and 
carts. My grandfather dying before the transaction was complete, 
my mother, who was his sole heir, assumed all the obligations he 
had incurred. George soon married a good-looking Irish girl of 
North Ashford, one of the spoolers in the largest silk mill, and 
settled in the little house next door, the former woodshed which 
my grandfather had transformed. My brother John took a job as 
spinner in the silk mill near the site of the shop where my great- 
grandfather had once set up his trip hammers for making tools. 
Though I was but ten years old I was given free access to the store 
to help out as much as I liked before and after school hours, on 
Saturdays, and during vacations. 

Two parallel counters ran the entire length of the main store 
with a wide space between for customers. Behind one counter were 
shelves for light groceries, chewing tobacco, and patent medicines. 
On the counter rested a showcase for assorted candies and another 
for cigars. At the ends of the counter stood cracker and sugar bar- 
rels, while along in front of it ran a row of nail kegs with their tops 
knocked in. Behind the other counter were the shelves for a good 
variety of cotton goods including beautiful domestic calicoes for 
ladies’ dresses. On this counter a large showcase made a display of 
ribbons and all things worn as ornaments by factory and other 
girls. Boots, shoes, and crockery lined shelves in the rear. A door 
led to a back room where a great hogshead of Porto Rican molasses 
lay on a stout frame near a large cask of beef in brine, a small cask 
of pickled mackerel, and a pile of dried codfish, at a safe distance 
from a barrel of kerosene oil. A trap door took one into a dark and 
poorly ventilated cellar, where were stored butter and eggs. 

Outside the double-door entrance stretched a roofless veranda, 
on the edge of which boys and young men from the silk mills found 
good enough seats ; for older men a row of rickety chairs was pro- 
vided. Here was the usual scene for horse trades. On winter eve- 
nings the crowd gathered within the store, sitting on counters, bar- 
rels, and nail kegs. Well back in the space between the counters a 
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large sheet-iron stove was set up as a protection against the win- 
ter’s cold ; in front of it lay an old raisin box filled with sand or moist 
sawdust for the benefit of tobacco chewers. An expert could easily 
hit the box from the cracker barrel on which he was perched. Ten 
feet away was a sure shot. By this stove I learned the ways of men 
and women too. 

As soon as I was permitted, I jumped into the midst of things, 
with both eyes and both ears wide open to see and hear everything. 
Within a year, at tire age of eleven, I was often left alone to manage 
the business when my brother was out taking orders ; and within 
two years I was keeping the books of the concern, sitting in glory 
on a high stool before a high desk. All sorts of people came in for 
trade, some paying in cash, others paying in barter with eggs, but- 
ter, cheese, and potatoes, and in season with strawberries, apples, 
and huckleberries. They were always talking to one another ; they 
were newsmongers ; they told racy stories in low voices which they 
thought I did not overhear ; girls whispered secrets to one another 
which they thought I could not possibly hear or at least not under- 
stand. They were all mistaken. If I did not understand at once, I 
soon learned to understand. But I kept my mouth shut. 

These whispering girls in their teens amused me. They cultivated 
small feet, claiming that the shoes they wore were of the size marked 
3 1 /). Not to be exposed, they used to come in for their shoes when 
I was alone in command of the store. I would look their feet over 
and pick out a pair of shoes that would fit. Then they would ask me 
what the size was. A direct answer to this question I had to evade 
pleasantly by saying that no dependence could be placed upon 
any marks the shoes might bear ; and the sale was quickly made, 
though the shoes really belonged to the 5 or the 5% class. Likewise 
I was amused by a confidential conversation between the chairmen 
of the Republican and Democratic town committees a few days after 
the presidential election of 1876. They spoke in very low voices not 
far away from me. I learned that of the 450 voters in the town they 
bought 54 in all, paying on the average $5 apiece. I learned further 
that each chairman kept in his own pocket about $150 of the cash 
that was sent him from the headquarters of his party in Hartford 
to pay “the legitimate expenses” of getting out the voters. Neither 
of these thrifty Yankees, I concluded, was in politics for the fun 
of it. 

A “House of Commons,” as it was sometimes called, assembled 
late in the afternoon or early in the evening either on the veranda 
or inside the store, depending on the season or on the Weather. It 
was a variable group of men who came in for their mail and sat on 
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until somebody said it was time to go home. (My father, though a 
good mixer, was for some reason never there.) In their talk there 
was little or no reserve. They spoke frankly about themselves, their 
families, and their neighbors ; and their comment on what was oc- 
curring outside their little world, in Hartford or in Washington, 
was marked by shrewd common sense. They were unsophisticated 
people such as a novelist likes to depict because they said what was 
really in their minds. As a rule they were honorable and truthful 
men except in horse trades, where it was understood that the better 
liar is the better man. As a boy I was most interested, except for 
politics, in horse trades, funny stories, and what are now called 
wisecracks. 

It is a late summer afternoon. A man nicknamed Toot drives up 
before the group seated on the veranda, cutting as he does so a wide 
circle, with reins held tight. As he jumps from his buggy someone 
says : “I see, Toot, you’ve got a new hoss.” “Yes, sir.” “Where did 
you get him?” “None of your damn business.” Another asks: “How 
old is he?” “Going on nine.” Everybody laughs. And another asks : 
“May I look into his mouth?” “You may look into him anywhere 
you damn please. But look out that he don’t bite you.” After in- 
specting the horse’s teeth the man shakes his head and smiles ; and 
as he walks slowly back into the crowd, someone inquires : “What 
did you find ?” The inspector of the horse’s teeth directs his reply 
to the whole company *. “I guess he is of age all right. I guess Toot 
has to cut his hay pretty fine for them teeth.” Toot’s retort is that 
the horse is nearer eight than nine years old and that he sold his 
feedcutter long ago. Still another man asks : “Any objection, Toot, 
to my feeling that off hind leg ? Unless I am blind there is a spavin 
there.” “You may feel of his legs or of his tail if you want to get 
kicked in the guts.” The man rubs his right hand along both hind 
legs for a long while and soberly announces that the horse is badly 
spavined in both hind legs. With a profusion of profanity Toot 
gives him the lie and offers to poke him in the face. As soon as quiet 
is restored, a newcomer who has hitched his horse and buggy near 
Toot’s and has listened in without yet saying anything, turns to 
Toot with “How about a trade?” “No more hoss trades for me,” 
Toot replies in a decisive tone. “I’ve got here just the kind of hoss 
I have been looking for all my life. Young. Sound as a dollar. With 
no outs except that he is rather hard on the bit. I’ll keep the cuss 
until he dies on my hands.” By this time everybody is laughing. 
Soon the newcomer breaks in again: “Any objection. Toot, to my 
taking a little turn with the hoss down the road and back?” After 
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a minute’s hesitation Toot replies to the courteous request: “Not 
alone. I’ll go along with you. I’ll drive and you set on the seat 
with me.” In fifteen minutes they return. Not a word is spoken by 
anybody. The crowd is just looking on to see what may happen. 
Toot and the newcomer alight. Each begins to take the harness off 
his own horse to transfer him to the thills of the other buggy. That 
was one kind of a horse trade. No cash, of course, was involved. It 
was clearly an even swap. 

It did not take me long to make the acquaintance of most of the 
horses within several miles of the village as I observed them and 
heard tales about them. Many of them had tricks which a driver 
had to guard against for his safety on the road. My brother George 
had his troubles with horses of this kind. His first horse on begin- 
ning business was a marc which he kept in a stable behind the store. 
Whenever I went into the stall to lead her out she started to kick and 
bite unless handled very gently. A year or so afterwards she caught 
the “epizootic,” a violent and nasty influenza, and at the same 
time developed a bad case of scratches on two legs, which lamed her 
terribly. On a day when a trade was imminent it was my job to 
curry her off and to loosen up her legs by running her round the 
backyard while the terms of the trade were being discussed in the 
store. After I had finished with her she looked pretty well as she 
stood in the shed with the scratches partly concealed by the hair 
of her fetlocks. My brother and the other man came out to take a 
view of her. In reply to several questions indicating some suspicion 
on the part of the other man, we assured him that the epizootic was 
disappearing and that the application of arnica for another week 
on her sore legs would effect a perfect cure. He appeared to be 
fairly well satisfied with this prognosis, and the trade was made 
after some haggling over what my brother should pay to boot — 
whether it should be $15 or $30. When the transaction w'as over, 
each party seemed to be the happiest man in the world. Each 
thought he had fooled the other. And it was so in a sense neither 
anticipated. 

My brother had got in exchange for the old mare, who went to 
the boneyard a year later, a young Canuck, a name then common 
for a rather small horse bred in French Canada. He had taken him 
on a wild gamble, having never seen him before the trader appeared. 
As soon as the old mare was out of sight my brother asked me if I 
thought the Canuck had any outs. I told him that when I led the 
horse towards the stable he acted as if he didn’t want to go there 
and that when I finally coaxed him into the stall he was so nervous 
that he shook all over. That was so bad an omen that my brother 
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shook all over like the horse. He proposed that we go out and hitch 
the Canuck into the buggy for a trial of his speed. With great dif- 
ficulty we got the Canuck, who kept whirling around, between the 
thills and at last we were able to fasten the traces to the whipple- 
tree. Then we jumped into the buggy, my brother holding the reins. 
The Canuck reared, plunged forward, and then backed us round 
all over the yard, while George kept exclaiming, “Sold again, by 
God.” 

In course of time the Canuck was swapped for a large and beauti- 
ful horse who had the trick of throwing his tail over one of the reins 
and then running at full speed. In turn he was swapped for a very 
gentle horse who, while trotting along, stepped on a rolling stone 
and fell to the ground breaking a thill and throwing me over the 
dashboard among his heels. These were the kind of horses I associ- 
ated with. In a boy’s way I tried to train them out of their tricks, 
which, however, I kept as secret as I kept the size of shoes worn by 
girls in the community. Also I used to ride bareback and always rode 
my father’s mare in that way. I loved horses of all sorts and learned 
from them characteristics of behavior not very remote from the 
characteristics of some men and women I have had to deal with in 
private and public life, There is very little difference between tricks 
of horses and tricks of men. 

In school a boy learns from books ; in a store of the old village 
type he learns, as I have intimated, from the conversation of men 
who have lived and are still living. Men, then in middle life, who 
had fought through the Civil War in different regiments were al- 
ways telling of their experiences in this and that battle or in the 
prison at Andersonville when they were captured, or of the fun 
they had in camp, or of their fraternizing with the Rebs when on 
picket duty, swapping matches for tobacco, and smoking together, 
and hoping that the war would soon end. The dreadful scenes on 
the fields of Shiloh and Antietam were embedded in my memory. 
N aturally as a boy I was entertained by the lighter side of war such 
as raids on sutlers who followed the army with provisions and whisky 
which they sold to the troops at high prices. I liked to hear a big 
jovial Irishman tell how he was “kilt” at the battle of Shiloh for 
twenty minutes. Apparently he had been stunned by a stray bullet 
and lay unconscious for a time he estimated to have been twenty 
minutes. We did not know that “kilt” is a Celtic word meaning 
“stunned,” having no relation to the English word “killed.” So we 
thought he claimed to have been killed for twenty minutes. The best 
liar among the veterans was a man who lost a leg at Antietam. Like 
a Sir John Falstaff he boasted, when he had a chance, of the num- 
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ber of Rebs he had killed in hand-to-hand fights. No one believed 
his impossible stories but we listened and encouraged him to go on. 

Another good liar, who had been in several hard battles, used to 
claim that nothing in war ever frightened him so much as the 
strange things that were happening in the haunLed house where he 
was now living. Last night, for example, while he was reading the 
Hartford Times he heard screams coming from the cellar. “I lighted 
a candle and went down the cellar stairs. All was still until I got 
back to the top of the stairs and then the screams began again 
louder than ever. I was sheered, you bet. I picked up the newspaper 
again, and then there was a noise in the hall as if someone had 
dropped from the top of the stairway a barrel which fell all to pieces 
as it struck the floor. I went out into the hall but there was no 
barrel there. So me and my wife decided to go to bed. But as soon 
as w r e got into bed the bedstead began to rise until the posts touched 
the ceiling ; then it slowly came down again. By that time my wife 
■was skeered too.” While he was telling his story his young wife, 
who, he said, was afraid to stay in that haunted house alone, sat on 
a counter smiling. At this point someone inquired of him what kind 
of whisky he was drinking nowadays. “Nothing,” he replied, point- 
ing to a shelf, “but Plantation Bitters. George, let me have a bottle 
to take home to put me and my wife to sleep tonight.” The evening’s 
entertainment, with the audience sitting on counters, nail kegs, 
and cracker barrels, might close with a short disquisition by a 
malapropian gentleman on the origin of the Civil War. He in- 
variably began : “When olcl Boreeguard turned his guns on Fort 
Smutter, that meant war.” 

Sessions of the House of Commons were enlivened by jests and 
ribaldry. There was one story which I have several times repeated 
in addressing medical associations. On a Friday evening when there 
was a full house, a man, known for short as Captain, who had come 
in from a distance, inquired for the news and was told that “old man 
Storey” up on the hill was sick, “What is the matter with him ?” “I 
don’t know exactly, but he has a fever of some sort.” “Is he round 
the house or is he in bed?” “He’s in bed.” “Who’s his doctor?” “Dr. 
Richardson.” “God, he’s in for a fit of sickness all right.” Dr. Wil- 
liam Henry Richardson, an early graduate of the Yale School of 
Medicine, had the reputation, quite undeserved, of prolonging the 
illness of his patients for the increase of his earnings. A more ob- 
vious characteristic of him was a strong sense of fear for himself. 
He feared catching cold. On a hot summer day he might be seen 
driving through the village in overcoat and muffler. He was afraid 
also to come near a patient who might have a contagious disease. 
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Once when I was severely poisoned with ivy he was called in. He 
entered the door of a large room at the other end of which I was ly- 
ing on a couch. He took a step and stopped. He took another step 
and stopped and looked, and so on till he was within two feet of me. 
He thought that I might have the smallpox of which there were a 
few cases in the State. 

It was inevitable that I should now and then try my hand at a 
jest. One of them I recall, doubtless because I received a reprimand 
for it from my brother George. It was a rainy afternoon ; I was left 
in sole charge of the store. Among a dozen or more men sitting about 
and gossiping was a short stout young fellow called “Tubbydub.” 
Generally hard up, he was slow in paying his bills. On that rainy 
day he began looking over the whips which hung from a rotating 
circle fastened to the ceiling. He took one down ; and stepping out 
in the middle of the floor, he gave it a hard crack. In the same way 
he tried out two more whips. By that time I was getting a little 
nervous and remarked : “You know, Tubby, it don’t do them whips 
any good to snap them like that.” He took down no more and 
walked away from them amid the smiles of the audience, as I asked 
him pleasantly whether he couldn’t find the kind of whip he wanted. 
His reply was that none of them was long enough to reach his 
hoss’s ears. As I had come near the mark with my first shot from 
my popgun, I now aimed at the bull’s-eye, “Well, I guess, Tubby, 
if you took one of them whips home on tick it would be long enough 
before you paid for it.” The next morning I was warned, half se- 
riously, by my brother to whom Tubbydub had complained, never 
to say anything that would drive away customers. 

Humor and rough jests played a part as a relief even in the most 
acrimonious political discussions and debates, which rose to their 
height during state and national campaigns. I faintly recall the 
presidential campaign of 1868 (I was six years old) when young 
Republicans formed an organization called Boys in Blue, wearing 
on their coats ribbons which bore the names of Grant and Colfax ; 
and young Democrats in a similar organization were all dressed in 
white, with ribbons inscribed with the names of Seymour and Blair. 
Both Blues and Whites were picturesque groups, rather highfa- 
lutin in talk and manner. I had not yet come to understand that 
there was any political antagonism between these local groups who 
were very friendly whenever I saw them together, drinking some- 
thing out of bottles which they carried in their hip pockets. I looked 
on and wondered. But intimations of what political parties meant 
were not long a coming after that. During my first campaign for 
Governor, in 1930, doubts were thrown by political orators on 
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whether I was really a Democrat, or only a Republican who was 
posing as a Democrat. Henry Hanks, then a man ninety years old, 
who had known me from childhood, came to my rescue with a story 
to show that I had been a Democrat almost from birth. Though he 
exaggerated in some details he gave of the story, as when he said 
that it spread all over Mansfield, he was not far out of the way. It 
is a good story, which I will retell in my own way. 

There was a farmer about half a mile from the village named 
Jefferson Dunham who, despite the name given him by his parents, 
was so ardent a Republican that he named his son, a year or two 
older than myself, Fremont in honor of General Fremont, the first 
Republican candidate for the presidency of the United States. 
About once a week or fortnight Fremont and I used to play to- 
gether about the farm and in season gorge ourselves with water- 
melons and muskmelons, sitting in the shade of the field where they 
grew, after he had finished his morning tasks with my help. It was 
understood that I was to stay for noon dinner. As soon as we came 
into the house Fremont’s father, seated in a big chair, would shout 
out in a sharp voice humorously intended to frighten me : “Wilbur, 
come here.” Then holding me tight as I stood between his legs facing 
him, he would put me through a scries of questions with answers 
which he taught me to give. “Who was the first man?” “Robert 
Carr” — who, though not very old, looked older than he was. “Who 
was the first woman?” “Sally Carr,” who had been my nurse. “Who 
was the first President of the United States?” “George Washing- 
ton.” “Who is President now?” “General Grant.” “Who is the 
Governor of Connecticut?” “Marshall Jewell.” “That will do.” 
And I would be released from the clasp of those knees, with a loud 
laugh that resounded through the house. 

All went well with answers, true and false, until 1870 when Mar- 
shall Jewell of Hartford, the Republican candidate for Governor, 
was defeated by James E. English, a New Haven Democrat. Soon 
after the election, perhaps the next day, I was in the village store 
where my brother George was then hut a clerk. A few men, mostly 
Republicans, began talking about the election while I was listening 
in. Unexpectedly Philo Hanks appeared, an older brother of Henry 
. Hanks, and the most active Democratic politician in the town. Pres- 
ently Philo turned to me and said, “When J eff Dunham asks you 
who is the Governor of Connecticut tell him that his name is James 
E. English.” Fie made me repeat it several times over in a loud 
voice, to the amusement of the Republican spectators. When Jeff 
Dunham next put me through his quiz I shouted, as I was in- 
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structed to do, “ James E. English.” “Who told you that?” he 
asked. I replied, “Philo Hanks.” And Jeff shook with laughter. 
Before he let me go he asked me whether I was a Republican or a 
Democrat. Pie got in return, “I am a Democrat. Philo Hanks says 
you are nothing but a Black Republican.” I was but eight years 
old when I thus first announced to the world that I was a Democrat. 
Jeff Dunham as well as Philo Hanks spread the story, but Jeff 
quizzed me never more. 

Such was the earliest background for my political education 
which really began two years later when I was acting, with many 
interruptions, as clerk in my brother’s store. There could have been 
no betLcr place for such a course in politics, for that village store 
was a microcosm of the whole United States. Nor could there have 
been a better period for directly observing political history. The 
question whether “To the victor belong the spoils” still had its 
reverberations. So, too, the impeachment proceedings against An- 
drew Johnson continued to be a live issue between the two leading 
parties. Likewise opinion was divided on the Fifteenth Amendment 
to the Federal Constitution granting suffrage to Negroes. Though 
President Grant was of stainless character, he was without political 
experience and without administrative ability. As a consequence 
he was duped by politicians ; and corruption crept into his very 
cabinet of advisers. In the name of reform Plorace Greeley, whose 
New York Tribune all Republicans in Connecticut read, ran 
against Grant for President in 187£, on a fusion ticket of Demo- 
crats and liberal Republicans. Immediately after his nomination 
by two parties many men donned the tall gray Greeley hats, more 
or less for sport, but they soon laid them aside. Greeley never had a 
chance. He went down to defeat and death. Corruption still went 
on apace, mightier than ever, in Congress and in the executive 
branch of the Federal Government. Under the battle cry, “Turn 
the rascals out,” Tildcn and Hendricks were pitted against Iiayes 
and Wheeler in 1876. It was a hot campaign through which the 
Republicans swung high the bloody shirt. On the face of the re- 
turns the Democratic ticket won. But the election was contested 
by the Republicans. After an investigation by an Electoral Com- 
mission, on which the Republicans had a majority of one member, 
Hayes and Wheeler were declared elected by one electoral vote. 
From the Democratic point of view Tilden and Hendricks were 
counted out. Besides all these events, the country sank under a deep 
economic depression aggravated by an inflated currency. In Con- 
necticut as elsewhere men who had lost their jobs turned tramps, 
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roaming through country districts, begging, stealing, robbing, and 
breaking into houses and stores for food to keep them alive. In those 
laissez-faire days, neither Federal, state, nor local governments 
felt any obligation to look after the unemployed. The only resting 
place for tramps was jail or prison. What a wonderful opportunity 
I had for hearing all the questions rising out of this unstable, ever- 
changing social scene canvassed and debated by a House of Com- 
mons improvised by a group of Connecticut Yankees ! 

There was no parliamentary restraint in that Yankee House of 
Commons. Everyone spoke the language to which he was accus- 
tomed, however profane or indecent it might be. Never before nor 
since have I heard so many double negatives for emphasis ; never 
before so many allusions to sexual and other functions of the human 
body or to the hencoop or barnyard. It was the raciest speech God 
or Satan ever put into the mouth of man. At times eyes flashed and 
fists doubled up, though no blows were ever struck. Some of the 
liveliest sessions were when Ozro Hanks, the son of Philo Hanks, a 
clever, sassy boy no more than twenty years old, got into an argu- 
ment with the local Justice of the Peace, a man of sixty, who, once 
a Democrat, went over to the Republican party in protest against 
the Dred Scott decision. No one interfered with the hot give-and- 
take, for all liked the fun too well for that. 

The Justice of the Peace, Emory B. Smith, was one of the most 
substantial and highly respected citizens of the town. He began 
his career as a silk pedlar “across the Hudson” in the State of New 
York, but when I came on the scene he had become owner of one of 
the silk mills. A steady, conservative businessman, he had his hu- 
morous side also. He was, I think, the first to refer to the company 
that assembled for debate at the village store as a House of Com- 
mons. To enforce his arguments he used to quote Josh Billings or 
Artemus Ward or Brick Pomeroy. This was my first introduction 
to professional humorists. “As Brick Pomeroy says,” he would so 
often begin his talk that his youngest son, Edward, was nicknamed 
Brick. Another son, Frank Clifton Smith, of my own age, was my 
most intimate chum. Later we were to prepare for college in the 
same high school and go to Yale together. It was through this com- 
panionship that while a schoolboy and a clerk I gained entrance to 
the court over which Frank’s father presided. It was a rare chance 
to see so early in life how country justice was administered. 

The court convened in the largest room in the house of the Jus- 
tice, who sat at the head of a long table, with a lawyer, in important 
cases, on each side halfway down. A constable or occasionally a 
sheriff might be sitting at the foot of the table next to the man he 
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had arrested. Spectators lined the wall. Frank and I usually took 
seats near a door opening into another room through which we 
might escape if the proceedings failed to interest us. 

Most of the cases were of a criminal character involving, as a 
rule, assault and battery. Two men, for instance, get into a fight 
in which one is knocked senseless ; or a man insults another while 
they are shingling a house and is kicked off the roof. A wife has 
her husband arrested because he takes her across his knees and 
spanks her and then boxes her ears. A blacksmith has his wife ar- 
rested because she plays an accordion over his head so that he can- 
not sleep while he lies, very tired, on a lounge in the sitting room 
after a hard morning at the forge. When he gets up and drives her 
to the other end of the room she throws a flatiron at his head, leav- 
ing bad cuts on his face which he shows to the court. Family troubles 
were occasionally settled then and there on the advice of the Justice ; 
but invariably, so far as I can remember, the plaintiff won in all 
other cases, to my disappointment, for I had no use for anyone who 
squealed when he was licked. I did not yet know that there was in 
those days no fee for either justice or constable when a decision 
went in favor of the defendant ; so I could not measure the influ- 
ence which this fact may have had on the administration of justice. 

The courtroom, like my brother’s store, was a place of entertain- 
ment for boj'-s long before Disney arrived with his Mickey Mouse. 
Nothing else was ever quite so entertaining as the cross examina- 
tions and browbeatings of witnesses or the scandalous abuse that 
passed between the lawyers. I remember the thrusts two lawyers 
once gave one another. The cleverer of the two was a Democrat and 
Episcopalian. The other was a Republican and Methodist. The 
first lawyer, who had been divorced, w T as on very friendly terms, it 
was whispered, with a woman whose husband had recently divorced 
her. The second lawyer, whose wife was the daughter of a Methodist 
minister who had presided for three years over the Gurleyville par- 
ish, had been, not long before, the administrator of a certain physi- 
cian’s estate which everybody supposed would turn out to be very 
large but which proved to be hardly anything at all. During a lull 
in the battle of tongues across the table, the Republican and Metho- 
dist asked the Democrat and Episcopalian how Mrs. . . . was 
getting along, naming the grass widow. The Democrat and Epis- 
copalian replied that he didn’t know anything about that ; but that 
he did know that he hadn’t got any of the doctor’s estate. Where- 
upon the Republican and Methodist jumped up, struck his fists on 
the table and shouted : “Are you insinuating that I have taken for 
myself any of that doctor’s estate ?” “Oh, no, I am insinuating noth- 
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mg about nobody. I merely remarked that I hadn’t got any of 
Dr. . . . ’s estate.” 

Events were already occurring, however, which made me take a 
less comic view of a local court and a village store. I saw that busi- 
ness, however small, had its risks. One day my brother was in- 
formed that the property of which his store was a part had been 
bought by a father for a son who had a smaller store in the village. 
When it looked as if all were over with my brother, the Justice of 
the Peace, who was a friend of the family, came to his assistance by 
providing him with a store in a new building which he erected on 
land my mother sold to him at a low price. We were all happy 
again. On an afternoon when I was alone at the desk I wrote my 
first rhymes to help on the sale of the stock before our removal. I 
printed the lines in large letters on a big sheet of manila paper 
which I tacked to a shelf where they could be seen by everybody : 

Come one, come all, both small and great, 

And buy these goods before it’s too late. 

They must be sold by April next, 

For Austin Royce this place expects. 

A year or so afterwards, as I was running down to the new store 
early on a July morning to open up shop, I saw at once that the 
building had been entered during the night by breaking through a 
back window. I gave the alarm to my brother and the Justice of 
the Peace. A cursory examination showed that the money drawer 
had been cleaned of such shinplasters and coins as had been left 
there the night before, that there were missing some cigars and 
chewing tobacco, candy and sugar-coated cathartic pills, and that 
a gallon jug had been drained of its alcohol. Though the value of 
all the money and luxuries stolen was probably less than $25, it 
was a burglary. Who were the burglars? That was the question. I 
told the little company of investigators that on yesterday after- 
noon, while I was sitting outside, three tramps passed by and kept 
their faces towards the store as if they were looking it over. The 
Justice asked their approximate height, age, and dress, and the 
color of their hair. Posters were sent to alj parts of the State of- 
fering a reward of $100 for their arrest and conviction. 

Two weeks later, without any advance notice, the sheriff of 
Windham County, two of his deputies, and a so-called detective 
drove up to the store with the three men in handcuffs. I immedi- 
ately identified them as the ones I had seen. That night the three 
tramps were put through the third degree with no result until 
something unexpected happened. Some years before, on looking 
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through three large wallets of my great-grandfather, Ephraim 
Gurley, I had found among receipted bills several old colonial 
coins. One was a copper halfpenny and another was a silver six- 
pence. These and other rare coins I kept in an envelope at the 
bottom of the money drawer. In searching the tramps the officers 
of the law found them in a pocket of the youngest of the three, 
a boy only eighteen years old. On being confronted with this evi- 
dence against him, he collapsed and confessed to his part in the 
crime. The next morning the other two tramps were arraigned 
before the Justice of the Peace; they pleaded guilty and were 
bound over to the Superior Court of Tolland County, which met 
in September, when they were sentenced to State Prison for three 
years. In the meantime the boy, who was set free by the Justice 
of the Peace, stayed on in the village during the summer as a 
material witness for the State against his companions at their 
trial before the county court. For his support plenty of work 
was at hand in the hayfield at a good wage. 

It so happens that I remember his name. It was Everett Her- 
man Burgess. He was not a boy of the criminal type. He belonged 
to that great army of the unemployed who tramped the country 
during a business depression hitherto unprecedented. He had 
fallen in with older men who led him into crime, not as a way 
of life but as a way to live. We younger boys — thirteen or four- 
teen years of age — took Everett into our games as one of us. We 
played ball, pitched quoits, and swam in the river together. Never 
did I hear from him a profane word or a vulgar tale. I asked 
him to tell me the story of his life from childhood. Besides doing 
this, he gave me a good course of instruction in amateur burglary, 
describing the necessary tools, the various ways to break into a 
dwelling, office, or store, or how to deal with an ordinary safe. 
This knowledge I have never put to a practical test, though not 
long ago I did show a friend who had lost his keys the easiest way 
to break into his house. He stared at me when the feat was quickly 
accomplished with my advice and assistance. 

On a little knoll between the new store and the house where 
we lived stood the Methodist Church, as much a social as a re- 
ligious institution, which my mother regularly attended with her 
children while my father might walk off by himself to the Con- 
gregational Church, more than a mile distant. Sometimes I went 
with him. A church service consisting of an hour’s sermon and 
a long prayer with hymns before and after made very little ap- 
peal to me. But I loved the Sunday School where we committed 
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to memory verses from the Bible; and at short intervals “spoke 
pieces” at school exhibitions given on Sunday evenings. I liked 
to-attend prayer and conference meetings in which many took a 
part and to hear men shout “Hallelujah” or “Amen” or “That’s 
good, brother.” Occasionally I was permitted to go into “Class 
Meetings” which were regularly held on Saturday evenings. They 
were public confessions, where the members of the class gave ac- 
counts of their “experiences” during the past week, and a lay 
brother in return gave them religious advice to help them over 
their difficulties. The minister was never present. For him to have 
taken any part would have made this experience meeting look 
too much like a confession to a priest of the Church of Rome. 
Above all, I was held spellbound by the last of a series of “pro- 
tracted meetings” in the church when the new converts related, 
so far as they might desire, the story of their sinful lives, not 
forgetting the sins they had seen committed by others. If they 
did not tell everything, they told enough for a boy to understand 
what kind of lives were being lived by some men and women in 
the community. I was thrilled when one man told how he once 
quarreled with another man at a dance and tried to shoot him 
but missed fire. It is clear that in these early formative years I 
had developed very little interest in religion except for the light 
it threw upon secular matters. 

My view of the clergy was the same. They were human beings 
like my father, though they wore better clothes on week days. 
That clerical friend of my grandfather who loved too well a pipe 
and a drop of something was soon taken care of by the presiding 
elder of the district who objected to his habits as unbecoming 
to a clergyman. He was presently succeeded by an unmarried 
man, who, though still in his thirties, was called “an old bache- 
lor.” To us boys he was a dude. We stood and looked at him as 
he walked along on the other side of the road, just as now and 
then we stared at a girl from New York who affected the Grecian 
bend. We did not understand why he wore gloves on warm days 
or needed a cane, for he was neither old nor lame. The exotic 
gentleman, however, was pursued by the girls of the parish ; and 
in this connection a story of him that went the rounds redeemed 
his character at least for me. One day his landlady remarked at 
dinner that several people had inquired of her whether he was 
“engaged.” "What did you tell them?” was his response. “Why,” 
she said, “I had to tell them that I didn’t know.” “That is right,” 
he said, “keep on telling them so.” This minister lasted for only 
a year. When he took his leave he carried away with him as wife 
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not a girl of the parish but a girl who was just a summer visitor 
there with her grandmother. 

Another minister, near the end of the series, was by trade a 
painter before his “conversion.” He repainted the inside of the 
church, relieving the monotony of the white walls with bright 
colors. He became rather well known in Mansfield for his eloquent 
sermons. The secret of this man’s eloquence, which I came upon 
by chance, I never betrayed, perhaps because I liked to hear him 
talk. The tale may now be told. My mother once received as a 
gift a cheap edition of sermons by the famous preacher, Thomas 
De Witt Talmage, which I read through immediately. This min- 
ister derived his texts, his ideas, and his eloquent speech all from 
Talmage. Though he never divulged the source of his sermons, he 
was likely not aware of any wrongdoing. Both Addison and 
Franklin, you know, advised country parsons to repeat sermons 
of the great masters rather than attempt “laborious compositions 
of their own.” It was a pleasure for me to listen all summer to 
sermons cribbed from a master of emotional eloquence, read in 
a clear voice by a local minister. From them I learned something 
about what was going on in the wide world. 

The minister just before this one brought with him besides 
his wife two sons and two daughters. How, one may wonder, was 
he able to support this large family and keep a horse and car- 
riage with two seats on a salary of $500 a year ! This he accom- 
plished with the aid of some, though not many, gifts. It was a 
cultivated family which had a good influence on the community. 
The weakness of the preacher was that he relied too heavily on 
the promise, “Open thy mouth wide and I will fill it.” So after 
reading his text it w r as his custom to open wide and twist a very 
large mouth and wait for the words to come. When the words be- 
gan to flow, it was essentially the same stream which had flowed 
for an hour on the previous Sunday from a different text. On 
the other hand, another minister often cut his sermons short be- 
cause he had canker in his “thrut.” On the whole, the minister 
whom boys and girls liked best was a well-educated man who, 
after serving in larger parishes, was assigned, as he desired, to 
Gurleyville because of approaching old age. Once a month he 
visited the village school on Friday afternoon for an hour or 
more by request of the teacher, pleasantly advising us about our 
studies and making their purport clear to us as no one else could 
do so well. He used also to come into the store on afternoons when 
I was alone, for more intimate conversations, never on religion 
or conduct, always on books, reading, and general knowledge. It 
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may be that he was turning my mind towards a college education. 

Before him, in the series, were two evangelical ministers who 
set the community on fire. The first of them had been a “horse 
jockey,” who had made a precarious living by dealing in horses 
until his “conversion” by “Elder Swan,” about whom he had 
much to say. After that he took up the ministry as his vocation. 
He was a tall man, over six feet in height, of pale face and scat- 
tered reddish hair, who, I can now see, was the wor-se for wear 
in a dissipated world. Emotionally he was a wreck. He almost 
always wept at some point in his sermons so that tears would run 
down his cheeks. Why I could never guess. Eor three winters he 
conducted “revivals” with the assistance of a professional re- 
vivalist who had a fine baritone voice for solos like “Ninety and 
Nine.” He kept a close watch on his converts lest they should 
backslide during the summer and so have to be reconverted the 
next winter. As a rule, he often repeated, the slide backward be- 
gins when a convert returns to the sin he last gave up, such, for 
example, as smoking cigars or playing cards. Just before he left 
for another parish, the devil getting the better of him, he made 
so sharp a horse trade with one of his parishioners as to make one 
gasp at his cleverness. This trade delighted us boys as the man 
who was laid low was a “tightwad” who in prayer meetings sang 
with great gusto, “I’m glad salvation’s free.” 

The second of these evangelicals was a big, brusque, dark, and 
heavy man, with a frontpiece so large that he could not bend over 
far enough to lace a shoe. He evaded this difficulty by wearing 
shoes with elastic bands at the sides. Sometimes, when his shoes 
were in dire need of a shine, he walked over to the store and asked 
me to help him out. Eor about a year I was his occasional boot- 
black. He never dropped me a nickel. He did not go in much 
for converting miscellaneous sinners for the reason that such an 
effort, he said, would be useless before the church members had 
undergone a second religious experience which would keep them 
free of any temptation to sin and thus assure them of “full sal- 
vation.” So he put in his time “whipping” his congregation, as it 
was called, out of every sinful desire. The king, queen, and jack 
on playing cards he denounced as “painted demons” and the rest 
of the pack as “hellspots.” A cigar he picturesquely called “the 
tip end of the devil’s tail,” meaning thereby that if you just touch 
the tail of the devil for a smoke, he will eventually get full con- 
trol over you and stamp you to death under his cloven hoofs. 

His hardest punches he gave his congregation the Sunday after 
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nearly everybody in the village — men, women, and children, my- 
self among them — went to Barnum’s Circus in Willimantic, eight 
miles down the road. He took as his text a sentence from the Old 
Testament, probably from the Book of Judges: “They went a 
whoring after other gods.” At any rate it was something like 
this. You say, he shouted in substance, that you went to the cir- 
cus so the children might see the animals. You know that you 
didn’t go there for the animals. You went there to hear clowns 
sing. You went there to see girls in tights, almost naked, jump 
through hoops, and so on. After each blow he repeated twice 
over, pounding the pulpit, the first part of his text: “You went 
a whoring.” Then he enlarged his illustrations by accusing mer- 
chants of giving short weights and short measures, three quarts 
for a gallon, twelve or fourteen ounces for a pound, three pecks 
for a bushel, etc. When you do any of these things, “you go a 
whoring, you go a whoring.” But for the intervention of the pre- 
siding elder, that ranting minister would have been driven out 
of town. For us boys it was as good a show as the circus. 

I had, it is evident, no particular reverence for the clergy. 
Their behavior I observed in the same objective manner as I ob- 
served the behavior of lawyers, doctors, schoolteachers, farmers, 
millowners, and workmen. They were all one to me. I had a great 
curiosity about the ways of men and women. I did not get far 
behind the show of things into the real character of anyone. It 
may have seemed strange to my generation that I had no un- 
derstanding whatever of the significance of so-called “religious 
experience.” More than once has the memory of those early years 
come back to me as I have read about the conversion of great 
Christian philosophers and teachers : about Saint Paul on the 
Damascus road, when there “shined round about him a light from 
heaven”; about the strange voice Saint Augustine heard in a 
garden twice commanding him to open the Bible and read ( tolle 
lege, tolle lege) the first verse that should meet his eyes; and 
about John Wesley, who on hearing one in a company of friends 
read Luther’s preface to the Epistle to the Romans, felt his 
“heart strangely warmed” and received the assurance that he 
was saved “from the law of sin and death.” When I read these 
great scenes in religious history and am thrilled by them I won- 
der whether those men and women with whom I associated in boy- 
hood and early youth were not after all made better by their emo- 
tional religious experiences, even if many of them rapidly slid 
backward into their old ways. 
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Though my brother’s store was the center of my life for five 
or six years, it should not be inferred that I was steadily em- 
ployed as a clerk for more than short periods, even during long 
summer vacations. As a rule, my brother had a more regular 
clerk. I was in and out much as I pleased, receiving for my serv- 
ices $2 a week. In no appreciable way did the store interfere 
with the pastimes of childhood and youth. I decided when I had 
I’eached the age of twelve that I might well try a little business 
on my own account. At that time a local farmer used to expatiate 
as he sat by the big stove in the store on the profit he was making 
by hatching out chickens in a warm place such as a kitchen early 
in March and selling them as broilers in June or July. This phase 
of the chicken business, of course, would have been impossible in 
my case. But it occurred to me that I could make a little money 
by dealing with hens primarily for the eggs they might lay. 
Neither father nor mother had any objection to my making the 
trial by using for the purpose some $£5 which I had saved from 
picking and selling huckleberries the summer before. They were 
surprised that I had so much ready cash, as I had kept it safely 
locked from their sight in a tin box on a shelf in my bedroom. 
All went well. As soon as spring arrived I erected against a ledge, 
with the assistance of several other boys, a rough henhouse out 
of slabs from the sawmill with a large window in front which I 
discovered somewhere. To me the building was a thing of beauty. 

To start the business, I bought seventeen hens of mixed breed 
and a chanticleer as their companion and protector, paying 60<ji 
apiece for them. My profit over all for the first year fell but little 
short of $40. The next year I increased my stock and employed 
a carpenter to build for me a model henhouse, painted all over in 
white. So well I prospered that I began to see happy visions. 
Already I had subscribed to the two leading American poultry 
journals and had bought a little book “giving a complete de- 
scription of all the recognized varieties of fowls,” and that I 
might see with my own eyes some of the rare varieties therein 
described I visited several poultry yards in eastern Connecticut 
and attended a big poultry show in Hartford. By this time my 
own barnyard fowls were for me a sorry-looking lot. I asked my- 
self : Why shouldn’t I as well as others become a “poultry fan- 
cier,” breeding only very rare or exotic varieties, selling eggs 
for hatching purposes, not at SQf, a dozen but at $3 a dozen ; 
hens and roosters not at 604 apiece but at $5 or more apiece. 
This was the vision. 

To make so important a transition from mongrel to full- 
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blooded stock required large additions to the henhouse with pro- 
vision for separate pens and runs for different breeds, and a 
preliminary outlay of $125 for fancy fowls and eggs for hatch- 
ing my own chickens. This necessary expenditure was underwrit- 
ten by my mother. Though I experimented with a dozen different 
varieties, I soon reduced the number to three or four of the 
rarest, for which there was a good demand among poultry fan- 
ciers. These very rare birds I advertised in poultry journals and 
built up a trade, as extant correspondence shows, extending as 
far south as Richmond, Virginia, and as far west as Fort Wayne, 
Indiana. No one who dealt with me from such distances had any 
notion that he was corresponding with a boy of fourteen or fif- 
teen years. I advertised myself as “W. L. Cross, Proprietor of 
the Gurleyville Poultry Yards.” One of my correspondents usu- 
ally put “Esq.” after my name on envelopes, perhaps because of 
the dignity displayed in my letters to him. Involved in the joy I 
felt when so addressed was likely the jest of playing myself up 
as a full-grown man. 

Certainly it was all a jest to those who watched me in the busi- 
ness. In killing ordinary fowls for the market I adopted a new 
technique. The traditional way was to hold them by their legs 
on a block and chop their heads off with an axe, letting the head- 
less animals run and flop about until they bled to death. Instead 
of doing this, I used to string a row of them by their legs on a 
stout wire between two posts and, walking along the line with a 
sharp knife, take off a head at each step. “Gawd,” drawled an 
old farmer as he saw one head after another go in quick succes- 
sion, “Gawd, look at that.” 

A few times I tried my skill as a surgeon on a valuable cock 
or hen which had developed some disturbance of the digestive 
process whereby grain stuck in the crop, never getting any 
further. These “crop-bound birds,” as they were called, always 
died if left to themselves. I wondered whether they could not be 
saved by a surgical operation. As boys and men stood round, I 
occasionally opened a swollen crop with a very sharp knife, 
thoroughly cleaned it out, and then sewed it up with fine silk. 
The victim, though temporarily relieved, always died in the 
course of a week. This, however, did not matter much. I had per- 
formed my great showpiece as a poultry fancier. That was what 
counted. 


While I was picking up here and there a few grains of amus- 
ing human knowledge in a byplay with cocks and hens, I made 
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in 1876 a decision, all my own, which was ultimately to determine 
my career. That year was observed everywhere as the Centenary 
of the Declaration of Independence. I had attended town and 
county celebrations. But my heart was set on a trip to the Cen- 
tennial Exposition in Philadelphia, the wonders of which were 
being told by returning visitors. My father promised to take me 
with him in September. It was to be a three weeks’ visit with 
cousins living near Philadelphia whom I had never seen. But on 
an evening late in August, my father remarked, as the family 
were at supper, that next month a young lady was going to open 
a private school in a long-unoccupied school building in a place 
we now call Storrs, a mile and a half up the hill. My father and 
mother agreed that they would like to have me and my sister 
Agnes attend the school through the pleasant autumn months, 
but that it could hardly be arranged this year as I was to be 
away in Philadelphia, and my sister, only twelve years old, was 
too young to walk three miles a day unless her brother were 
with her. The talk, I now surmise, was adroitly drifting along 
in this manner so as to give me a chance to speak up, as they 
knew I would speak up before the meal was over. Without hesita- 
tion I chose the school as against the Corliss engine and all the 
other mechanical marvels of the great exposition. This was, in 
Dante’s phrase, the Great Decision of my boyhood. 

Whitney Hall, where the school was to be conducted, was for 
me a large, mysterious building, haunted by a strange story 
which I had heard many times over. It appears that just after 
the Civil War a young man named Edwin Whitney, a graduate 
of the New Britain State Normal School, opened a private school 
in a large rambling house south of the Congregational Church 
of North Mansfield. In this undertaking he was assisted by 
Charles Storrs. The school started out well with some thirty boys 
and girls, among whom was my sister Adelaide. Not long after, 
however, the school was converted into an Orphans’ Home, partly 
under the supervision of the State, for the benefit of orphans of 
veterans of the Civil War. Unfortunately, Mr. Whitney admitted 
under pressure an incorrigible boy, who set fire to the farm- 
house, which was burned to the ground. 

The story of this bad boy is among my earliest recollections. 
It was first told me in all its details by Mrs. Eunice Anderson, 
a sister, as I have said elsewhere, of Charles Storrs, or by her 
husband, Dwight Anderson. For several years afterwards I never 
saw either Mr. or Mrs. Anderson without asking that the story 
be repeated. Sometimes I would ask each of them to tell it, one 
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after the other, as their versions differed in some respects. Be- 
fore either of them began the story I had to describe at some 
length what an orphan is and undergo a half-serious qui z on my 
own behavior towards my father and mother. The bad boy, who 
had no father or mother, they said, was always in rebellion: he 
would obey none of the rules of the institution, he would not 
work, he would not study his lessons, he found fault with the 
best food that could be provided, he would tear up his warm bed 
and throw sheets and blankets out the window. One day towards 
evening he stole a card of parlor matches and lighted a pile of 
shavings in a woodhouse attached to the main building and every- 
thing went up in a blaze. That night all the children except him 
were gladly taken in by the neighbors. No one wanted the bad 
boy. Finally the kindhearted Mrs. Anderson said that he might 
stay at her house for one night. That evening he refused to eat 
a nice supper which she prepared for him. At eight o’clock she 
tried to persuade him to go to bed. He said he wouldn’t go to bed 
and sulked in his chair. At nine o’clock she tried to have him go 
to bed again with the same result. A little later she asked him 
if he wouldn’t like a bowl of bread and milk and he “reckoned” 
that he would. When it was brought to him as he sat by the table, 
he just tasted of it, made up a face at it, and then poured it all 
down the chimney of a lighted kerosene lamp. In the darkness 
bread and milk flowed all over the table and all over the floor, 
which Mr. Anderson would say his wife always kept as bright 
and clean as a mirror, in which you could see your face. This 
was the climax of a perfectly told story. “Wasn’t he a bad boy?” 
I was always asked. “Yes, he was an awfully bad boy,” I was 
trained to reply. 

When on a September morning in 1876 I walked for the first 
time into the schoolroom of Whitney Hall, built on the site of 
the old farmhouse, I saw not the bad boy but a young woman 
who, I thought, must be the most beautiful woman in the world. 
She had a plain name, Sarah Ann Smith, but that did not occur 
to me. She had just graduated from Lasell Seminary. 0 dea certe. 

Mis s Smith greeted us with a short address in a voice that 
sounded like the song of a bird. Then she proceeded to take each 
one of us in hand for a brief oral examination. Before the day 
was over we were all assigned to classes in such studies as she 
deemed most appropriate. There was nothing in this schoolroom 
that resembled a village district school. There was no turning 
backward to review studies which Ave had several times gone over. 
The look Avas fonvard to new fields. Apparently taking it for 
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granted that I would some day go to college, she told me that I 
should begin Latin and algebra at once. There will be also, she 
added, lessons in spelling, practice in English composition, and 
in reading aloud prose and verse. All her advice I accepted with 
glee. When my father returned from the Centennial Exposition 
I told him what studies I had selected without being able to con- 
sult with him, and he seemed pleased. Evenings he quizzed me 
on the work of the day, and he was so much interested in algebra 
that he took it up himself. 

As algebra and Latin were entirely new subjects, the class 
moved on slowly, but we moved nevertheless. Towards the close 
of the term we were reading Aesop’s Fables in Latin. Never be- 
fore had I written a composition. Now I was encouraged to write 
a brief one every other day during the first month, and later 
once a week on topics agreed upon by Miss Smith and myself. 
Some of these crude little pieces I preserved, usually because of 
the teacher’s written comment on them. Everybody was then talk- 
ing about the Indians, for General Custer and all his men had 
been killed during the summer in a campaign againsL the Sioux. 
One of my two compositions on the Indians was marked “good.” 
On one entitled “Hard Times” Miss Smith wrote in pencil: “I 
like this particularly well as it sounds original and very sensible.” 
At her suggestion, I wrote a composition, now lost, on my choice 
of a career, if I could have my own way. I took as my title: “A 
Writer,” meaning an author of books and essays. She com- 
mended my ambition as “laudable,” but said no more. 

Miss Smith, who had a well-trained voice, often recited for us 
the most musical of poems such as Poe’s “The Bells” and “The 
Raven” in the hope, I daresay, that we would catch the rhythms. 
So impressive to me was the grave rhythm of Bryant’s “Thana- 
topsis,” as she rendered it, that I learned the poem by heart. But 
when I recited it to her in private, she shook her head and made 
a true remark, that I did not grasp the meaning of the poem. So 
she advised me to take for my next declamation something much 
simpler which had a boy in it, like a sentimental poem attributed 
to Walter Colton, a Yale man, beginning “Old Ironsides at 
anchor lay,” in which “little Hal, the captain’s son” is the hero. 
So well I learned this poem that it has never left my memory. 

One morning late in the term there appeared in the schoolroom 
with Miss Smith a smartly dressed young man who wore gold- 
rimmed eyeglasses fastened with a silk cord to a buttonhole of 
his vest. Young as I was I knew what that meant. On a day in 
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“chill November,” a teacher whom we all loved and admired bade 
us good-by. 

A few days later my father died. The last time I saw him in 
life was early on a bright frosty morning, November 16, 1876. 
We met in a path in the “mowing” behind the house. He was re- 
turning from the barn for breakfast, and I was on the way out 
to look after my fancy poultry. We stopped and said “Good 
morning.” He remarked that he was going down to the gristmill 
after breakfast to help out the miller for the day, but that in 
the evening we could talk over a plan he had in mind for con- 
tinuing my studies now that Miss Smith was giving’ up her school. 
What that plan was I never knew. For about noon a messenger 
from the gristmill came running into the house to announce that 
my father was dying. Within five minutes I was at the mill. My 
father had fallen unconscious as he was carrying a small bag of 
meal in his arms through the door to throw it into a wagon. 
Within a few minutes after my arrival he died as I stood with 
others by him. It was written of my father: “No pleasanter 
spoken man resided within the town ... his friends were many ; 
and the universal saying was a good and honest man was gone.” 
To me for the moment it seemed as if the light which was to 
guide me onward had gone out, leaving me in darkness. 

It so happened that the village school for that winter, 1876-77, 
was to have as its teacher a cousin of my father’s, the William 
Williams of that time, who in his youth had acquired some 
knowledge of algebra and Latin. He carried me on a little further 
in these subjects until September when I entered the Natchaug’ 
High School of Willimantic with the definite aim of preparing 
for college. This was a good arrangement, for my brother George 
had sold out his store in Gurleyville and moved to Willimantic, 
and taken up a new business there. I was to board in his family 
for the five school days of the week. As it turned out, I usually 
walked the long eight miles to Willimantic early on Monday 
mornings, whatever the weather might be, and picked up a ride 
home on Friday afternoons. For more than a year I also kept 
the chicken business going at full speed, and then gradually dis- 
posed of my fine stock to other poultrymen. Thus ended an in- 
teresting business experiment. I was now free to give all my time 
to my studies, without any entangling outside alliances. 

The Natchaug High School was not an independent institu- 
tion. It was no more than an extension of a graded district school 
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above primary and intermediate departments. Over all was one 
Principal, who, however, had the whole district school so well 
organized that he could give a large part of his time to the high 
school, which he conducted with the aid of one or two assistants, 
who were very well qualified young women of college training. 
There was an enrollment in the high school of about a hundred 
students of whom some eight or ten took the college preparatory 
course, although not all of them intended to go to college. For 
this group the main studies were Latin, Greek, and mathematics, 
in which all the instruction was given by the Principal, John B. 
Welch, a graduate of Wesleyan University, who had been a Pro- 
fessor of the Classics at the Episcopal Academy of Connecticut 
at Cheshire, near New Haven. Mr. Welch was one of the best 
teachers I have ever seen in action. He knew well the subjects 
he taught; and he knew equally well how to keep his students 
steadily at work. And yet he was not a drillmaster. Rather, he 
assisted his students in laying good foundations in mathematics 
and the classics. I cannot overestimate the debt I owe to his in- 
spiring guidance. 

Mr. Welch was also so much interested in science that -he put 
the whole school through a descriptive course in physics and 
chemistry with some opportunity for experimental work. Inci- 
dentally, he made arrangements for us to gaze at the first electric 
arc lamps installed in the town; to converse through the tele- 
phone ; and to talk into a phonograph which squeaked back our 
voices. Everything about these new inventions was explained to 
us. One of his assistants took us all in physical geography and 
in physiology, saying little or nothing, however, about the kid- 
neys, for in the Victorian era it was indelicate to mention in the 
presence of boys and girls glands which excrete urine. A short 
course in ancient history was provided for students in the col- 
lege preparatory group; and there was a year in French as an 
elective course, which I was able to work into my curriculum. 
English began with a drill in grammar and proceeded to elemen- 
tary rhetoric, which Mr. Welch supplemented with a brief his- 
tory of the English language. In looking into such notebooks as 
I have kept, I see, to my surprise, that I made for him a little 
study of Chaucer so that I could read the poet’s verse accurately. 
The many extant compositions which I wrote, several of consid- 
erable length, show no knowledge of paragraphing either on my 
part or on the part of the instructor who read them. A declama- 
tion once a term was required of each student, and a contest for 
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prizes in declamation always formed a part of the exercises at 
Commencement. 

By a happy chance I heard, probably in 1878, an address on 
temperance by Wendell Phillips, when he was in Willimantic on 
one of his lecture tours. While condemning overindulgence in 
alcoholic liquors, Phillips took a lenient attitude towards “the 
moderate drinker” on the ground that most people feel the need 
of some sort of stimulant in order to make their way through a 
hard and difficult world. For me it was a mei’ry thesis. And I 
watched closely his manner of speech, which was quite unlike the 
noisy oratory to which my ear had been accustomed. He spoke, 
with few gestures, in a clear persuasive voice, bringing home the 
points he wished to make, often with cutting irony. To listen to 
Wendell Phillips once was better training in oratory than any 
school could give. 

At Commencement in June, 1878, I entered the annual dec- 
lamation contest and received honorable mention. The next year 
I won the first prize. The prize, which was a copy of Hudson’s 
Shakespeare : His Life, Art, and Characters, in two volumes, led 
me to wider reading on my own initiative of books outside the 
school curriculum. The next year I read, with Hudson as a guide, 
ten plays of Shakespeare, and during the same period a number 
of novels, among which were Ivanhoe, David Copperfield, Adam 
Bede, and Middlemarch. My prime interest was still in words and 
phrases and in wise and witty sayings, as is shown by the list I 
made of Hudson’s literary expressions, which I had never seen 
before, and by my copying in a notebook such short passages 
from Shakespeare as made a special appeal to me. As yet I had 
no conception of the structui’e of a play or a novel as a whole. 
But my mind was being drawn towards the way in which char- 
acters were introduced and developed, particularly in fiction. Of 
the novels, Middlemarch was then my favorite ; it may be because 
I saw certain resemblances between some of the inhabitants of an 
English midland town and the men and women whom I knew in 
Mansfield and elsewhere. And I learned from one of the charac- 
ters in the novel a convenient answer whenever I am asked for 
my views on a subject I know nothing about. “Much may be said 
on both sides of the question,” I remark gravely. 

At first I had difficulty in adjusting myself to the ways of 
Natchaug. I did not -feel at home there. The main reason why is 
now evident to me. Since the death of my father I had been on 
the verge of a nervous breakdown, if indeed I had not gone over 
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the precipice. Doctors said that I was “in a decline.” I read all 
the patent medicine advertisements in the newspapers and im- 
agined that I had every disease they described. I attended now 
and then in Willimantic a spiritualistic seance, open to the pub- 
lic, in which departed spirits tried to converse through profes- 
sional mediums with their friends in the audience. I certainly was 
in a bad way. Though I did not die, as I feared would soon 
happen, the general average in my studies for the first term in 
old Natchaug was only 49 on a scale of 100. The report handed 
to me showed that I had passed in nothing but deportment and 
declamation. Very likely Mr. Welch privately told me to brace 
up or quit. I did not quit. I braced up, coming out in the second 
term with an average rating of 80 in all my studies. After that 
I attended public seances merely for relaxation and entertain- 
ment. 

Once in control of myself, I went on improving still further 
in my scholastic record until I hit in my Senior year a general 
average of 99. This meant that I would be the valedictorian of 
my class. I chose as the subject of my Commencement Oration 
in June, 1880, “The Influence of Poetry,” in which, among other 
things, I developed the commonplace distinction between science 
and poetry — that the one addresses the intellect and the other 
addresses the emotions. Perhaps it all sounded better than it 
really was. 

Three members of the class were destined for Yale. No one of 
us, however, was yet fully prepared in Latin and Greek. I was 
short by nearly a year’s work. It was arranged that Principal 
Welch would take two or three of us during the fall and spring 
terms on mornings at eight o’clock, an hour before the school 
opened, in the Homer and Vergil requirements which we had not 
yet completely covered, and that if we stayed out during the 
winter term we must read by ourselves three more of Cicero’s 
orations which were necessary to qualify for Yale. This plan 
suited me perfectly, for, though but in my nineteenth year, I 
had been assured of my appointment as teacher in the Gurlcy- 
ville district school for the winter term on a salary of $6 a week. 
It was for me a happy year, as I was with my mother and sister 
over week ends in the autumn and spring and with them all the 
time during the winter. 

Those three orations of Cicero I read with equal pleasure and 
profit, sitting on cold winter evenings by a wood fire and a sput- 
tering kerosene lamp and facing my grandfather’s clock. Cicero 
I had known only as a master of vituperation such as we have 
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him in the orations against Catiline, “the arch conspirator,” 
though he was not so terrible as Cicero claimed him to be. Now 
I was to make the acquaintance of another Cicero, the orator of 
superb eloquence, who in the Roman Senate thanked Caesar for 
recalling Marcellus from exile, and in the Forum extolled the 
character and military achievements of Pompey. It seemed mar- 
velous to me that language could reach these heights in compli- 
ment and praise. But the oration which took full possession of 
me was Cicero’s glorious tribute to Archias, the Greek poet, who 
had been one of his instructors in youth. Herein Cicero reveals 
his own habits of study through days when others feasted and 
through nights when others slept, and lets his mind roam over 
a wide realm of knowledge with comment and conclusions which 
as a boy I marked on the margins as “True.” Cicero then taught 
me what literature and philosophy may mean in the life of man. 

The old red schoolhouse had been torn down, and a new and 
larger one, painted white, had been built on land then owned 
by my mother. There I was having my first experience in teach- 
ing boys and girls of all ages, some of whom were but a year or 
two younger than myself. The minds of backward children I 
sought to stimulate by awakening in them new interests, and 
good minds I endeavored to keep going at full capacity. As a 
result, there rarely arose any question of discipline at a time 
when corporal punishment was not yet outmoded. Naturally I 
was very much pleased when I read in the next annual report of 
the School Visitors that “Mr. Cross showed marked capabilities 
as a teacher.” 

Thus ended the career of my childhood and early youth. I 
say career, for it was a career. I went from one thing to another 
as if I enjoyed perfect freedom. That, of course, was an illu- 
sion. My parents, it is now evident, watched over me, rarely 
prohibiting me from doing this or that, but guiding me, some- 
times, I daresay, with amusement. The word “shan’t,” however 
much it might be used in other families, was never heard in ours. 
I remember once, when I was seven or eight years old, going into 
a house some distance away, where a girl, twice my age, had a 
piano. She started to play a tune for me, whereupon her father, 
who was in the yard, came rushing in, exclaiming in an angry 
voice: “You shan’t play that piano any more today.” With this 
command he closed the piano and sat upon the lid while his 
daughter protested and in tears left the room. Frightened by 
this man who with his big bushy whiskers looked like a picture 
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of Bluebeard or a pirate, I jumped up and ran out into tire road 
and raced off home. Many times I passed that house afterwards, 
but I never again stopped to go in. In tone and temper this house- 
hold was the extreme reverse of my own home. 

To my mother, as well as to my father, I was attached by deep 
affection. In her girlhood scarlet fever impaired her hearing ; and 
by middle life she became so deaf that others in talk with her 
raised their voices to a shout. Observing one day that a loud 
voice, which she could not hear, acutely distressed her, I discov- 
ered on a chance trial that if I spoke slowly to her eyes she could 
read my lips. After this discovery we were able to carry on quiet 
conversations interrupted only by laughter. The whole or a part 
of every summer I passed with her thereafter until she was over- 
taken by a mental illness just preceding her death in 1898, in 
the seventy-first year of her age. I sat by her till the end. 

On the death of my mother, the Gurley homestead of my grand- 
father passed to my sister Agnes and her husband George Dim- 
ock, who lived there until their death in 1934. On my visits with 
them long hours were spent in talk of old times. George had been 
one of the gayest young men in the House of Commons in its 
last days, brilliant in repartee. As he had the reputation of being 
the strongest man in the community, the crowd was struck speech- 
less when he once shook his fists in the face of the village squire. 
We tramped woods, pastures, fields, and lanes over the hills, stop- 
ping to look at old cellar holes where lilacs bloomed in the spring. 
Sometimes in October afternoons George would throw a gun over 
his shoulder, occasionally shooting a partridge to show me that 
he was still a good shot at the age of seventy. As we sat by my 
grandfather’s window, looking over the offset down on the vil- 
lage, one or the other of us would point out where the tin pedlar 
used to stop on his rounds or where an itinerant photographer 
every summer drew up his wheeled gallery and stayed on until 
he had taken tintypes of everybody around at 25$ apiece. 

A visit with George and Agnes often ended with a walk to the 
churchyard by the river, where, as we passed from one headstone 
to another, I would ask questions about the later life of an old 
acquaintance. Coming one day to the grave of “young Toot,” 
the son of “Toot” the horse trader, I remarked that I always 
supposed he would never die. “Well, he has lain there for eight 
years, you see,” was the reply. I said : “I remember that he mar- 
ried when hardly eighteen years old and became the father of 
three children by the time he reached twenty-one and that his 
wife ran away with a blacksmith the next year.” “You have got 
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a damn good memory.” “Wliat did he die of?” “He hanged him- 
self.” “Why did he do that?” “You know, young Toot married 
again and became the father of several more children. His oldest 
daughter, about eighteen, had a feller that young Toot didn’t 
like, and he told his daughter that if that feller ever came to 
the house again he would shoot him. She laughed in his face. The 
feller came again one night and young Toot, sneaking under the 
window, saw them sitting together in the parlor. He went and got 
his shotgun and fired at the guy’s head through the window, and 
then, getting sheared, he ran off and strung himself up under a 
railroad bridge. But the damn fool didn’t hit the guy. And they 
were married.” “Where does Toot’s wife live now?” I asked. 
“Oh, she don’t live anywhere. She got discouraged a while ago, 
and turned the gas on.” “But I don’t see her grave here.” “No, 
she left word that she didn’t want to be buried by the side of 
Toot.” 

By that time the old life under which we grew up was but a 
reminiscence. It had slowly and almost imperceptibly faded into 
nothing under influences mainly economic. Those four silk mills 
proved to be only the first phase in the development of a great 
industry which required large capital, abundant water power, 
and the transportation facilities of railroads near at hand, not 
several miles away. And yet, in spite of every disadvantage, silk 
manufacture lingered on with diminishing output in the Gurley- 
ville district until near the close of the last century. Then came 
the collapse. Of the four silk mills two were burned to the ground ; 
one was converted into a button factory; and one still stands 
empty with all its machinery as a silent monument to past and 
unrecoverable years. 

Along with the silk mills the three stores began their down- 
ward course. As I have related, my brother closed out his stock 
of groceries and dry goods as early as 1876 because he could no 
longer make both ends meet. In the next decade the oldest store 
of all somehow caught fire on a dark night and went up in a blaze 
while the proprietor and his neighbors stood by watching the 
flames, none daring to come very near because a keg of powder 
in the building, it was said, might blow up any minute. The 
third store, in front of which were made those famous horse trades 
for the entertainment of the village, lived on precariously for 
business with the farmers well down into the present century. 
That building, as the ell of a dwelling house, still facing the high- 
way with its wide doors, has apparently closed up forever. Its 
death knell was struck by the automobile, for every farmer now 
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has his car ; and if he wants anything badly he can drive to Willi- 
mantic in twenty minutes over a road which took me two hours 
and a half to walk, even if I ran some of the way. 

Long before the demise of the third store the House of Com- 
mons went, with its brisk debates, shrewd lemarks, and lies so 
cleverly told as to look like true tales. The members dwindled 
to three or four graybeards and then all disappeared from the 
earth, leaving at last only their memory in the mind of a boy who 
sat in and listened. As that boy, I recall a clash between two 
well-known men of the time in one of the last sessions I attended. 
It was a debate between a deacon of a Congregational Church and 
a militant Baptist on infant baptism. The Baptist kept repeat- 
ing that the command of the Master was “believe and be bap- 
tized,” not “be baptized and afterwards believe.” When the de- 
bate began to wax hot another man, from up the hill, broke in, 
“There ain’t nothing,” he suddenly fired at them, “in what you 
are talking about. If you are going to say anything, you have 
got to begin somewhere and end somewhere. The man, whoever 
he was, who said that you should ‘believe and be baptized’ meant 
that you should do both. It don’t make a damn bit of difference 
which you do fust.” Another man, who sided with the deacon, re- 
marked that Jesus was baptized before he had a chance to believe 
in anything. The retort of the Baptist was, “That may be so, 
but he was not sprinkled by a Congregational minister ; he was 
immersed by John the Baptist in the River Jordan.” Here the 
debate ended in laughter. 

With the passing of the graybeards, who with few exceptions, 
I hope, have long since taken up their everlasting rest somewhere 
in Paradise, the old social order came to its end. For three gen- 
erations Gurleyville and its environs had been a homogeneous 
society. All the families were Yankees of English and Scottish 
descent, and most of them were closely interrelated, the Dunhams 
and the Gurleys predominating. All jflong young men of these 
large families had been migrating to other parts of Connecticut 
and across the borders and at last as far westward as the fron- 
tiers receded. Like their fathers they became pioneers in a new 
land. But enough of the young men remained at home to carry 
on the farms and to keep the silk mills going. They lived com- 
fortably on the land and usually made sufficient provision for old 
age, If they did not live too long, they left small estates running 
from $3,000 to $6,000 to be divided among their children. Any- 
thing above that was rare. When the estate of a man who had 
been in the silk business was appraised after his death at $20,000, 
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the company who gathered at the village store were dumfounded. 
The method by which he made so large a fortune was discussed 
on a night when I sat there on a nail keg. A small farmer who 
owned a few acres of land and a horse and buggy remarked, 
“Give me $10,000, and I wouldn’t give a goddam for nobody.” 

This idea of competence or wealth, however, was on the wane. 
The time was at hand when nearly all young men like myself in 
the Gurleyville community sought pastures new and rarely came 
back. A contributory cause was a gradual decline in the silk in- 
dustry, which had been a large factor in the prosperity of the 
farmers. As soon as the old folks at home died, the Yankee fam- 
ilies met their doom. At first their farmsteads were acquired here 
and there by Irish and German immigrants; and then in the 
’eighties and ’nineties of the last century came an invasion of 
Russian Jews who took up much of the land, not usually for 
mixed farming, but for the chicken industry. In turn they and 
their children have largely disappeared, like the Yankees before 
them, by death and migration to the cities. Though a few still 
remain on, they have been supplanted for the most part by other 
people. A Polish family now cultivates the soil on the old farm 
of my grandfather Eleazer Cross. A family of German descent 
now lives in the house of the Justice of the Peace where fines 
were imposed for assault and battery when a coward squealed who 
had been licked. A Bohemian manufactures buttons in the old silk 
mill down by the river. And another Bohemian runs the grist- 
and sawmill once owned by my father, where I worked and 
played as a boy. The schoolhouse, built in my youth, though still 
standing, has been abandoned. The village store has been partly 
converted into a woodshed. Some years ago the little church on 
a rocky knoll closed its doors never to be opened for worshipers 
again. Its roof and steeple beaten in by wind and rain, it is up 
for sale as old and half-decayed lumber. The house, however, 
which was built by my grandfather, Lucius Gurley, on land pur- 
chased by his father, Ephraim, 160 years ago has always re- 
mained in the family, and is now owned and occupied by Leon 
Dimock, a son of George and Agnes. Except for that house and 
land, still kept in prime condition, the home of my childhood and 
youth is now a lost village, the like of which can never exist again. 

But if as Wordsworth wrote, “the child is father to the man,” 
that lost village lives on in me, be it for better or for worse. There 
I learned, as I could not have learned in a city, the ways of man- 
kind as they were manifest in simple and naive acts and words ; 
there I gained a rudimentary knowledge of business, of legal 
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procedure, of local government, and of the art and wiles of poli- 
ticians, which has been of use to me in reading the minds and 
motives of men in my dealings with them. Of all the gifts I 
brought away from that Yankee ambient the chief was the gift 
of self-dependence, an imbedded conviction that in any undertak- 
ing a man must go on alone, if his associates fail him, to its com- 
pletion. This was a Yankee gift of which I was then unaware. 



Part II 




III. Yale College Sixty Years Ago 

W ITH these antecedents I entered Yale College in 
September, 1881. Late in the previous June I 
took my entrance examinations in New Haven 
with the friend of my boyhood, Frank Clifton 
Smith, whose father, the Gurley ville Justice of the Peace, had 
been my guardian since the death of my own father. As neither 
Frank nor I had ever been in New Haven, we arrived a day or 
two before the examinations so as to look over the university and 
get our bearings. 

In one of our walks across the Green we saw that something 
was going on in the historic Center Church. We stopped and en- 
tered, finding only standing room by the door in a crowded audi- 
ence. All eyes were turned towards the pulpit platform where 
stood a man speaking with a flow of words such as I had never 
heard before. Though he was not so incisive in his speech as was 
Wendell Phillips, he spoke with a persuasive eloquence. Within 
a few minutes his form and features became fixed in my mind 
with photographic detail. He was a tall man as straight and lean 
as a top rail on a Mansfield fence. He was immaculately dressed 
in black; and wore, instead of a collar, a stock like my grand- 
father Lucius Gurley’s. In appearance he resembled a country 
deacon dressed in his best Sunday clothes. On inquiry a by- 
stander told us that he was William M. Evarts, the great inter- 
national lawyer, who had been Secretary of State under Presi- 
dent Hayes, and that he was giving the Commencement Address 
to the faculty and graduating class of the Yale Law School. I 
was thrilled. 

When in my boyhood I used to frequent the local court my 
interest in the administration of the law extended far beyond 
that particular court. In 1875, for example, a sensational law- 
suit was brought against Henry Ward Beecher, the most famous 
preacher of that time. Evarts was one of the lawyers for the de- 
fense. The details of the long trial, so far as they were reported 
in newspapers, I read with avidity. Mr. Evarts’ cross examina- 
tions of the witnesses for the plaintiff seemed to me, a boy of 
thii'teen, to represent the most acute intelligence that God had 
ever vouchsafed to man. The intellectual idol of my boyhood, who 
was then but a name to me, I now saw as a man alive and in ac- 
tion. He was, too, a Yale man talking to Yale men. Aglow with 
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the eloquence of William M. Evarts who exalted, very likely far 
beyond desert, the character and achievements of Yale men, I 
felt more certain than ever that I had made no mistake in my 
resolve to join sometime that glorious company. 

The next morning I appeared in old Alumni Hall to take the 
Yale entrance examinations which were to last for three days. As 
we sat, a hundred and fifty or more of us, at little octagonal 
tables, strange faces from the portraits on the walls — they were 
great Yale men of old — kept looking down upon us, in one in- 
stance with a hand uplifted in warning, while a dozen tutors zig- 
zagged slowly among us to see to it that there was no cribbing. 
I went through translations from Latin and Greek easily, though 
I was unexpectedly confronted with a Latin passage which I 
had never seen and was also required to turn into Latin or Greek, 
I forget which, a brief sketch of Epaminondas, a Theban gen- 
eral and statesman, of whom I had never heard. I failed, however, 
to pass in algebra and plane geometry, though I had gone in 
these subjects considerably beyond the Yale requirements. The 
trouble was that I had looked into no book on either subject since 
I completed them in high school one or two years before. During 
the summer I found time to review both of them, to read several 
more plays of Shakespeare, and to work a month in the hay field 
at 20$ an hour. The last week in September, 1881, I was ad- 
mitted to Yale College as a full-fledged Freshman without any 
conditions whatever. I was happy beyond measure. 

College was for me a great adventure. Much is being said and 
written in these days on the difficulties many students have in 
making the transition from school to college. As for myself, I was 
aware of no difficulties. True, the college routine and environ- 
ment were new and strange to me. They were, however, but the 
background of an unknown adventure, the conditions of which 
must be met if I were to succeed. I questioned nothing. I took it 
for granted that God was in his heaven and that all was right 
with the college world. I mixed with my classmates, making a few 
qlose friends and becoming more or less acquainted with them 
all within three months. When I went home for Christmas and 
looked in on the village store, I was adjusted to a new life, though 
still mindful of the old. 

I entered upon my studies with the utmost zeal, trying to do 
as well in one as in another, on the theory, now abandoned in 
education, that a study which a student finds hard for him is as 
essential as the study he finds easy if his aim is the development 
of a well-balanced mind adequate to cope with a world where 
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things are hard as well as easy. After a probation period of six 
weeks, I was assigned to the highest ranking division of my class 
and I stayed there until scholarship divisions, at the end of two 
years, were no more. 

During those first two years we were all put through a fixed 
course of study in Latin, Greek, and mathematics, which was 
based upon equally fixed requirements in those subjects for en- 
trance to the Freshman class. The implied purpose was to cast 
our minds all in the same intellectual mould. In this endeavor pri- 
mary stress, I soon saw, was placed, to my delight, on the literary 
masterpieces of ancient Greece and Rome. Still, I was almost 
equally interested in pure and applied mathematics which brought 
us to the threshold of calculus. Euclid, which had been in the 
Freshman curriculum for generations, fascinated me, not because 
it added anything new to my knowledge of geometry, but be- 
cause of the art displayed by the old Greek mathematician in 
proving by a strict deductive method the truth of propositions 
which anyone might see were true at a glance. It was like travel- 
ing over a beautiful road to the foreseen end of one’s journey. 
Likewise, in a course hr analytical geometry with “Andy” Phil- 
lips, we played with the curves of algebraic equations which fell 
into strange and wonderful patterns, rivaling anything I have 
ever seen in the most fantastic designs of wallpaper. Though 
drawn in the first instance to higher mathematics by a kind of 
artistic sense, I maintained a secondary interest in mathematics 
as the foundation of science. The more difficult the problem, the 
more intense was my desire to attempt its solution. 

The rigid curriculum of Freshman and Sophomore years was 
pleasantly relieved by declamations in connection with gay lec- 
tures on elocution by Instructor Mark Bailey, and particularly 
by a course in rhetoric given by Professor Cyrus Northrop, soon 
to become President of the University of Minnesota. Northrop 
was an outstanding personality in appearance and character. His 
nickname was Gutsy, as he was beginning to grow too round for 
his height. He usually wore a low-cut waistcoat which gave ample 
room to display a stiff shirt front, in the center of which sparkled 
a diamond. He was the faculty’s best extemporaneous speaker by 
all odds, whether the subject were light or grave. His manner, 
his voice, and his whimsical smile were captivating. The course 
he conducted in rhetoric was a forum for the discussion not only 
of literature and style but of politics, morals, and religion. The 
two characters in English literature whom he liked most to talk 
about were Hamlet and Colonel Newcome — the one he regarded 
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as supreme in drama and the other as supreme in fiction. If we 
wanted to know whether Hamlet was mad or not, he advised us 
to go and see Booth tomorrow night. Thackeray he had actually 
seen with his own eyes, when President Woolsey brought the 
novelist Into the College Chapel on his first American tour. 
Northrop, then a Freshman sitting in a back row, thought that 
Thackeray, with bushy head and beard, looked as he strode on 
his long legs up the aisle like a Norse god who had come on a 
visit to Yale. 

In quizzing the class on the book in rhetoric which we were 
studying, Northrop adopted a modernized Socratic method ; that 
is, he set traps for us in which we were certain to be caught with 
a direct contradiction in statement or opinion unless we kept our 
minds alert. One day he sprung a cleverly contrived trap on a 
member of the class, leading him on to express two directly op- 
posite opinions on the same subject. Amid the stillness that fell 
upon the class Northrop called out my name and I rose to my 
feet, with my hands close to my sides, determined to go warily in 
an encounter with a Tartar. 

“Mr. Cross, what was Macaulay’s method of composition?” 
“According to the book, he wrote rapidly, paying little attention 
to details, and afterwards put everything into shape.” “Is that 
the correct way?” “It was Macaulay’s way.” “Yes; but is it the 
correct way? Is it your way?” “I have never written anything 
except a few high school compositions. I can’t write fast — with- 
out thinking. I have to think out in advance what I want to say 
and then try to say it.” 

All through the colloquy the class laughed and Northrop, be- 
ginning with a smile, laughed too. His final comment was : “There 
is no one way to write. Much may be said for the Macaulay way. 
Much may be said for the Cross way. It all depends upon the 
kind of mind one has. Certainly you should think out ahead of 
time what you intend to say.” The next year Northrop awarded 
me two prizes in English composition. 

By this time reverberations of a rather noisy controversy over 
the traditional college curriculum were sounding against the 
walls of Yale. It was, with some differences, a revival of the 
eighteenth-century dispute between the ancients and the moderns. 
President Eliot of Harvard was the leader of the moderns who, 
with few restrictions, would make all studies in the college cur- 
riculum elective, giving preference to none. President Porter of 
Yale, in so far as he entered the debate, was for maintaining the 
ironclad college curriculum in prime essentials. He was in par- 
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ticular a staunch supporter of the program of classical studies, 
such as we had at Yale, which the reformers would make elec- 
tive, partly on the ground that a classical education interfered 
with acquiring wider and more general knowledge necessary for 
success in a professional career. 

To this claim Lord Chief Justice Coleridge of England on a 
visit to Yale in October, 1883, took exception in a notable speech 
which lie gave in Battell Chapel while President Porter sat look- 
ing at him with a smile of delight. We all listened intently to 
Lord Coleridge’s defense of the classics. We liked his looks and 
his voice. But the general impression made by his speech upon 
the students was, I think, accurately stated by the class historian, 
who was to become a Congregational clergyman : “Somehow we 
believed in what he said, but were willing to let him read the 
classics as much as he pleased. We felt as though we had got 
enough.” 

As I have remarked, I accepted the college curriculum as it 
was, without wasting any time over whether it might be better 
or worse. It was my business to saw wood so long as there was 
any wood to saw, whether soft or hard. Now, after the lapse of 
years I can take a saner view of a classical education than when 
I was in the midst of acquiring it. I have no regrets for the five 
or six years I spent on Latin and Greek in school and college. I 
do not feel that the long time was wasted. Destined as I was to 
become a Professor of English and to follow, to some extent, a 
literary career, I am glad that I could cast my anchor in the 
two great ancient literatures which have made a large contribu- 
tion to the moral and intellectual ideals on which our modern 
civilizations have been built. What would now be, I ask myself, 
my outlook on life and literature had I no direct knowledge of 
Homer and Vergil, Demosthenes and Cicero, Plato and Aristotle, 
Thucydides and Tacitus, and, above all, no knowledge of the 
Greek dramatists? I wonder just how I should have got on with- 
out this knowledge. 

It is quite likely that if Latin and Greek had been purely elec- 
tive studies I should have chosen them as the best foundation 
of the literary life which I was already vaguely hoping to lead. 
So whether the classics were required or not required for the first 
two college years hardly concerned a small group of students of 
which I was one. But the question was of vital concern to the 
large majority who were looking forward to law, medicine, and 
the ministry, or to business as a career, all of whom had for 
some time felt that a prolonged study of Latin and Greek, with 
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certain other absolute requirements, was curtailing the time they 
ought to give to modern subjects such as English, French, Ger- 
man, history, economics, and the natural sciences. 

It was becoming clear that a classical education for all was 
well on the road to eventual doom soon or late, for the simple 
reason that it had ceased to interest the general body of students. 
Some of the instructors were distinguished scholars, while others 
were tutors of the traditional type who conducted classes in both 
Latin and Greek and might be called upon to take a class in a 
wholly unrelated subject like mechanics. Limited in their knowl- 
edge, several tutors had a hard time, I afterwards learned, in 
keeping more than a week ahead of the reading they assigned to 
their students. One of them, I heard, used to walk over East and 
West Rock by night in order to quiet his nerves before meeting 
his class at eight-thirty in the morning. With incidental excep- 
tions, the instruction, whoever gave it, was primarily grammati- 
cal. True, there were placed in our hands a little red primer on 
the history of Greek literature and a similar red primer dealing 
with Roman antiquities. But both primers were dull and hardly 
understandable because of their brevity. They furnished a basis 
not for enlightenment on ancient civilizations so much as for 
mere questions and answers. So, with asides like this, we were 
fed on Latin or Greek grammar day by day for two years. 

Class statistics of the time show that English translations were 
employed in varying degrees by four fifths of the men as wel- 
come if not necessary assistance in reading Latin and Greek in 
preparation for another reading and quizzes in the classroom. 
This percentage held even for members of Phi Beta Kappa, who 
resorted to a horse or a pony or a trot when hard pressed for 
time. Down towards the bottom of a class there was always a 
considerable group of men who were wholly dependent upon a 
horse to ride through any Latin or Greek text whatever. 

Though an official frown was cast upon the horse and the crib, 
professors and instructors of all grades often made a joke of 
their use if only to raise a laugh in the classroom. It was a sort 
of sardonic humor which we rather enjoyed. Once when I was 
asked by the instructor to translate a very fine passage in the 
Electra of Sophocles, I tried to render it in the best English at 
my command. There was a general smile when the instructor said 
without quizz or comment; “That will do, Mr. Cross.” The in- 
ference was that I had cribbed the translation from some un- 
known literary source. On another occasion I read aloud a trans- 
lation from the Agricola of Tacitus. Again I was asked /to sit 
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down by the instructor, who remarked that I must have a dif- 
ferent Latin text from the one the rest of the class was using. 
Everybody laughed. A little riled, I replied ironically: “That 
is true, sir. The Agricola I have in my hand was edited by a 
former Yale professor now dead. The text may be faulty but the 
type is large ; and there is a preface which tells all that is known 
about the life of Tacitus and also gives an extended account of 
his other books.” In no way offended by my retort, the instructor 
later apologized for his insinuation and we were afterwards the 
best of friends. 

One instance more. Professor Northrop once set a day when 
the men in the first scholarship division were to appear in class 
ready to make a short extemporaneous speech on some man whom 
for one reason or another we admired. I chose Socrates about 
whom we had been reading with a Greek instructor in Xenophon’s 
Memorabilia. No sooner did I mention the name Socrates than 
everybody laughed. Nevertheless I went straight on. At the end, 
Professor Northrop, though he was smiling, commended my 
choice of a hero. This scene summarizes the attitude of the best 
students of the ’eighties to Greek or Latin literature. To them 
the Memorabilia was but another Greek text to be translated. 
They missed the realistic portrait of Socrates as if it were not 
there, for nobody called their attention to it. 

Unknown to us the faculty of Yale College under the leader- 
ship of Professor Sumner and a few others were already insisting 
upon a comprehensive revision of the curriculum. Towards the 
end of my Junior year they partially succeeded against the 
emotional protests of President Porter. Hitherto elementary or 
advanced French and German could not be taken until Junior 
year. They were now pushed back into Freshman and Sophomore 
years where they belonged. In order to find room for them there, 
it was necessary to cut down the required studies in Latin and 
Greek by nearly a half. Likewise prescribed courses of study in 
Junior and Senior years had to give way, with some irritating 
exceptions, to an elective system which provided a wide latitude 
in the choice of subjects for study. This revolution came in time 
for the class of 1885 to reap its benefits in our last year. “Never 
before,” our class historian wrote, reviewing our Senior year, 
“has work been so conscientiously and well done.” 

As the elective system for Junior and Senior classes did not 
go into effect until the academic year 1884;— 85, my studies in 
Junior year were mostly still prescribed, with just enough lee- 
(way, however, for the choice of such courses as I particularly de- 
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sired in elementary German, advanced French, and English lit- 
erature in place of Latin and Greek which I discontinued. In 
Senior year there were only two prescribed courses — one in psy- 
chology and the other in ethics, which were retained, it was un- 
derstood, in deference to President Porter. Outside this restric- 
tion, a student was free to roam to his heart’s content. 

The prescribed work of the Junior class covered a good range 
of courses, as many as eight, most of which were short courses 
running for two hours a week through a half year, occasionally 
for a still briefer period, while a few extended throughout the 
entire year. There was no grouping of studies for concentration 
of work in the same or related fields. The old idea lying behind 
a program of dispersed studies was that a college student should 
have a chance to look here and there into various parts of the 
whole realm of knowledge. Then, after graduation, he might be 
classed as a liberally educated man. The real break in this old 
conception of a college education came when the elective system 
was introduced in the studies of Senior year. 

My memory returns with pleasure to most of the studies of 
the last two college years, whether prescribed or elective. Many 
of my associates, however, who had no knowledge of elementary 
science did not take kindly to the natural sciences, which were 
compulsory for all. With their attitude I sympathized in a meas- 
ure. We doubtless expected to learn from astronomy all about 
the stars in God’s heavens. But the course in that subject as con- 
ducted by a professor in mathematics was mainly mathematical, 
consisting largely in the solution of spherical triangles under 
unusual difficulties, for it was hard to find where the triangles 
were. There was, it is true, an occasional opportunity to look 
through a telescope at the moon and some of the planets. That 
was all. 

On the other hand James Dwight Dana whom we had in geol- 
ogy took us on long Saturday tramps for miles around in the 
New Haven district so that we might learn within a limited area 
something about the earth which God had made through the ages. 
Surrounded by a group of us he talked all the time. It was a 
remarkable experience. Curiously enough, this eminent geologist 
accepted Darwinism reluctantly. Every year he used to give in 
the Old Chapel a Sunday evening address to show that the theory 
of evolution did not upset, except perhaps in one or two details, 
the story of Creation as we have it in the first chapter of Gene- 
sis. I never missed being there. The college pastor, a Scotsman, 
who sat by Professor Dana’s side in a happy mood, always dis- 
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missed the audience with the same formula: “You see, gentle- 
men, that when the right ldnd of a man of science and the right 
kind of a theologian come together there is no dispute between 
science and religion.” 

The geologist’s son, Professor Edward S. Dana, known famil- 
iarly as “Eddie,” conducted for a part of the time the required 
course in physics which extended through the entire Junior year. 
The book used was a translation from the French of Ganot’s 
Physics, which, though called an “elementary treatise,” ran on 
and on to more than eight hundred pages of small type. The 
principles of physics as stated in this big book it was our business 
to master and to stand a test on by discussion over which the 
instructor presided. Students as a rule were asked to reproduce 
on the blackboard drawings from the book to prove this or that 
principle. The only apparatus ever brought into the classroom 
consisted of several machines, including the complicated one bear- 
ing the name of Holtz, for developing electricity. The action of 
these various machines students were called upon to explain in 
detail. Most of us wished that those “damn machines” had never 
been drawn from their resting places. It was nevertheless a good 
course in descriptive physics. Eddie was a genial gentleman who 
knew his subject well and was ready to answer all questions we 
might throw at him. Towards the end of the year “Buffalo” 
Wright, the senior Professor of Physics and Chemistry, regaled 
us with spectacular experiments in both subjects. At that time 
Yale had two professors named Wright, To distinguish one from 
the other, A. W. Wright, who wore a long black beard, was called 
Buffalo, while Dean Henry P. Wright, Professor of Latin, whose 
cheeks and chin were always closely shaven and whose head had 
lost most of its hair, was known as Baldy. 

To complete the required work in the natural sciences, Buffalo 
Wright gave a short course in chemistry, which was a failure 
simply because the few weeks assigned to it did not give time 
enough to do anything with chemistry. It was profitable to me, 
however, in one sense. When the time was approaching for the 
term examination, one man after another asked me to help him 
“get by” in a subject he knew nothing about. It was arranged 
that I should coach a squad of fifteen men for two hours on each 
of three successive evenings. They were to come to my study with 
textbook and pads and take down such notes as I might give 
them and read such pages as I might designate. If they would 
do that, I guaranteed that all would go well with them. The price 
I put on each of their heads was $3, provided they got by. If 
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they didn’t, the price was lifted. In the end I took on a second 
squad. As soon as the results of the examination were reported 
thirty men paid the price. 

To step from traditional courses of study into the large room 
of the Old Chapel for a recitation, half lecture, half quiz, by 
William Graham Sumner, Professor of Political Economy, was 
to step into a new and enlarged world. It took but three minutes 
to make the transition to this wide realm where land and popula- 
tion, capital, currency, banking, taxation, economic history, and 
political science were explored. I elected Sumner’s so-called long 
course in political economy covering a year and attended his lec- 
tures on the political and economic history of the United States 
which ran for two years. No other teacher of those days exerted 
so profound an influence upon his students as did Professor Sum- 
ner. It was tremendous. True, some thought him too dogmatic 
in his opinions and convictions as he stood behind his desk and 
pounded ideas into our heads. But the blows of his hammer awak- 
ened our minds. He never shut down upon free discussion. He 
seemed to like to have students ask questions of him, which he 
answered immediately as one who knows. That after all was what 
most counted. 

Professor Sumner was then in the very prime of life. He lived 
a mile out in the suburbs. On the morning of a lecture it was his 
custom to walk in to his class, stopping at the post office on the 
way for his mail which he brought with him into the lecture room 
ten or fifteen minutes before the hour set for meeting his students. 
I liked to watch him as he sat at his desk examining letters and 
miscellaneous mail. Much of it he threw into a wastepaper basket. 
A few letters and periodicals he carefully laid aside to take home 
with him. Picking up a metropolitan newspaper, he would rip 
it out of its wrapper, let his eyes run over all headlines, and 
finally scan for a minute or two the editorial page. If he found 
an editorial which had some bearing on the special subject for the 
day he would tear it out and like as not show up its fallacies as 
a part of his lecture. By this and other adroit means he made 
alive everything he touched. 

In a larger manner he was, first of all, a coordinator of knowl- 
edge. For example, if he were discussing the American banking 
system, he would have nearly as much to say about the British 
banking system, comparing or contrasting the one with the other, 
pointing out their good and bad features. He helped us to think 
things through. Quite apart from anything I may have learned 
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of economics or of political science, in listening to “Billy” Sum- 
ner I learned that knowledge is not disparate ; that in any par- 
ticular field of knowledge one part is related to other parts, so 
that in trying to go through that field it is well for a man to 
look on each side of himself and as far ahead as he can see. 

The economic and political theories which Professor Sumner 
sought to inculcate were essentially those of John Stuart Mill 
(whose Principles of Political Economy we all read), and of 
Richard Cobden and John Bright, all of whom were militant ad- 
vocates of laissez faire in general and of free trade with other 
countries in particular. Protective tariffs he damned as class leg- 
islation for the benefit of the few and so against the economic 
welfare of the many. The doctrines he was teaching aroused a 
good many captains of industry to denounce him in turn as a 
man who seemed to regard it as his mission to “poison the minds” 
of a whole generation of Yale students. We understood that they 
tried to persuade the President and Fellows of Yale University 
to oust him. But a professor of the first rank, they discovered, 
could not be removed even by the arms and suckers of an octopus, 
then the familiar designation of an industrial corporation. When 
in an open discussion one of my classmates asked Sumner to give 
the arguments for protection, he replied that he could not give 
them, for there were none. Nevertheless Yale found an economist 
who defended protection and engaged him for a course of lectures 
to appease the hostile critics of Sumner. He was Robert Ellis 
Thompson, a Presbyterian divine and professor in the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania. He served the purpose. That was all. 
Billy Sumner stayed on. 

Not so, however, in the case of Prank B. Tarbell, who though 
primarily an Assistant Professor of Greek, gave one or two 
courses in logic. His affectionate surname was “Balls.” Despite 
the fact that he had been out of college eight years when our class 
came in, he looked as young as if he were one of us. He was tall 
and so thin that someone described him as a mathematical 
straight line having neither width nor thickness. Within that 
slim body of Tarbell was a mind that came closer to pure reason 
than any other I have ever known. Logic as ordinarily taught is 
a subject as dry as dust. But Tarbell made it a most interesting 
and valuable study by applying its methods to social science and 
to morals, thus coming near to religion. The powers that be took 
the alarm; for Tarbell was not quite orthodox in his religious 
views, which, so far as I could make them out, 'were very much 
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like those of Matthew Arnold who lamented that the sea of faith, 
once at the full, was receding down the “naked shingles of the 
world.” 

The crisis came in the consulship of Timothy Dwight after 
my class was out. It was a foregone conclusion that there could 
be no reconciliation between the religious views of Timothy 
Dwight, a fundamentalist with some reservations, and Frank 
Tarbell, a liberal who kept his mind wide open for new ideas. 
Both of them, I daresay, took their religion too seriously for 
their comfort. Tarbell left Yale at the expiration of the term of 
his appointment as Assistant Professor. He eventually migrated 
to the University of Chicago, where he had a brilliant career in 
Greek archeology. 

Professor Arthur M. Wheeler’s general history courses, which 
I attended, took a wide sweep through Tudor England and 
through Europe of the nineteenth century, with a background 
of French history just before and during the French Revolution. 
His lecture on the battle of Waterloo, which he first gave in the 
classroom, was famous. He repeated it on compulsion every year 
to the whole body of Yale students in Carll’s Opera House across 
Chapel Street where we had all seen Booth in the role of Hamlet 
and Brutus. Ever afterwards he had no other name on the col- 
lege campus than “Waterloo Wheeler.” 

The most picturesque member of the faculty was Edward J. 
Phelps, Kent Professor of Law', one of the well-known interna- 
tional lawyers of the period. After his graduation from college 
in 1840 he spent, I afterwards heard him say, a good deal of time 
in Washington with his father, Samuel S. Phelps, who served for 
thirteen years as a Senator from Vermont. As his father’s son he 
saw much of the immortal trio — Webster, Clay, and Calhoun; 
and when Webster became Secretary of State in the Fillmore 
Cabinet, the young man, then in his thirtieth year, was appointed 
Second Comptroller of the United States Treasury. In manners, 
dress, and bearing he came upon us as a gentleman of the old 
school, such as we may have seen in portraits but never in the 
flesh with our own eyes. As he walked up the aisle of the lecture 
room to his desk in Prince Albert coat and with silk hat in his 
right hand, we looked at him at first in wonder. Before sitting 
in his chair he laid his silk hat on the desk, bottom upwards, and 
gazecl at it for a moment as if he were taking a short leave of a 
dear friend. Then, seated in his chair, he began his lecture in a 
grave and slow voice so that we might take notes upon it if we 
so desired. 
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His subject (by whatever name it may have been called) was 
the fundamental principles of law, each one of which he stated so 
clearly and illustrated so well in a series of lectures that a student 
of ordinary ability could not fail to understand and remember 
them. The end of the course came abruptly in the midst of it when 
Professor Phelps was appointed by President Cleveland as Am- 
bassador to the Court of St. James’s. We felt our loss but we were 
pleased with the honor conferred upon him and Yale. 

Near the same time Professor E. J. Phelps was persuaded to 
give to a university audience a political address which revealed 
at the full the charm and humor of his personality, particularly 
in his description of the devious ways by which political sergeants 
are able to march the intelligence of the country to the polls on 
election days. He told us that there would likely be times when, 
whatever our political party, we would be justified in talcing a 
walk. Somewhere in his address, he said : “The coming man is the 
independent voter. Independence in politics is the part of true 
manliness, and, if I am a judge of the future, the part of true 
policy.” As I now read again the newspaper report of this address, 
I am astonished at the number of political ideas which I must have 
derived from it and which I long afterwards reiterated in different 
words in inaugural messages and miscellaneous speeches. 

Of President Noah Porter I have pleasant and lively memories. 
In those days the president of a college or university was chosen 
not so much for his administrative abilities as for his learning and 
success as a teacher. Whenever I had occasion to consult President 
Porter in his office in the old Trumbull Gallery, I found him seated 
at the end of a long table with pen in hand and paper and manu- 
script lying before him. All was quiet and serene as if he were sit- 
ting not in the center of Yale College but in some remote mon- 
astery far from the haunts of men. In such an ambient he must 
have written The Human Intellect, concerning which it was often 
said, in varying words, that only God who inspired it and Noah 
Porter who wrote it could understand so learned a book. As a 
matter of fact there rvere no depths in The Human Intellect that 
the intelligence of even a college student could not sound. On it as 
a basis President Porter gave twice a week lectures which laid open 
a field of knowledge hitherto unknown to us. He was so well read 
in English literature that he could bring to bear on his subject 
illustrations from countless poets and novelists. He rarely quizzed 
us in the classroom. Rather it was Iris custom to assign us a choice 
of one of a few subjects for brief essays before he began his lec- 
tures. Well I remember how in one of these essays I gave free play 
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to my own. mind irrespective of what The Human Intellect said. 
When I finished that essay I felt for the first time that I had dis- 
covered myself. Hereafter I was to be my own man. It was “a great 
awakening.” 

Though I neglected no subject of study in favor of another, my 
mind by Junior year was moving more and more towards English 
literature as the center of my interests. My English compositions 
and more formal disquisitions were well received and I entered the 
competition for the coveted Junior Exhibition Prize in composi- 
tion with a eulogy on Charles Sumner. I lost out in the contest but 
came in second. Go into literature seemed to be the categorical 
imperative. I was particularly fortunate, when I was making my 
decision, to have as my guide Professor Henry A. Beers, who was 
rightly regarded as “the most literary man” on the Yale faculty. 
A graduate of Yale in the Class of 1869, he had returned to Yale 
as a tutor in 1871 after trying out and giving up the study of the 
law. The year before I entered college he had been promoted to a 
professorship in English literature at the age of thirty-two. I dis- 
tinctly remember my first sight of him in Freshman year as we 
used to pass each other on the campus. He looked like a boy, pex - - 
haps a member of the Senior class, who had come from some strange 
country. He dressed like no one else at Yale. He wore a conspicu- 
ous checked coat and trousers, a tight fit, a low-crowned derby hat, 
and shoes of patent leather, I think, with pointed toes. He walked 
straight ahead at a good gait, looking neither to the right nor to 
the left. I did not then know that he was so nearsighted that he had 
to watch his steps. 

This smartly dressed young man in conjunction with Professor 
Lounsbury, over in the Sheffield Scientific School, had revolution- 
ized the study of English at Yale and elsewhere. Hitherto in the 
study of English stress had been placed upon grammar as in Latin 
and Greek. Such verse or prose as was assigned for study was read 
aloud by students in the classroom, who one after another were 
asked to name the part of speech of this or that word or to “con- 
strue” this or that sentence. This minute study of grammar Pro- 
fessor Beers scrapped. In place of it he substituted a manual on 
the history of the English language which Professor Lounsbury 
had recently published. 

He was saturated with literature. He lived among the great Eng- 
lish writers as if they were his familiar friends. He read with ease 
French and German. Nor had he lost his knowledge of Greek and 
Latin. Greek literature was for him “the light of morning” which 
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ushered in all the literatures of the modern world. All this was evi- 
dent in the courses of study I took with him. He wrote beautiful 
verse and prose, serious and humorous. Though he had not yet 
come into his own with The Ways of Yale and A Suburban Pas- 
toral and Other Tales, which belong to the next decade, he had al- 
ready begun his studies for the History of the English Romantic 
Movement, parts of which he incorporated in lectures which I at- 
tended. 

One of my courses with him was on the English dramatists con- 
temporary with Shakespeare. Whatever the play, whether by Ben 
Jonson or by Beaumont and Fletcher, or by someone else, the first 
thing lie expected of us was that we should have an intimate knowl- 
edge of it from beginning to end. Then came the discussion of the 
play in parts and as a whole. There was never any talk about plot 
as something apart from the characters which could be represented 
in the formal German manner by a curve showing the beginning of 
the action, the climax, and the end. With him characters were the 
thing. By their emotions and consequent behavior in crucial cir- 
cumstances plot is determined. By them one’s knowledge of hu- 
man nature is broadened. And by them only is a play or a novel 
remembered. 

As an aid in the interpretation of dramatic characters, I had 
but to walk over to Carll’s Opera House, where in one season or 
another I might see the great contemporary actors: Booth and 
Barrett, Irving and Terry, Modjeska or Bernhardt, or Joe Jeffer- 
son (a favorite of the students). It may have been in New York 
that I first saw the elder Salvini in the role of Othello. Was it then 
or later that Gilbert and Sullivan’s operas came to town ? I thank 
God that the visual age was in the far distance when novels and 
plays were to be washed out with pictures on a screen. 

In another course with Professor Beers we ran along down the 
stream of verse and miscellaneous prose, apart from fiction, of the 
nineteenth century. Of the poems we read he often recited passages 
from memory, sometimes not quite accurately, for he had the habit 
of throwing in here and there a word of his own in place of the 
original, perhaps because he preferred his own word to another’s 
rather than because of any lapse of memory. In this course I first 
became acquainted with the beautiful prose of Cardinal Newman 
and the critical essays of Matthew Arnold which helped me to gain 
a point of vantage for viewing the field of literature. It was a 
memorable day towards the close of Senior year when Professor 
Beers, disturbed because we had not read Faust in our elementary 
course in German, remarked that he would read and translate it 
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for us himself, for none of us should leave Yale without a direct 
knowledge of Goethe’s masterpiece. The next week he began. He 
read the German text slowly, scene by scene, thus making it easy 
to follow him with open books. Then came the translation, likewise 
scene by scene, with comment as he proceeded. So ended a course in 
English literature with the great German who overshadowed all 
the other writers we had read. 

The extreme literary cosmopolitan of the time was Matthew Ar- 
nold who, for his generation and ours also, defined the function of 
criticism as “a disinterested endeavour to learn and propagate the 
best that is known and thought in the world,” irrespective of race 
or language, as a means of establishing “a current of fresh and 
true ideas” in the whole realm of thought. I can now almost relive 
the emotions I felt when in my Junior year I heard that Matthew 
Arnold was coming to Yale on his American tour. Elis New Haven 
address (he called it a “discourse”) was on “Numbers.” It was 
good but not one of his best. He read it with eyes close to his manu- 
script in a pronounced Oxford dialect such as I had never heard 
before. The next morning he came into Battell Chapel with Presi- 
dent Porter, who introduced him in a neat speech. Arnold rose, 
threw his arms about him in an awkward manner, smiled upon us, 
and after a few incoherent sentences, sat down. The only complete 
sentence I could make out was : “I suppose you all heard me last 
night.” It was difficult to imagine this gaunt and bewhiskered man 
as the author of verse and prose which for beauty, rhythm, or elo- 
quence had entranced me. 

It was while under the spell of Matthew Arnold that in Senior 
1 year I entered into competition for the DeForest Gold Medal, 
which was to be awarded “to that member of the Senior Class who 
shall write and pronounce an English Oration in the best manner.” 
As I have remarked, I lost out the year before in the Junior Exhi- 
bition Prize by a hair, and now came a chance to redeem myself 
if I could. When the list of subjects from which the contestants 
were to make their choice was announced, I saw there to my sur- 
prise and delight the name of Sainte-Beuve, whom Arnold had eulo- 
gized as the creator of the best modern literary criticism. In going 
out of English or American literature for my subject very likely I 
felt that I was following an example that Arnold had set in his 
early critical essays. All went well with me, for I quickly discovered 
that Matthew Arnold was in good measure the English counter- 
part of Sainte-Beuve. By a close shave I won the DeForest Gold 
Medal against five competitors, all of whom were members of Yale’s 
oldest Senior Society. 
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As I now take leave of my instructors of all grades I have one 
word for them all. There seems to be an opinion that the faculty of 
Yale College in those days kept aloof from their students. Noth- 
ing could be further from the truth. It is true that we did not live 
together in colleges. Nor was there any organized system of coun- 
selors. But every member of the faculty was available for consulta- 
tion in his office. Dean Wright, whom I saw as often as once a fort- 
night, kept in touch with my general studies ; Professor Seymour 
with my Greek ; Professor Wheeler with my history ; Northrop and 
Beers in turn with my English; and so on along the line. They all 
advised me in talk as familiar as that between father and son. My 
last word to their memory is that they were a delightful and noble 
race of men. 

Life on and around the Campus was much simpler in the good 
old days than it is now in the luxurious new quadrangles. The en- 
tire enrollment of Yale College ran not far above six hundred. 
This meant room enough on the Campus to house the three upper 
classes, while Freshmen lived mostly in little congenial groups on 
adjoining streets. The four classes really formed a single compact 
community. Many Seniors and Juniors who could afford it had 
rooms respectively in Durfee and Farnam Colleges ; but the center 
of the most lively as well as the most primitive dormitory life was 
in the Old Brick Row where for the last three years I took up my 
quarters with Walter F. Frear of Honolulu, who was to be some- 
time Chief Justice and Governor of the Territory of Hawaii. The 
suite (study and bedroom) which we two last occupied was heated 
only by a small half-open stove for which the coal was stored in a 
dark hole of a bin reached by a small door. The bedroom was a 
narrow oblong with two bedsteads placed foot to foot. Water for 
washing face and hands had to be brought up from a lavatory on 
the ground floor. 

Not a bathtub nor a shower was there in any of the Yale College 
dormitories, not even in crack Durfee. As a substitute for a good 
full-length stretch under water or for a good cold spray from head 
to foot, a professor of the School of Medicine, who gave us a series 
of lectures in Freshman year on “How to Keep Well,” advised any- 
one who wished to go further than face and hands in the morning 
washup to purchase a small sponge and to do the best he could with 
sponge and washbowl. Most Freshmen tried the experiment for the 
rest of the year. There were, however, tubs and sprays in the gym- 
nasium ; the tubs, though not the sprays, were available for us, at 
hours when they were not preempted by athletes, at a cost of 25^ 
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apiece. A few of my classmates, who were accustomed to a bath 
oftener than once a week, discovered that the Divinity School had 
two bathtubs for the hundred young men who were preparing for 
the ministry and that it was quite easy to steal a bath over there 
with little chance of being caught in that unwashed age. Water 
for drinking might be brought in pitchers from the lavatory of a 
dormitory or from the Old South Pump on the Campus, with 
whose undefiled waters generations of Yale men had quenched their 
thirst. Sometime afterwards this old wooden pump with its long 
squeaky handle fell into disrepute and it had to go. 

Instruction on how to keep well included other things besides 
sponge baths and the source of the water we should drink. The pro- 
fessor from the Medical School, though temperate in his habits, 
was not a strict water drinker; once when I was a little rundown 
he prescribed a tablespoonful of spiritus frumenti three times a 
day before meals for a fortnight. This may have been the first time, 
though I doubt it, that I had ever tasted whisky. It was so pleasant 
a medicine that I kept it up for a second fortnight. He warned us 
all against swallowing grape seeds because they were liable to lodge 
in the appendix. To avoid the danger I stopped eating grapes alto- 
gether. The medical professor stressed exercise, of course. Very 
soon Freshman rooms were provided not only with small sponges 
but also with Indian clubs and dumbbells, in the manipulation of 
which we received proper training over in the gymnasium. 

In the recommendation that we take long walks, many of us 
anticipated advice. For in my time a Freshman on his first Satur- 
day or Sunday in New Haven climbed East Rock, walking along 
the edge as closely as he dared. The next week he took in the longer 
tramp over West Rock, where with others he climbed the split 
rocks of J udges’ Cave, the hiding place of the two regicides, Goffe 
and Whalley. From these high points which overlooked the City of 
Elms, I began my exploration of New Haven and its lovely en- 
virons, and with classmates sailed along the shore, east and west, 
in a catboat. 

As I now write, I am sitting by my study window where I have 
a good view of the red cliffs of East Rock, which was first seen of 
white men in 1614 by Adriaen Block, who named it “Rodeberg,” or 
“Red Mountain. 3 ’ The Dutch navigator, I daresay, felt the same 
urge to climb to the top of Red Mountain as has since been felt 
by thousands of Freshmen when they first came to Yale and saw 
its red face glittering in September sunshine. 

No Yale dormitory was provided with a lounge for talk and 
smoking in easy chairs. But we did not miss what we had never 
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had. We crowded into one another’s rooms, sitting, when chairs 
were filled, on window sills, beds, and floor, with pipes and ciga- 
rettes, talking endlessly, never, however, saying anything about 
our studies, for that was taboo. Some suites were consecrated to 
poker, in which several members of my class were experts. In spring 
and autumn we all gathered towards evening by the fence on the 
corner of Chapel and College Streets. The top rail, which was 
round, made a comfortable seat, and another round rail below was 
a good resting place for feet. On warm evenings the crowd was so 
large that many had to stand. If anyone wanted a bunch of Sweet 
Caporals (the favorite cigarette) or a lime-and-soda (the favorite 
drink) all he had to do was to step across a narrow street to Beers’ 
Drug Store. Singing always started up spontaneously. Those old 
songs were the voice of Yale as it had been and as it yet was in my 
own time. 

In the morning we had to be out of bed by seven o’clock if we 
were to get to Battell Chapel for prayers at 8.10. Compulsory 
chapel, an institution as old as Yale itself, it was taken for granted 
would never die. As a jest someone might remark that prayers 
ought to be put among “the elective studies,” but most of us in 
reality thought it well to begin the day with a recognition that the 
Lord still reigned in heaven if not on earth. One feature of the 
service, however, was quite unpopular. Several tutors were assigned 
to high seats where they could look down through the pews and 
spot students who might be taking a last look at their morning 
lesson while their heads were bowed low during President Porter’s 
five-minute prayer. The names of all transgressors whom the tu- 
tors caught were sent to the Dean, who usually gave them a cer- 
tain number of black marks for disobeying college rules. One day 
Dean Wright summoned me to his office and remarked with sober 
face : “Mr. Cross, you were reported for stirdying in Chapel yes- 
terday morning. Were you?” At once I acknowledged my guilt 
with a “Yes, sir.” Then came, with relaxed face, the penalty: “I 
shall have to give you five marks. Don’t do it again. Next time the 
marks will be more.” A good thing about compulsory chapel was 
that it brought together all the students of Yale College once a 
day. When they were dismissed, the members of each class walked 
side by side in conversation to their recitation or lecture rooms. 
Chapel, like the fence, meant quick acquaintance for us all. 

Against the democracy of a closely knit community life on a 
single Campus disruptive forces, though they existed in a mild 
form, had very little effect. There was, indeed, a faint line of social 
division between members of the college Societies and students who 
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were left on the outside. This line of division almost disappeared 
in the case of the Junior Societies ns a large majority of Juniors 
were taken into cither Psi Upsilon or D.K.E. I was a member of 
Psi U, where I had a good time with intimate friends on an evening 
once a week. Even now a classmate sometimes asks me if I remem- 
ber my excitement on a November night in 1884 when, as the re- 
turns of the national election were coming in, it looked as if Grover 
Cleveland would win against James G. Blaine. I rather think the 
story is true that I put a lighted cigarette over my right ear in- 
stead of a pencil and did not discover the mistake until a classmate 
shouted out that my hair was on fire. 

Members of the three Senior Societies wore their pins a little 
too conspicuously in their neckties for the eyes of envious class- 
mates. Some prestige was lost by the Senior Societies because they 
passed over two outstanding scholars in my class who were to be- 
come valedictorian and salutatorian. At this very time, however, an 
impetus was given to scholarship by the revival of Phi Beta Kappa, 
which, once Yale’s leading society, had met an ignominious death 
back in the ’fifties when it abandoned its fine traditions and made 
itself the rendezvous of a group of social lights almost exclusively. 
Set on its feet once more with the applause of President Porter and 
other members of the faculty, Phi Beta Kappa soon recovered its 
old honorable place in Yale College as a touchstone of broad, lib- 
eral scholarship in its best sense. 

It was an era of “eating clubs” which served as a good mixing 
bowl for the class as we migrated, sometimes in rapid succession, 
from one of these clubs to another. My first eating club, consisting 
of a number of Freshmen, was run by a pale anemic widow who 
fed us on an anemic diet. As usual, breakfast at seven o’clock (oat- 
meal and weak coffee, one egg, no fruit) ; dinner at one (codfish 
cakes or dried beef ) ; supper at six (prevailing dessert stewed 
prunes, tenderized by letting them soak in cold water for a few 
hours) . We all quickly got out and started on the rounds of cheap 
places, stopping for a long time at a white house on the High Street 
side of the Campus, which had formerly been the College Commons. 
There we ran into a group of classmates. The food was good 
enough for the price we paid, four dollars a week, and I could get 
there my favorite dessert, which was apple pie, coffee, and cheese ; 
or coffee, cheese, and apple pie. In course of time I was enticed 
away by a classmate who was managing a club of his own ; and from 
that one I passed on to other similar clubs out of which some class- 
mates were making profits that materially helped them through 
college. 
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The man in the class who seemed to have been horn for a business 
career was Benjamin Kaye Heaton, who not only made a big suc- 
cess with an eating club, but midway in our college course laid the 
foundation of the Yale Cooperative Corporation, which he after- 
wards organized, for the sale of books and everything else college 
students need in their work. The year before coming to college he 
had proved his ability as a canvasser on the road for an illustrated 
subscription book. Towards the end of Freshman year he casually 
remarked to a group of us that he was going out again as soon as 
college closed and advised any of us who were hard up to try our 
luck during the summer with a very remarkable book which he had 
selected for himself. Several of us fell for the proposal and were 
duly trained as canvassers by an agent of the publisher who knew 
how to do it. The book was a compilation called The Museum of 
Antiqioity , describing the wonders of Ancient Rome, Pompeii, 
Troy, and the Near East generally as revealed by recent excava- 
tions. Heaton, who chose his field of action with skill, returned to 
Yale in September with the spoils of a high-powered salesman. My 
roommate, Walter Frear, chose East Greenwich, Rhode Island, 
where without making much of an attempt to sell the book of won- 
ders, he settled down for a good rest somewhere on the shore of 
Narragansett Bay. I took, as the scene of my first and last expe- 
rience as a book agent, West Greenwich, for the most part a farm- 
ing district, where before the summer was over I was threatened 
with being tarred and feathered if I did not get out of my own 
free will. 

My very first sale was made in a farmhouse kitchen, where I ex- 
plained to the farmer and his wife that I had called upon them first 
of all because I had been told they were readers of good books. 
Thereupon I pulled out a prospectus which hung concealed under 
my coat and began to set forth the marvelous things of the ancient 
world. While I was telling the story of the eruption of Mt. Vesuvius 
and the destruction of Pompeii, I noticed that the farmer kept 
shaking his head as if from some nervous affliction. But I soon 
discovered that there was nothing the matter with his neck, for 
when his wife took pencil in hand to put her name down for a copy 
of the book, he jumped up and shouted that everything I had said 
was a lie, you couldn’t get ashes enough to bury a city, and he 
wouldn’t have the book in the house. His wife reduced him to si- 
lence by saying that she was buying the book for herself, not for 
him, that she had money of her own to pay for it, that the house 
and the land were hers, anyway. 

As soon as the quarrel seemed to be over, I shook hands with the 
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wife, tried to shake hands with the husband, and so departed, 
happy over a sale on my first trial. In my innocence I was only 
amused by the scene, not anticipating that tinder had been lighted 
in that kitchen which would set the town on fire against me. For 
three weeks thereafter I tramped over the hills of West Greenwich, 
miles upon miles, with one excursion into Voluntown across the 
border in Connecticut. By that time I had decided to quit business. 
To make easy a release from my agreement with the publishers, a 
young local physician, with whom I passed a pleasant hour, kindly 
certified that on examination he found me greatly debilitated, 
physically and mentally, partly owing to long tramps under a hot 
sun, and that I should be unable to go back to college unless I gave 
up the job and took a long rest in the shade. 

I still had to return to deliver some sixty copies of the book to 
subscribers. It had been arranged that one of them, an intelligent 
and substantial farmer named Benjamin T. Gorton, was to drive 
me through his part of the town to leave the books with subscribers 
and collect my money. When I arrived at his house with the books 
one evening three weeks later, he turned a cold shoulder on me, 
even refusing at first to take me in and urging me to get out of 
town as quickly as I could. I asked him what it was all about. 
“Well,” he said, in substance, “two years ago a man came over here 
from Providence and sold the farmers in the town a receipt for a 
substitute for paint. Some of them who tried it out found that it 
cost more than lead paint and that one good rain washed it all off 
their houses. If that man should ever show himself here again, he 
would get tar and feathers and a rail. My man [the manager of his 
farm] who goes over to the store most every day, says that they 
are all ready for you because you’re a worse liar than the man who 
sold them the receipt for a worthless paint.” I certainly was a bit 
skeered. 

I had some difficulty in persuading Mr. Gorton to let me stay 
over night, but at last when his wife intervened in my behalf, he 
consented. The next morning I had a talk with his man, who 
brought in the ringleader of the opposition before the day was over. 
The ringleader, to w'hom I had sold no book, came with fire in his 
eyes. I greeted him cordially and showed him the book, We went 
over it together. I assured him that it contained no lies. Fie got 
interested as I turned page after page and read here and there. 
Finally I gave him a damaged copy. We clasped hands and he 
went away with the book under an arm. Within a day or two I had 
similar talks with others in the posse. The result was that the next 
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week I delivered all the books, with the aid of Mr. Gorton and his 
horse and buggy. 

In order to bring my nerves back to normalcy I stayed on for 
another week, and listened to my host’s racy stories of the country- 
side, which ran back to training clays when he was an officer in the 
militia. Nor should I forget Mrs. Gorton who knew how to manage 
her house as well as her husband. We began the clay with a nourish- 
ing breakfast, starting with three fingers of hard cider for Mr. 
Gorton and myself with a teaspoonful of saleratus added to make 
it foam; then delicious johnnycakes with maple syrup — I forget 
the rest. 

One Campus with fence and chapel for all, a common curriculum 
for all during the first two years and for a large majority during 
the last two years, and migratory eating clubs, taken together, as- 
sured social and educational unity for each of the four classes and 
for the whole body of students so far as that is humanly possible. 
Over all was the tremendous influence of athletics which held us 
bound together with “hoops of steel. 55 

The gymnasium on High Street across from the Campus would 
now be considered hopelessly inadequate for athletic training. On 
the main floor was a narrow padded running track with some mis- 
cellaneous equipment intended primarily for Freshmen. In a base- 
ment were two or three rowing machines and at the foot of a 
stairway four bathtubs and two showers for the athletes. The crew, 
however, w r as provided with a boathouse down East Chapel Street 
on New Haven Harbor, ample for these boys though it and a succes- 
sor have since been abandoned as out of date and out of place. But 
not until my Senior year did Yale have a fully developed athletic 
field of her own. Before and sometimes even after that year inter- 
collegiate baseball and football games, when played in New Haven, 
were played in Hamilton Park, a mile and a half out Elm Street 
or Edgewood Avenue, which, I assume, was leased by the Yale Ath- 
letic Association. That is all, except headquarters for the crew on 
the Thames. And yet Yale never had a more brilliant career in base- 
ball, football, rowing, and track athletics than when the Class of 
1885 was doing its part in these competitive sports. 

The Class of 1885 was baptized by immersion in the noisy waters 
of the Yale spirit on May 20, 1882. On that day our Freshman 
nine met Harvard’s on the battlefield of Hamilton Park. Ordinar- 
ily Freshmen were not allowed to sit on the college fence. But in 
case they won the annual May contest with Harvard Freshmen, 
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they were to be given eight sections of those sacred rails, at the tag 
end of the line on College Street. A great issue was thus at stake ; 
for on the winning of this game depended where we could sit for 
the rest of the college year. We came out for the game in full force, 
occupying a large bloc of seats on the stand, and all about us were 
groups of upperclassmen, watching every move in the game and 
jeering at every misplay. At the end of the seventh inning, the 
score stood four to two in favor of Harvard ; but after that Har- 
vard made no more runs. The game was tied in the 9th inning, and 
won by Yale in the 11th inning by 5 to 4. 

At once bedlam broke loose. We embraced one another and threw 
hats and umbrellas into the air as we jumped to the ground to 
put up the victors. The scene grew wilder when the Sophomores 
pounced upon us for their last rush. It was not the cut-and-dried 
rush of later degenerate days when under the light of torches the 
two classes stood in ranks and watched wrestling matches between 
their representatives. It was a spontaneous “shirt rush” of the 
good old days, where everybody ran in and tackled the first man 
of the enemy he could lay hands on and threw him to the ground 
if he were able, where hats were smashed and tiampled into the 
dust, where coats were ripped up the back and shirts were torn 
into shreds. The scrimmage, rough hut good-natured, was kept up 
for some distance on the road. Suddenly quiet fell upon the scene 
and we Freshmen, as if it had been so arranged, were permitted to 
fall in line for an orderly march to the fence, which we took in the 
midst of a large crowd of undergraduates, while a group of girls 
looked on from the balcony of the New Haven House, The eventful 
day closed with the most popular old songs by the Freshman Glee 
Club, who had been practicing them for weeks in anticipation of 
the victory. Upperclassmen who had never before heard our Glee 
Club sing listened in curiosity and loudly applauded. As we sat 
on the fence near the Sophomores in friendly conversation, we felt 
that we had no further occasion to worry. We were now on the map 
literally; for the Yale Daily News “at great expense” published a 
sketch of the fence on the front page of the next issue. Freshmen 
were requested to purchase a copy to send home to “their delighted 
parents,” to give them “an idea of the kind of thing their victory 
has brought them.” 

Wild as was this scene, I was to have a part in a wilder scene two 
years later. In the college year 1883-84, Yale gained a triple vic- 
tory, winning the intercollegiate championships in football and 
baseball, and the boat race with Harvard on the Thames. Only the 
championship in intercollegiate athletic games was lost, though 
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Harry Brooks of our class had previously broken all intercollegiate 
records as a sprinter and had won the championship of Amferica 
in the 220-yard dash. Victories on the gridiron and the diamond 
were easily won, the score in the last football game of the season 
with Harvard being 23 to 2 in favor of Yale. But as the time was 
approaching for the boat race, few if any of us expected that the 
crew could win. Our minds doubtless reverted too much to the race 
of the year before when, on the advice of a professional, a very high 
stroke was adopted, with the result that Harvard beat Yale by 15 
lengths. No recovery from so great a disaster seemed possible 
within a year. But Harry Flanders, of our class, who was elected 
captain for the next year, carefully trained his crew, without talk- 
ing about it, to a longer and lower stroke and won over Harvard by 
4 lengths. He had achieved the impossible and was a hero to every 
one of us. 

The news of that memorable day (June 27, 1884) came over the 
wire just before six o’clock. Within a few minutes the chimes of 
Battell Chapel were set a ringing and the Campus by the fence was 
quickly crowded with students shouting and jumping with joy. 
Soon horns were blowing and cannon crackers were bursting at our 
feet and over our heads ; while a wild procession of students began 
a march around the Campus to the noisy music of drums. By that 
time the excitement was spreading through the city. The chimes 
of Trinity Church struck up “Here’s to Good Old Yale” and the 
bells of Center Church and the First Methodist Church rang out 
the victory. Before darkness came on, merchants along Chapel 
Street decorated their stores with bunting and the Stars and 
Stripes were flung to the breeze. 

An immense throng of students met the returning crew at the 
railway station and, led by a brass band, escorted them, as they sat 
dressed in white flannel suits in open carriages, all the way to 
the college fence, burning Roman candles and red lights in front 
of them as if they were demigods. When they reached the fence 
the Campus was ablaze with a huge bonfire of tar barrels, and a 
cannon installed on the Green was firing a salute while hoarse voices 
were sending up cheer after cheer in a continuous volley. On a 
signal the noise subsided and a leader, stepping into the street, 
proposed “Three times three for Captain Flanders” and after that 
a long cheer for each member of the victorious crew. Then under 
the glare of red lights the crew were taken over to the New Haven 
House for supper and a brief rest, to return an hour or two later 
to the Campus for a celebration which lasted until the break of 
morning. 
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As I took my last look at the Campus flooded with light from 
the bonfire, rising and falling through giant elms and over the face 
of the long brick row, I felt an exhilaration which transcended the 
glare and noise of a celebration over an athletic victory. Did my 
imagination vaguely transmute the real scene into a vision of his- 
toric Yale where generations of young men have come in their 
search for the light of truth, and afterwards departed with gifts 
that Yale bestowed upon them? Lux et Veritas. I do not know. All 
I know is 

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, 

But to be young was very Heaven ! 



IV. High School Principal 

O F COURSE most students as well as members of the 
faculty had nicknames. The one which has stuck to me 
through life is “Senator.” It was given to me in the 
second term of Freshman year by a classmate whose 
room was near mine in a dwelling house where a group of us Fresh- 
men had quarters together. He complained, half seriously, that I 
kept him awake nights by declaiming orations in the Websterian 
manner. The fact is that I was trying to commit to memory Burke’s 
long address to the electors of Bristol, not so much for its political 
philosophy as for its logic and eloquence. Still, it may be that if 
my financial resources had not been exhausted after I graduated 
from Yale, I might have entered the Law School and ended my 
career as a Senator of the United States. This, however, is only a 
wild surmise, for I began to imagine, as I have noted, that nature 
had cut me out for a literary career. When I broached the subject 
to President Porter and Professor Beers, they both warned me that 
literature was a precarious profession if undertaken without some 
means of livelihood such as teaching in school or college. I followed 
their advice and armed with their testimonials and a certificate of 
my success as a teacher in a rural school I began a canvass of 
Connecticut prep and high schools in the hope of finding one that 
wanted a teacher of my “character and caliber.” 

So I come now to the tale of how I landed a job in the days when 
it is assumed that there was a job for everybody for the asking. A 
month after graduation I received word from Secretary Hine of 
the Connecticut State Board of Education that the Principal of 
the Staples High School in Westport had resigned ; and that if I 
wanted the position I had better go to Westport for a conference 
w'ith Mr. Horace Staples, the founder of the school. I took the first 
train that afternoon and called on Mr. Staples, a deaf octoge- 
narian, to whom I explained my business through the mouthpiece 
of a yard-long ear trumpet. Mr. Staples greeted me with cold 
civility, saying that though no appointment had actually been 
made it was practically agreed that the call would go to an Am- 
herst graduate whom he described as “a Cape Cod man.” The ap- 
pointment of the Principal I learned rested with an Executive 
Committee (really a Board of Trustees of the school) , consisting 
of twelve members, of whom eight were local clergymen ; and of 
the eight three were Episcopalians like myself. 
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Leaving Mr. Staples, I inquired the way to the parsonage of 
the first Episcopal clergyman on the list, the Rcveiend Alonzo 
N. Lewis, Rector of Holy Trinity. As soon as I told Mr. Lewis 
who I was, he told me he was a Yale graduate of the Class of 1852 
and like me a member of Psi Upsilon. Soon I was accepting his 
hospitality for the night. After supper with his family we retired 
to his library, where we sat talking and smoking corncob pipes, 
occasionally sipping hard cider, until two or three o’clock in the 
morning. Mr. Lewis gave me a very intimate account of Yale life 
and customs, such as the hilarity over the burning of Euclid in the 
consulship of President Woolsey. He described Dickens and Thack- 
eray, both of whom lie had heard when they visited New Haven. A 
good mimic, he imitated their speech, even to the cockney dialect 
from which Dickens could never get quite free. 

The business m hand, though it became incidental, during the 
ambrosial night I passed with Mr. Lewis, was never quite lost. 
Mr. Staples, I learned, was held in awe as one of the two or three 
richest men in the town. Lie was president of the First National 
Bank of Westport and owned most of its stock. He had acquired 
in business, principally as a dealer in grain, coal, and lumber down 
by the dock, a fortune of towards half a million dollars, which was 
mostly invested in railway bonds and New York bank stocks, giv- 
ing him a return of 6 or 7 per cent. He was sharp, though not un- 
scrupulous, in trade. But he was a close-fisted old man who never 
let a cent slip from his fingers, even for charity. In short, he was a 
rugged individualist. This was the common view, though not, as 
I was to learn, a just view, of Mr. Staples’ character. 

Naturally Westporters were taken by surprise when without 
solicitation he built a high school for their children, with the inten- 
tion of turning it over to the town as a gift, perhaps with an en- 
dowment. The school had then been running for only a year, under 
the general supervision of an Executive Committee and with James 
H. Tufts, an Amherst man, as Principal. Tufts had had a hard 
time with Mr. Staples and had come out of the ordeal with typhoid 
fever. This story Mr. Lewis told me as a warning, but it only made 
me more eager for the adventure. 

The next day Mr. Lewis took me on a round of visits to the cleri- 
cal members of the Executive Committee, all of whom gave me a 
cordial reception. Forthwith the chairman of the Executive Com- 
mittee, the Reverend B, J. Relyea, the genial and whimsical pas- 
tor of the Congregational Church at Greens Farms, called a meet- 
ing of the entire Committee and Mr. Staples to be held a fortnight 
hence in Mr. Lewis’ study in the close of Trinity Church. I was 
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invited to be present so that the lay members might look me over. 
Oil the appointed day I presented myself for inspection and a glare 
from Mr. Staples, who was surprised to see me there. After some 
general talk, Mr. Relyea picked up the end of the old man’s trum- 
pet and told him that the members of the Executive Committee 
were ready to ballot for a Principal, but that before they proceeded 
they would like to know whether he legarded himself as having the 
power to veto their decision. Mr. Staples replied that he would not 
veto any action they might take but “You all know that I want 
the Cape Cod man.” As they were preparing to vote I started to 
take my leave, but was requested by the chairman to remain, for 
it was to be a secret ballot. When all was over Mr. Relyea picked 
up the ear trumpet again and informed Mr. Staples that Mr. 
Cross had been unanimously elected Principal. “I hope that it will 
turn out all right,” the old man said, “but you know I wanted the 
Cape Cod man.” 

That evening I called on Mr. Staples, at his request, to talk 
over matters pertaining to the school as a business proposition. 
He had not invited me to supper, he remarked, because his house- 
keeper was away and he could find nothing in the pantry to eat but 
bread and butter and fig pie. He had, however, a cask of excellent 
cider in the cellar and proposed that I should go down and draw a 
pitcherful while he held a candle at the head of the stairs to light 
me to the spigot. I climbed the steep stairway with the cider, ap- 
palled as much as amused by the prospect of having hard cider as 
a companion for another night in Westport. 

As we talked over the cider Mr. Staples’ manner to me mellowed 
noticeably. Yet despite his appeasement he proceeded to drive a 
hard bargain with me, which he said was similar to the one he made 
with Mr, Tufts the year before. Nothing had ever been said about 
the salary I was to receive as Principal. It now turned out that I 
was expected to take over the school on the basis of a sort of part- 
nership with Mr. Staples, He would agree to pay the salary of an 
assistant, who was to be Miss Cynthia H, Whitaker, a competent 
and popular teacher, who had held this position the previous year. 
He was ready also to contribute $600 towards the running expenses 
of the school, and I was to have all the tuition fees which, on an 
anticipated enrollment of sixty students, would amount to $800. 
On the other hand, I was to pay the cost of heating the building, 
estimated at $400, and of a part-time janitor who could be had 
for $300. That is, if all went well, there would be left $700 for my 
services. At this point we began to dicker, a young Yankee against 
an old Yankee, who in the end promised to pay for the janitor. 



90 Connecticut Y anlcee 

The school opened auspiciously on August 81, 1885, with an 
increase in enrollment, owing perhaps to a prospectus of the 
Staples High School (picture of the building and a description of 
courses of study) which was widely distributed in the surrounding 
towns. This improvement in business pleased the old man. Very 
soon I was visiting him for a little while on an evening once a week ; 
and on every Friday afternoon he came down to the school, mid- 
way between Westport and Saugatuck, to see for himself how 
things were going. At the founder’s urgent request, I conducted a 
course in bookkeeping and commercial arithmetic for a group of 
special students during the winter. Mr. Staples did not want the 
school to neglect the boy who was looking forward to a clerkship 
in a store ora bank. 

The main instruction, all the same, was given in the old estab- 
lished studies. I took the courses in Latin and Greek and in geom- 
etry ; and introduced a course in English literature at a time when 
the study of English in high schools rarely extended beyond gram- 
mar and composition. I used to recite or read aloud to the class 
great passages in Shakespeare, Milton, Wordsworth, Byron, 
Keats, and Shelley, and encouraged the boys and girls to commit 
to memory something from every poem they read so that they might 
feel the rhythm of words. Once I asked the class to memorize the 
first twenty-five lines of Milton’s Paradise Lost for the next lesson 
a week after. Nearly all of them stumbled through the twenty-five 
lines. As I was about to dismiss the class, I asked whether anyone 
could go on further. A girl raised her hand and I told her to start 
in. She went on and on, amid first grins and then wonder, until I 
called a halt to ask where the end would be. The end, she replied, 
was the end of the first book — 793 lines. The beautiful verse often 
bogs down into lists of heathen divinities ; but the music of their 
names carried her on. It was a marvelous display of memory such 
as I have never encountered in another of my thousands of stu- 
dents. 

In order to conduct a course in English literature with full 
profit to a class, a few reference books at the very least are neces- 
sary. Not one such book was in the school. There was, for example, 
no encyclopedia, no Webster’s dictionary, either unabridged or 
abridged, no map except an old torn one of Westport. One evening 
I called upon Mr. Staples to lay the situation before him. I found 
the man of thrift sitting in all his glory. He had just taken from a 
coat pocket a large roll of postage stamps which the heat of that 
day had solidly stuck together. While I watched him picking off a 
stamp here and there, I made the impertinent remark that a man 
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of his wealth ought not to be wasting his time on two-cent stamps. 
He said that he was never happier than when he saved not tw r o cents 
but one cent. I ventured the suggestion that if he wet the roll the 
stamps would come off easily. “Yes,” he rejoined, “but what about 
the gum?” I had to admit that he would lose the gum. I smiled as 
I said this and he smiled as he laid aside the damaged stamps. 

I broached the subject of my mission. I told Mr. Staples that 
I wanted to lay the foundation of a little library in the school com- 
prising a few reference books and a hundred or more miscellaneous 
volumes as supplementary reading for the class in English litera- 
ture. The whole would cost $600. After smacking his lips two or 
three times, he said, “I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will give you $300 
if you raise the other $300 from the parents of the students in the 
school.” This seemed to be a hopeless proposal. But at the sugges- 
tion of a friend I called at five o’clock the next day on a generous 
woman who had contributed largely to the building and support 
of Trinity Church, and gave her a full account of my conference 
with Mr. Staples. “That,” she remarked, “is just like Uncle Hor- 
ace,” as she drew a check in my name for $300. “Be sure,” she 
added, “to show the check to Uncle Horace and tell me what he 
says.” An hour later I threw the check on his table. He looked it 
over and askecl me what it was for. I told him what it was for. He 
squirmed in his chair and said he did not suppose that Mrs. Page 
would do anything like that. I assured him that she had done just 
that, and I stayed on until Mr. Staples also did just that. 

The thrifty octogenarian was a skillful if beneficent chiseler. By 
a clever device he had cut down the cost of those books to himself 
from $600 to $300. As he viewed the transaction he had saved 
$300. The device which worked well in procuring books he tried 
out with less success on expenditures in connection with the school 
building. Some of the rooms were left partly unfinished. Whenever 
I asked Mr. Staples how or why this had happened, he always said 
that he was leaving a few things for the town to do when the school 
became its property. 

Once the chisel slipped in his hands. He had intimated that he 
would like to have me arrange for a public celebration of his eighty- 
fifth birthday, to be held at the school on Monday, Pebruary 1, 
the day after his birthday. I duly submitted for his approval a 
program to consist of recitals by the students and addresses in 
his honor by well-known men in and outside Westport. His face 
glowed with delight as I related what I had in mind, only to take 
on a sober hue when I told him that the program could not be 
carried out unless he built a stage in the assembly hall of the school. 
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To this proposal involving an expenditure of $100 or more he is- 
sued a positive, almost angry, No. Nevertheless I went on with 
preparations for the celebration in the expectation that after a 
few days he would see the necessity of having a stage for the exer- 
cises. But a month passed and he still stood adamant. In this crisis 
I took action so daring that I yet wonder at my nerve. I let the job 
out to a contractor, telling him to send the bill to Uncle Horace, 
on the understanding that if he didn’t settle it I would. It so hap- 
pened that Mr. Staples visited the school while the work was going 
on and demanded an explanation. I said that I was in the dilemma 
of having engaged five or six men to come there next week to extol 
what Horace Staples had done for Westport and having no place 
where they could stand high enough to be heard by the audience. 
He asked me who the five or six men were and when I gave him 
their names he was surprised at their prominence. He walked across 
the hall for a short talk with the contractor and when lie came back 
said he would take care of the bill. I learned afterwards that he 
imagined he had got a reduction of $S5 on it, 

The celebration the next week in honor of Mr. Staples and the 
school he had founded was a day of wide interest to the community. 
At noon Mr. Staples gave a dinner to a large group of distin- 
guished guests. Two hours later the assembly hall of the school was 
crowded to the doors with men and women not only of Westport 
but of neighboring towns. The program for the students was so 
devised as to form a comprehensive picture of the work they were 
doing. After that was over, ten or twelve men, one of them from 
as far afield as Stamford, paid their tributes to Mr. Staples in 
five-minute speeches for establishing the first high school in West- 
port; and in behalf of his fellow students the orator among them 
presented Mr. Staples with a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles. But 
the address which commanded the most attention was the octoge- 
narian’s general reply to all the eulogies he had listened to through 
his uplifted ear trumpet. The audience was astonished that he 
could speak so well, for none of us knew that in his youth he at- 
tended the Tree School in Easton, once one of the leading college 
preparatory schools in New England, founded by a distant cousin, 
Samuel Staples, and that for six years afterwards he taught in the 
district schools of the neighborhood. But he really startled us by 
his frank confession of 'the prime error of his long life : 

“All you that hear me today, let me entreat you to resolve to do 
some good at once. Be assured the first good act will lead you to 
want to do good to the end of your days. Be sure and not wait until 



High School Principal 93 

you have seen fourscore years, but act at once and rejoice in doing 
good.” 

A week or two later I put his confession to a test. I told him that 
I wanted to try out a course in elementary physics and chemistry 
which would require some apparatus for simple experiments. He 
inquired, as was his way, how much the apparatus would cost. I 
replied that my estimate was $300. Though the man of thrift tight- 
ened his lips, another man within him authorized me without more 
ado to go ahead. There was no word about splitting the cost with 
somebody else. 

At the end of that academic year I felt that I must leave the 
school to take a fellowship at Yale which would enable me to go on 
with advanced studies in English literature, and to some extent in 
philosophy. On my recommendation Thomas C. Stearns (Yale 
1886) was appointed as my successor. There was at the time some 
comment on the tough, cross, and stern names borne by the first 
three Principals of the Staples High School, though in fact none 
of us wore severe faces. Mr. Tufts, who was to become a Professor 
of Philosophy in the University of Chicago, married Miss Whita- 
ker, the assistant teacher; and Mr. Stearns, who after a while 
shifted from education to a business career, married one of the 
girls under his instruction; while I alone, who refrained from 
flirtations, escaped “fancy-free.” 

My last official meeting with Mr. Staples and his Executive 
Committee took place in a lower room of the High School. They 
had assembled to consider the appointment of my successor and 
to wish me Godspeed. We all sat near shelves filled with the books 
I had procured for a library. In the rear of the room I had ar- 
ranged for their inspection the new apparatus designed to illus- 
trate some of the fundamental principles of physics and mechan- 
ics. Curious to hear what Mr. Staples would say, I picked up a 
vacuum tube containing at one end a feather and a nickel, and, 
tilting the tube, let him see nickel (perhaps it was a dime) and 
feather hit the other end at the very same instant. He was puzzled 
and asked me to explain the trick. I told him that it was no trick, 
for in a vacuum the velocity of all falling bodies is the same. He 
shook his head as if he were displeased with the sad behavior of a 
coin in a contest with a feather. 
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M Y RETURN to Yale in September, 1886, was in 
many ways like returning home. Twelve of my class- 
mates were still in residence as students in the Grad- 
uate and Professional Schools of the University, of 
whom, incredible as it may now seem, seven were enrolled in Theol- 
ogy. Besides these, two other classmates were permanently settled 
in New Haven for business careers. There were also with us several 
Sheffield men of our time with whom we had been closely associated. 
As a body we formed a sort of microcosm of the Class of 1885. As 
’85 men dwindled their places were taken by ’86 and ’87 men with 
whom I was well acquainted, among them William Lyon Phelps, my 
lifelong friend and colleague on the Yale faculty. 

With the march of time my circle of friends grew wider and 
wider. By a curious chance I joined an eating club in a house on 
Wall Street, where as a Freshman five years before I had been fed 
on prunes once or twice a day. It was a large club in which divinity 
students predominated. There was no question now about having 
enough to eat except on one day in the great blizzard of March, 
1888, when we were forced down to a diet of buckwheat griddle- 
cakes flooded with butter and maple syrup. Here in Zion life went 
on smoothly among familiar and new faces amid serious talk re- 
lieved by wit and raillery which sometimes took the form of im- 
provised verses. 

The fellowship to which I was assigned by the faculty of Yale 
College for advanced studies in English literature involved certain 
services which I was to perform under the direction of a member 
of an Executive Committee of the Graduate School, The member 
who first took me under his wing was Hubert A. Newton, Yale’s 
leading Professor of Mathematics, who informed me that I was to 
act as one of the supervisors of Freshman entrance examinations 
and to read all the entrance papers in Latin. To my consternation 
he added that I would be expected to take his class in calculus when- 
ever he was away. I protested that I had only a very slight knowl- 
edge of the subject. After some talk, it was arranged that I Should 
begin the study of calculus at once by myself, with the privilege of 
calling on him for assistance if I met with any difficulties. Meeting 
with difficulties, I called on him many times. Twice I took over his 
class, once for a week in November and again for a week in Febru- 
ary. After that he asked me no more. I grew very fond of Profes- 
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sor Newton, who liked young men. Years afterwards I learned that 
Josiah Willard Gibbs, Yale’s great mathematical physicist, con- 
sulted with him, week by week, sometimes day by clay, while en- 
gaged in epoch-making discoveries in the field of thermodynamics. 

The next year Professor Newton released me to Professor Tracy 
Peck, Yale’s foremost scholar in Latin, who let me alone until a 
few weeks before Commencement, when he asked how I was getting 
along with the essay I was writing for him as my adviser. This was 
the first time, I replied, that I had ever heard of such a requirement 
being attached to the fellowship I then held. Since the time was 
too short to write a suitable essay, I requested that he accept, in 
lieu of an essay, a Latin translation of Lincoln’s “Address at Get- 
tysburg” which I had made when an undergraduate. In the emer- 
gency lie accepted it. 

My translation of Lincoln’s speech on the battlefield of Gettys- 
burg served me well in an hour of need more than forty years 
afterwards when I incorporated part of it in an address before a 
distinguished international audience where others spoke in French, 
German, Italian, and Spanish as well as in Latin and English. I 
quoted Lincoln to show that in some mysterious way the political 
ideals of Cicero and Demosthenes received a new birth in Lincoln’s 
great speech. The occasion was the observance, under the auspices 
of the American Academy of Arts and Letters, of the two thou- 
sandth anniversary of Vergil’s birth. 

Soon after coming into residence as a Graduate Fellow I was 
appointed a proctor, a minor officer of Yale College, just below the 
rank of tutor, whose first duty was to keep in good order the stu- 
dents in the dormitory where he was provided with a suite of rooms. 
It was further understood that a proctor would be available to 
give regular instruction in his own field of study whenever a tutor 
for any reason, such as illness or resignation, dropped out of the 
ranks. Thus for a part of my last two years as proctor I substi- 
tuted for J. Ernest Whitney, a promising young Instructor in 
English who fell a victim to tuberculosis. During the long period 
of anxious suspense, his work was divided between me and Edward 
T. McLaughlin, a brilliant tutor in English. I read half of the 
Sophomore compositions, and met the men individually for con- 
ference. Of Mr. Whitney’s courses of study, I was permitted to 
choose the one in Elizabethan literature. This was my first real 
experience in college teaching. Though it retarded the pace I had 
struck in my own studies, I made up for part of the loss by inten- 
sive work through an intervening summer. 

Thank God, graduate studies in English literature at Yale as 
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elsewhere were not yet organized in specialized courses of which a 
student must take a fixed number, reckoned by lecture or confer- 
ence hours, in order to qualify for a degree. At that time Yale had 
in English only two professors of the first rank — Professor Beers 
of Yale College and Professor Lounsbury of the Sheffield Scientific 
School. A student might choose either of these two men as his re- 
sponsible director. Naturally I chose Professor Beers as he had 
been my former teacher and also because my fellowship was under 
the jurisdiction of the faculty of Yale College. 

His advice (almost a command) was to read, read, read, along 
lines which we agreed upon. On this carefully designed reading 
program I was to take notes and then submit them to him as a basis 
for general discussion as we sat by a little table in his office, some- 
times with cigars. More than once he told me that when I came to a 
great author I should read all his published works, some perhaps 
rapidly, but most of them, in the words of Lord Bacon, “with dili- 
gence and attention.” In short, I should box the compass of the 
principal writers on whom my studies were to be based. 

This view of literary study is well illustrated by a course of read- 
ing which Professor Beers laid out for me in the summer of 1885 
just before my departure for Westport. The program was to cover 
the leading English romantic poets in the first years of the nine- 
teenth century, with Wordsworth as the center. I was to read every- 
thing in the six-volume edition of Wordsworth, not omitting the 
Ecclesiastical Sonnets, so that I might see, I assume, both how high 
the poet could rise, and how low 7 he could sink. I was also to read 
in the same large way, Coleridge, Scott, Southey, Byron, Keats, 
and Shelley. In addition to all this, I was to read a mass of ‘criti- 
cism, serious, light, and humorous, which had grown up around 
these poets while they were still living. This course of reading 
formed a coherent whole, and yet it was so varied in its parts as to 
keep me awake nights after long days of teaching. 

In conference with Mr. Beers it was now decided that I should 
start in on a three-year course in reading, to begin with Eliza- 
bethan literature and to proceed in a wide sweep clown through the 
next two centuries to Wordsworth and his compeers. The first book 
Professor Beers asked me to read, it may be curious to tell, was 
Lyly’s Euphues (1579), whose strange and affected style created 
a sensation in its day. 

When I reached the middle of the eighteenth century, I enlarged 
my field of study still further by including French literature of 
that period, with the result that I chose as the subject of my dis- 



Student in the Yale Graduate School 97 

scrtatian for the Ph.D. degree the interrelations of English and 
French fiction, with some excursions into other literary forms. 

The cosmopolitan urge carried me on into several literatures. I 
learned a little Spanish under Professor William I. Knapp, my 
former instructor in French. I attended Professor Alfred L. Rip- 
ley’s small Senior class in Goethe’s Faust and lyrics ; and with a 
few others was invited to his apartment to read Goethe’s Iphigenie 
and Lessing’s Laoleoon, dealing, by way of contrast, with the art 
of sculpture and the art of literature. In a class with Professor 
George Bendelari I learned enough Italian to read before the year 
was over the most famous cantos in Dante’s Divina Commedia. 
Subsequently I made by myself essentially the same kind of study 
of Dante that I had made of Wordsworth. While I was reading 
Dante and Goethe, a Norwegian Divinity student, named Olaus 
Dahl, awakened my interest in Ibsen and Bjornson, then the con- 
temporary high lights in Norwegian literature. With Mr. Dahl as 
tutor I embarked on Norwegian grammar and went on until I was 
able to make my way through Ibsen’s Brand , which had not yet 
been translated into English. Of this tremendous dramatic poem 
I wrote an account, which two years later appeared in the Arena 
(a magazine long since defunct) for December, 1890. This was 
the first article I ever submitted for publication off the Yale Cam- 
pus. In high glee I flourished the check for $25 in the faces of my 
friends. A little later I contributed an article on Ibsen’s social 
plays to the New Englander and Yale Review, a magazine which 
I was destined to reorganize and edit twenty years after. 

This rather wide reading in various foreign languages, which 
at first satisfied a mere inner craving for knowledge as such, cre- 
ated for me ultimately a good background for the study of all forms 
of English literature in relation to similar forms in other litera- 
tures. It was doubtless a desire to have a look into the foundations 
of literature that led me into philosophy. As an undergraduate 
student I had taken with Professor George T. Ladd a general 
course in philosophy which surveyed the main field from the Greeks 
down through the nineteenth century. Now as a graduate student 
I had an opportunity to look more closely into the philosophy of 
three master minds which have had immense influence on modern 
thought. To each of them a year’s study was devoted, in a course 
of lectures given by Professor Ladd who met the class twice a week. 
In order first came the transcendental philosophy of Kant, with 
its a priori conception of time and space. Then came Lotze, who 
brought into philosophy the fresh mental equipment of a physiolo- 
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gist. He endeavored to reconcile the mechanistic view with the ideal- 
istic view of mail and nature, much as philosophers are still trying 
to do. In this attempt he wrote a booh, called the Microcosmus, of 
more than fourteen hundred pages in the English translation. 
Lotze’s philosophy made a strong appeal to Professor Ladd, the 
theologian, for it appeared to smooth out any apparent contradic- 
tions between science and theism. For me the Microcosmus was an 
almost boundless realm for thinking through as well as I could 
specific questions in science and metaphysics with their literary 
bearings. 

Most interesting to me in those formative years was Schopen- 
hauer’s World as Will and Idea, fifteen hundred pages of it in 
Lord Haldane’s remarkable translation from the German. With 
the thoroughgoing pessimism of Swift and other great writers I 
was familiar ; but in Schopenhauer I was first confronted with pes- 
simism as an uncompromising philosophic system. Up to a certain 
point, Schopenhauer was an idealist like Kant. That is, the world 
of man and nature in which we live and move is, objectively con- 
sidered, only a creation of our own minds ; it is built up from sense 
perceptions which we generalize in consciousness as ideas and ulti- 
mately as one great Idea. But behind this phenomenal existence 
there is something real, which Kant called “the thing in itself” 
without being able to define it. Schopenhauer proceeded to define 
this “thing in itself” as Will, not the will of a conscious spiritual 
being, perhaps a God, such as was assumed by Bishop Bei'keley, 
but unconscious Will working aimlessly through the blind forces 
of nature and the actions of mankind. This is the basis of philo- 
sophic pessimism, pure and simple. Schopenhauer did not make a 
pessimist out of me, but he held my rapt attention by the skill with 
which he developed his metaphysical assumptions and by the wealth 
of his quotations. He ridiculed the claim of Leibnitz that this is 
the best world that God could create out of the materials at hand. 
A world worse than this one, he declared, could not possibly exist. 
It is true, he admitted, that the planets move in harmony in their 
orbits under the force of gravitation, but let there be some disturb- 
ance, however slight, among them, and the whole universe would 
blow up. A very moderate increase in heat would dry up all the 
waters of the earth. Any great alteration in the atmosphere would 
extinguish all life. As it is, misery lies at the foundation of all 
human life. The lower classes work seven days a week in order to 
live ; the middle classes work six days a week and pass the seventh 
day in ennui ; the upper classes, who live in ennui for seven days a 
week, are the most miserable of all. Ennui is misery, At best there 
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is just enough pleasure in life to keep some of us from suicide. Not- 
withstanding the contention that there could be no worse world, I 
felt as I was reading Schopenhauer that he must have been, while 
writing his book, one of the happiest men who ever lived. He was 
too gay in his obiter dicta for a pessimist. For me he was primarily 
a man of letters whose metaphysical gymnastics stirred up the 
muscles of my mind. 



VI. Master of English 

W HEN my graduate studies came to an end, I was 
twenty-seven years old. The time had come for me 
to embark upon the career of teaching English 
as my life work. It was my hope that I might ob- 
tain at once a position which would give me some leisure for miscel- 
laneous writings of a semipopular character. During the last aca- 
demic year when I was conducting one of the courses of Ernest 
Whitney who was ill of tuberculosis at Colorado Springs, I was 
enrolled without the title among Yale Instructors and Assistants 
in Instruction, and was thus in line, as Professor Beers informed 
me, for an appointment as Instructor in English, were one to be 
made for the next academic year. It was decided, however, to ap- 
point a Professor in English of the first rank, who would be able 
to build up the work in Old and Middle English. Negotiations were 
begun with Professor Albert S. Cook of the University of Cali- 
fornia, who wavered for a time but finally ceased from wavering. 
So I was out, and had to wait five years for an invitation to return 
to Yale. 

My proctor’s rooms in Farnam College looked down upon North 
College in the old Brick Row across a narrow strip of the Campus. 
Precisely at eight o’clock in the morning a rather short and stout 
man wearing a silk hat would enter that building. At various times 
through the day he would leave for an hour or two, always to return 
and keep his lights burning at night until the Battell chimes struck 
eleven. Instantly a man rose from his desk, put on coat and hat, and 
the room was in darkness. This man was William R. Harper, pro- 
fessor of Semitic Languages and Biblical Literature, soon to be 
the first President of the rejuvenated University of Chicago. Dur- 
ing my last year in the Graduate School he seemed to be a good 
deal interested in my future. On reading an essay of mine, never 
published, on the medieval Jews as one of the avenues through 
which ancient learning caine down into modern times, he urged me 
to concentrate my literary studies on the English Bible. This ad- 
vice, though never carried out in the way he intended, did have its 
effect, years afterwards, when I helped to have parts of the Old 
Testament introduced as an elective into the curriculum of pre- 
paratory schools., 

One day Professor Harper remarked that if I were unable to 
find an opening as instructor in a good college, I might well con- 
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siller, for the time being at least, a position in a good preparatory 
school. Then he told me about Shady Side Academy in the suburbs 
of Pittsburgh, the Principal of which was a friend of his. There 
were then two vacancies in the staff of instructors — one in Latin, 
which he thought would be taken by James J. Robinson, a Prince- 
ton man who had a Ph.D. degree from Yale, and the other in Eng- 
lish which was still available. In the circumstances this position 
rather appealed to me. It seemed to me that it might be a good 
thing to get out of New England for a while and see how people 
lived beyond the Alleghenies in Pittsburgh, which I had often heard 
described as lurid as “hell with the roof off.” On Professor Har- 
per’s recommendation I received a conditional appointment as 
Master of English in Shady Side Academy. Before making the 
appointment irrevocable the Principal wrote that he wanted to have 
a conference with me. In less diplomatic language I replied that I 
should like to look him and the school over also. Plis name was 
Crabbe (William R.), a name which might be indicative of a 
temperament more difficult than my own. 

I made the trip to Pittsburgh by daylight, in order to get a view 
of the devastation wrought by the flood at Johnstown three weeks 
before. Mr. Crabbe met me at the station and took me to the home 
of Oliver McClintock, a Yale man who then had two sons in col- 
lege, Norman and Walter, whom I had met in conference on their 
English compositions. As a guest of the McClintocks, who intro- 
duced me to their friends, I remained in Pittsburgh for several days 
to supervise the examination of candidates for entrance to the Y ale 
Preshman class. In the meantime my appointment received the ap- 
proval of the trustees and faculty of the Academy. There was, 
however, some disappointment over my church affiliations. Prin- 
cipal Crabbe and Mr. John C. Sharpe, the second in command, 
both graduates of Wooster College, an excellent Presbyterian in- 
stitution out in Ohio, were ardent Presbyterians in a Presbyterian 
community. They seemed to think that God was a Presbyterian. 
Still, they conceded that an Episcopalian might be a Christian. 
The shadow passed and I left for home in a happy mood. 

That summer, on July 17, 1889, I married Helen Baldwin 
Avery, a daughter of William Burrill Avery, a veteran of the 
Civil War, and of Helen Mar Baldwin of Mansfield. The marriage 
ceremony was performed in the house of her parents in Williman- 
tie, Connecticut, by the Reverend S. R. Free, a former pastor of 
the Congregational Church there, who had turned Unitarian un- 
der the influence of Mrs. Humphry Ward’s Robert Eisner e. My 
wife, who followed Shakespeare’s advice to take for her husband 
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a man a little older than herself, belonged to the family of Averys 
who had settled in early colonial times in Groton, Connecticut, 
where she was born, September 3, 1864. The Averys all descended 
from one of the founders of Groton, Capt. James Avery, who 
fought in the Indian Wars and took a conspicuous part in the civil 
affairs of the town and colony, as friend and companion of John 
Winthrop, Jr., Governor of Connecticut. 

The friendship between Helen Avery and myself began many 
years before we thought of marriage. We were students together 
in the old Natchaug School, where we learned our elementary phys- 
ics and chemistry out of a book bearing the name of a kinsman of 
hers. That manual called Natural Philosophy had a strange in- 
troduction on the care of the eyes, which Principal Welch advised 
us to read and remember. My eyes, which were then farseeing, often 
wandered across the room where Helen had her seat. Whether it 
was love at first sight or at second sight, I do not remember. It was 
a happy marriage of one Yankee to another with enough difference 
in temperament to keep the household alive. 

The week before we were to leave for Pittsburgh in September 
I received telegrams from the President of the University of Kan- 
sas offering first to appoint me as an Instructor and two days later 
as an Assistant Professor of English. I was thus confronted with 
a situation which might determine my ultimate as well as my im- 
mediate career and which, at the same time, I felt involved a ques- 
tion of honor, for I had made no reservations when I accepted the 
position in Shady Side Academy. I suggested a compromise to the 
President of the University of Kansas, which was that I would 
come 'to him the next year. This was impossible, he replied, as an 
immediate addition to his English staff was imperative. It was now 
or never. So I never went to Kansas. 

On the way to Pittsburgh, we passed a week end in Philadelphia 
with the family of a cousin, James, the youngest son of Marcus 
Cross, who had spent his life in attempts to dethrone King Alcohol. 
They were all ardent admirers of John Wanamaker, who had re- 
cently been appointed Postmaster General in President Harrison’s 
Cabinet. Mr. Wanamaker I saw in action not as a distributor 
of political patronage but as a religious enthusiast in the role 
of Superintendent of the Bethany Presbyterian Sunday School. 
Standing on a round platform in the middle of an auditorium he 
led an immense throng of men, women, and children in singing 
Gospel hymns until the roof rang, while he kept turning round 
on the platform, looking here and looking there, waving his arms 
and swinging high his hymn book. The performance resembled, I 
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daresay, the song fests conducted by Ira I). Sankey in his early 
days before he became associated with Dwight Moody, the great 
evangelist; only, if my memory is clear, there were no solos. When 
it was over, the audience divided into groups who marched into ad- 
joining rooms for a study of the Bible lesson of the day. I attended 
Mr. Wanamaker’s class, of which my cousin was a member, was 
introduced to him, and listened to his fervent exposition of a pas- 
sage in the New Testament. 

When we reached Pittsburgh, on someone’s recommendation we 
took temporary lodgings in the family of a Mr. Sankey who was 
a cousin of Ira. This Mr. Sankey could not sing any more than I 
could, but his daughter had the voice of a lark. He told me the 
story of his kinsman’s life from childhood upward, remarking by 
the way that he was no evangelist like Ira; nor had he made so 
much money ; in fact he was nearly down and out. 

On a Sunday morning an incident occurred which corroborated 
to some extent what he had related of himself. Being out of cigars 
that morning, I went across the street to buy a few at a drugstore. 
I returned without any and without even seeing any, for the cigar 
case was covered with a dark cloth and the clerk informed me that 
it was against the law to sell cigars on Sunday. When I told this 
to Mr. Sankey, he laughed and said the trouble is that you are not 
yet known in these parts. He took my money, went out, and in a 
few minutes came back with a bunch of long, loosely rolled, cheap 
cigars having the strength of a Samson. While I was trying to 
smoke one, he remarked that the Sunday sale of alcoholic liquors 
was also prohibited in Pittsburgh, but there w r ere speakeasies all 
over the city. My new acquaintance, who had a thirsty look, offered 
to take me to a speakeasy down the street so that I might see what 
one was. I drew the line at that. I still see a face writ all over with 
disappointment. 

That year Shady Side Academy opened with a larger enrollment 
than ever before and with two new instructors besides myself; 
Dr. Robinson of Princeton in Latin and William Z. Morrison of 
Cornell in Science. Somewhat later came Hermann J . Schmitz, 
widely known for bis success in teaching German in the summer 
school at Chautauqua. These new instructors, who outnumbered 
the other members of the faculty, naturally exerted a great influ- 
ence towards a revision of the curriculum of the school in those 
respects which all of us regarded as desirable if not necessary. The 
students for whom the curriculum was designed formed a homo- 
geneous body in that all of them were drawn from around Pitts- 
burgh and its environs, and nearly all of them were preparing for 
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college with Princeton and Yale in the lead. My work, more com- 
prehensive than that of others, covered all the six Forms or six 
classes. In the first two Forms I subjected the boys to an intensive 
study of English grammar, relieved by miscellaneous reading 
which was to increase in amount as the class moved forward through 
the upper Forms. No such course in English literature was then 
required for entrance to college, and as a consequence none was yet 
provided, as a rule, in the great preparatory schools. Harvard and 
Cornell, however, were beginning to ask some English literature 
of candidates for admission. They were the pioneers. Princeton 
prescribed only an essay on any subject which a candidate might 
elect. This was no real test, for the essay might be written in ad- 
vance under the direction of an instructor and then be tommitted 
to memory by the candidate. The Sheffield Scientific School pre- 
scribed an examination in English grammar, with a question on 
the distinction between strong and weak verbs about which few 
boys had ever heard anything unless they had read W. D. Whit- 
ney’s “English Grammar.” Yale College prescribed no examina- 
tion in English of any kind. Not until 1894 did colleges agree gen- 
erally on a requirement in English literature. When that time 
came graduates of Shady Side Academy were ready for it by five 
years of reading in English and American literature. 

It also fell to my lot to give the instruction in English and 
American history, which I treated, in a measure, as the background 
of English and American literatures. And besides that I often took 
in hand for a few weeks students who were preparing for their col- 
lege entrance examinations in French. I have undertaken many 
and various jobs in a long life. In some I have failed. In others I 
have met reasonable expectations. I like to think about the job I 
performed as Master of English in Shady Side Academy because 
it has the air of completeness in that no student who came under 
my instruction and entered college while I was there failed to pass 
his college entrance examination in English or history or French. 
That was a clean record which now awakens my admiration ! 

I was hardly settled as a teacher of boys before I was giving talks 
on literary and semiliterary subjects before various adult organi- 
zations. One which I carefully wrote out as an address on “What 
and How to Read” I was asked to repeat several times. The New 
York World had just come out with a Sunday edition of twenty- 
six pages, at a time when eight or twelve pages was the rule for 
most Sunday newspapers. One of the questions I raised was what 
should a reader do with a monstrosity or octopus of this kind? This 
address led to a request by a group of young women who had grad- 
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uated from college or “finished” in a “female seminary” for a class 
to guide them in their reading. The class, when it materialized, 
consisted of some twenty-five women, ten of whom were in middle 
life. For them I laid out a course in Shakespeare, meeting them 
once a week for twenty weeks for a lecture and a free-for-all dis- 
cussion of one play at a time. The next year we chose Charles Eliot 
Norton’s beautiful and exact translation of Dante’s Divine Com- 
edy which opened a new world for them. The third year we decided 
upon English poetry of the nineteenth century. Then at last came 
a series of twenty lectures on the great English novelists from 
Defoe to Meredith, which made an appeal to large audiences. 
These lectures on the novel were all written out and adjusted to 
one another in such a way as to indicate the general development 
of English fiction for two centuries through romance and realism. 
Without being quite aware of it, I had now designed in rough out- 
line a book which might be made good enough sometime for publi- 
cation. 

Besides these four series of lectures, I accepted numerous invi- 
tations for short informal talks before audiences of all sorts run- 
ning from schools and church clubs to after-dinner speeches in 
which I tried to be humorous. On such occasions I was rather likely 
to run up against the Reverend George Hodges, of Calvary Epis- 
copal Church, an eloquent preacher and a prime mover in measures 
for promoting the intellectual and social welfare of all classes of 
people within and without his large parish. I often had to warm 
my brain up to alert action, for Dr. Hodges liked to start a debate. 
He had a lively sense of humor. Every winter he gave at his eve- 
ning services a series of informal sermons (which were not ser- 
mons) on a wide range of subjects. One evening in announcing that 
the plates would now be passed for the offering, he entertained his 
congregation with a preliminary discourse on three-cent pieces 
which, he remarked, the United States Government seems to have 
coined especially for my congregation, for several thousand three- 
cent pieces (he reported the exact number) had been dropped on 
the plates during the last year. Amid some show of merriment in 
the congregation he expressed a sincere hope that this practice 
might now end.Tt is true, he conceded, that a three-cent piece looks 
like a dime in a dim light, but when daylight comes it is only a three- 
cent piece. The next Sunday evening he announced that not one 
three-cent piece was discovered on the plates the week before. 

My classes and addresses were an incentive towards literary stud- 
ies that carried me far afield during the long summer vacations 
which were passed in Willimantic and Gurleyville by the village 
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store, still a center of gossip and tales of rural life. There in ray 
grandfather’s house, where my mother was yet living, I read to the 
end Dante’s Divina Commedia and translations of his other works 
and his letters. There also, my curiosity being awakened by Wil- 
liam Morris’ “Sigurd the Volsung” and “The Earthly Paradise,” 
which I was to assign to my class of young women, I learned enough 
Old Icelandic to read some of the Sagas and the Younger Edda. I 
was fascinated by the simple, direct storytelling of the old Norse- 
men, with here and there a dramatic episode, just as people talk 
who arc not trying to build up an artificial climax such as sophisti- 
cated writers strain for. It was not the literature of conscious art. 
It was the literature of “an art that nature makes.” At the same 
time I learned enough modern Icelandic to read, with difficulty, a 
few charming contemporary peasant stories and little folk plays 
which were then being performed all over Iceland in barns and 
sheds temporarily made into theaters. Coming under the influence 
of Gerhard H. Balg, of the University of Wisconsin, I also turned 
to reading for a season the existing fragments of the translation of 
the Bible into Gothic made by Bishop Ulfilas in the fourth century 
of the Christian Era. Here I acquired some knowledge of an old 
Germanic language antedating in its literary monuments our own 
Anglo-Saxon. After summer studies like these, with a little after- 
noon work in the hayfields and visits to the Connecticut shore, we 
returned to our friends in Pittsburgh. 

Among our Pittsburgh friends were Joseph R. Hunter, an eld- 
erly merchandise broker, and his wife Cornelia, who was an elder 
half-sister of Mrs. H. C. Erick. One evening my wife reported to 
me that Mrs. Hunter had proposed that we join them in renting a 
commodious brick house and running it on a cooperative basis with 
a young woman as housekeeper. Under this arrangement we passed 
a happy year together, but at the end of that time it seemed best 
for Helen and me to go our own way. Soon afterwards our first 
child was born, and named after his father. 

Mr. Hunter was seventy-five years old while I was but thirty. 
Like myself he was a Democrat who swore by the ashes of the 
Democratic party, out of which, he used to say, had risen Grover 
Cleveland. Though not a college man he was among the best in- 
formed men I ever knew. His education came from long experience 
with men. He lived, as it were, two lives, one in the immediate pres- 
ent and one in the memory of the past, both functioning together. 
He still dressed much as he had dressed when a young man before 
the Civil W ar, except that he had laid aside the stock. On rising 
from the breakfast table, he always took a pinch of snuff, and then 
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in silk hat and Prince Albert coat he boarded a trolley for his office 
in town. Every morning he called at a bucket shop where he specu- 
lated on a few shares of stock, usually taking the short side of the 
market, and then made his rounds among his customers, the whole- 
sale merchants, who bought through him as their agent molasses 
and other heavy goods. Before leaving for home in the afternoon 
he again visited his bucket shop to collect his gains or pay his 
losses. When he greeted me on his return home he usually carried, 
under one arm, where it would stick, a copy of yesterday’s New 
York Evening Post , which he read religiously for E. L. Godkin’s 
editorials, the best in the world, he said, and for shrewd guesses on 
the way the stock market was likely to go the next week, up or 
down. 

After dinner we walked into another room by ourselves, where 
he took his evening pinch of snuff, sometimes remarking that the 
only proper way to use tobacco is to snuff it. This was a prelim- 
inary act of grace before lighting a cigar with me for an hour’s 
talk, running back, if I could lead him that way, into fifty years 
of political history as he had actually observed it. He particularly 
liked to go into details on presidential elections. He well remem- 
bered, for instance, the hard cider campaign of 184>0 when the 
Whig candidate, William Henry Harrison, the military hero of 
Tippecanoe, was swept into office, only to die a month after his in- 
auguration. During the campaign of 1818 Gen. Winfield Scott, 
the Whig candidate of Mexican War fame, made a speech in Pitts- 
burgh, he said, from the deck of his steamer to a group of German 
and Irish longshoremen, whose votes he won by telling them how 
much he loved “the sweet German accent” and “the rich Irish 
brogue.” 

As correspondent of a Pittsburgh newspaper, Mr. Hunter spent 
some time in Washington during the administration of President 
Buchanan and heard the angry debates in the Senate over the 
extension of slavery into Kansas. He was sitting in the Senate gal- 
lery when, sometime after the electipn of Abraham Lincoln, Sena- 
tor John C. Breckinridge, the silver-tongued orator of Kentucky, 
made an eloquent speech justifying secession and the Senators 
from the South rose from their seats and with Senator Breckin- 
ridge at their head silently walked out of the Senate Chamber, 
leaving the spectators breathless. I sat breathless, too, when I 
heard Mr. Hunter describe the scene. 

By 1893 there was considerable uneasiness among the new in- 
structors in Shady Side Academy. They felt very insecure in 
their positions, and the promise of later advancement looked 
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equally dubious. Two of them resigned. Their places were easily 
filled at lower salaries, not with Yale or Princeton men, but from 
a list of candidates recommended by a teachers’ agency. When I 
came up for my annual appointment for the academic year 1898- 
94, I asked for a moderate raise in salary, which was denied. I 
was told bluntly to take the position on the old terms or to leave 
it, just as I preferred. I decided to take it, on the psychological 
ground that it is easier to go from one job to another than from 
no job at all. My hope was that by 1894 something else would 
turn up. 

Andrew Carnegie had given Pittsburgh a million dollars for 
a library which was building in Schenley Park. The management 
he placed in the hands of a large committee with most of whose 
members I was well acquainted. To try out my chances for ap- 
pointment as librarian I canvassed them all and met in general 
with a cordial reception. 

My last conference was with Henry Clay Frick, head of the 
Carnegie Steel Company, whom I had never met. The year be- 
fore, during the terrible Homestead strike, an anarchist had 
brushed past an office boy into Mr. Frick’s private room with 
the intent to kill him. He put two bullets into Mr. Frick’s neck 
and slashed him with a dagger in leg, thigh, and side before he 
could be overpowered. As a result Mr. Frick was guarded by de- 
tectives and a large office force on the Saturday morning when I 
entered the anteroom of his offices in the Carnegie Building to 
keep an eleven o’clock appointment which had been made for me 
by Mrs. Frick. When I told a clerk, who stood behind a grated 
window, that I had an appointment with Mr. Frick, he replied 
that there must be some mistake, Mr. Frick was very busy and 
could see no one. I protested and urgently requested that my card 
be taken in to him. There was some whispering among the clerks. 
Mr. Frick’s secretary was called in ; he looked at the card, looked 
at me, and immediately conducted me through sfeveral doors into 
the sanctum where his chief sat at a desk with a telephone at 
his ear. Mr. Frick beckoned me to a chair by his side. It was 
unnecessary for me to announce my mission, for he already knew 
what it was. For two hours we sat there and talked; I told 
him of my interviews with his colleagues on the Library Com- 
mittee, of what they said and what I thought their attitude was 
towards my candidacy. Then the conversation turned to art, of 
which Mr. Frick knew more than I, and to literature, of which 
I knew more than Mr. Frick. During those two hours there was 
an interruption every two or three minutes. The telephone rang 
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or a secretary came in with an inquiry. Invariably somebody at 
the steel works wanted to know what to do. Never did Mr. Prick 
say that he would have to think about it. He always replied im- 
mediately. 

I left his office amused, happy, and edified. Tall, slight, wiry, 
I had been taken at first for an anarchist. I had looked in on 
what Mr. Carnegie called “the empire of business” and had a 
long talk with the man who ruled over one wide realm of that 
empire. The memory of that scene was with me when in after 
years it fell to my lot to administer the affairs of a University 
Dean and the State of Connecticut. 

Still uncertain of my future, I attended the Yale Commence- 
ment of 1891. There under the tent by Old Alumni Hall I met 
Professor Lounsbury of the Sheffield Scientific School, who was 
complaining, not too seriously, that Professor Beers, who was sit- 
ting by, had stolen “Dolly” Smith, his one instructor in English, 
for the College. There was some give-and-take over the theft, 
during which Beers remarked, “Here’s Cross, what about him 
for Dolly’s place?” Lounsbury, turning to me, remarked, “You 
may have it if you want it.” I took him up then and there. That 
day, Wednesday, June 27, 1891, was a red letter day in my 
career. 

A fortnight later, as soon as I had cut loose from Pittsburgh 
entanglements, including my candidacy for the office of a li- 
brarian, I was duly appointed Instructor in English in the Shef- 
field Scientific School of Yale University. The next time I saw 
Professor Lounsbury he cooled my enthusiasm somewhat by say- 
ing that my appointment was for one academic year only, sub- 
ject, however, to renewal if all went well. The only assurance 
he could give me, he added equivocally, was that “Yale is a good 
place to go from.” 

The five years in Shady Side Academy among friends in and 
out of the school have long since become a pleasant background 
in my memories. Incidents of those days I sometimes relive in my 
dreams, out of which I wake, never in distress, but with a sense 
of contentment. Since then a young woman who attended my 
Pittsburgh lectures, Elizabeth Moorhead, has described in her 
family history ( Whirling Spindle ) her impressions of Helen and 
myself when she first saw us at a dinner party given by her 
mother : “Wilbur Lucius Cross came, a quiet and I think a rather 
shy young man, bringing with him his charming bride, Helen 
Avery, whose pink cheeks were like wild roses. She was like a 
flower, indeed, in her freshness and simplicity,” Helen retained 
her beauty 'to the end. But somehow I lost my shyness. 



VII. Instructor in English 

P” V ^HE ways of fate are dark and peculiar. Educated in 
Sj the strict classical traditions of Yale College, I found 
p myself at the age of thirty-two thrown at one fell 

-JsL swoop into a scientific environment. No one who has 
not lived through it can understand the antagonisms then bris- 
tling between the old and the new system of education. When I 
was an undergraduate, faculty and students of Yale College, 
with few exceptions, were afflicted with a superiority complex, 
the manifestations of which were resented, not too openly, by 
faculty and students of the Sheffield Scientific School. “Darkest 
Sheff” was a glib half-humorous phrase heard everywhere, ap- 
propriated from Stanley’s Darkest Africa where no light of the 
sun ever penetrates the deep jungles. Moreover, Sheff, because 
it had no chapel for morning prayers, was reputed to be a hot- 
bed of agnosticism. 

As for myself, I never took this feeling of superiority very seri- 
ously, for I had several friends in Sheff who told me about what 
they were doing. With one of them I visited a chemistry labora- 
tory and saw a large group of students engaged in experimental 
work under the direction of a body of instructors and assistants 
with a professor at their head. This was something different from 
committing chemical formulas to memory and watching a lecturer 
perform a few spectacular experiments. In that laboratory I had 
a look into a world of which I had hitherto known nothing. Like- 
wise while I was laboring with mathematical astronomy I spent, 
by invitation, hours on bright nights in viewing the planets 
through a telescope in the tower of Sheffield Hall. That was my 
first glimpse of the universe. 

The German dictionary and the little grammar and reader 
which my class used in beginning German, I observed, bore on 
their title pages the name of William Dwight Whitney, Amer- 
ica’s most distinguished Sanskrit scholar, who conducted Sheff’s 
courses in German and French. And I always took notice when 
William H. Brewer, Professor of Agriculture, was to give a pub- 
lic lecture on his experiences in California in the old days of the 
Vigilance Committee or to tell of visits to Panama or to Nicaragua 
(where in his opinion the Canal should be built) . Once I went 
over to North Sheffield Hall to listen to an address on wages 
and profits by Francis A. Walker, President of the Massachu- 
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setts Institute of Technology, and formerly Professor of Politi- 
cal Economy and History in the Sheffield Scientific School, where 
he had succeeded Daniel Coit Gilman, then President of Johns 
Hopkins University. In the same lecture room, too, I was fas- 
cinated by a literary address by Edmund W. Gosse, who, while 
in New Haven on an American tour, was the guest of Professor 
Lounsbury. 

The question may well be asked why Lounsbury and other men 
in the humanistic studies formed a conspicuous part of the fac- 
ulty of a scientific school. It is an interesting story which Russell 
H. Chittenden has related at large in his History of the Shef- 
field Scientific School of Yale University. 

The School had its humble origin as far back as 1847 in a 
little chemical laboratory set up in the old and abandoned house 
of the President of Yale College on a corner of the Campus 
where the grass was allowed to grow high. Five years later ex- 
perimental chemistry was reinforced by civil engineering which 
found a home on the fourth floor of the old College Chapel. These 
two scientific departments or schools grew apace and in I860 
were brought together under one roof by the financial assistance 
of Joseph Earl Sheffield, a wealthy and fax-seeing promoter of 
railroad construction, who bought, made over, enlarged, and 
equipped for the combined schools a commodious building on the 
corner of Grove and Prospect Streets, formerly owned by a medi- 
cal institution which had chosen a site near the historic Grove 
Street Cemetery. In recognition of Mr. Sheffield’s benefactions, 
which included an endowment, the School was named after him. 
During the next decade the School rapidly expanded until it in- 
cluded most of the departments in applied science, as then un- 
derstood. Men of unusual ability were appointed to all the pro- 
fessorships, who had obtained their training in the laboratories 
of the best scientific minds of Germany and other countries of 
Europe. In 1866 a chair of paleontology was established, the 
first in the United States, to which was appointed Othniel C. 
Marsh, who soon took his place among the foremost men of sci- 
ence in liis generation. I used to look upon this magnificent man 
with that awe which only youth can feel. 

With these men of science were associated humanists of a pro- 
gressive type, some of whose names I have mentioned — Whitney, 
Gilman, and later Walker. Both groups were in agreement that 
specialized woi-k in science should he preceded by or carried along 
with a wide range of studies in the modern languages and litera- 
tures, in history, economics, and government. They held to three 
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years of Latin as a requirement for entrance but discarded Greek 
as too remote for education in a new age. English grammar and 
composition they regarded as an essential study for every boy 
either in school or college. To this they added practice m public 
speaking such as declamation and debate, which were called “ora- 
tory.” But so far as I have been able to discover, neither they nor 
the faculty of any college in the United States provided a course 
in English literature apart from historical manuals until Louns- 
bury came on the scene; he once told me that during his four 
years as an undergraduate in Yale College he never heard the 
name of any English or American man of letters mentioned in the 
classroom. That was the age of Tennyson and Browning, Dick- 
ens and Thackeray, Longfellow, Whittier, Emerson and Haw- 
thorne. 

When Lounsbury was invited to become an Instructor in Eng- 
lish Composition in Shelf he made one condition, which was that 
he should be permitted to give a course in English literature also, 
beginning perhaps with Chaucer and coming down through 
Shakespeare and later writers. The condition was immediately 
accepted, with particular enthusiasm, Director Brush long after- 
wards informed me, by Gilman, Lounsbury began his course in 
modern English writers in September, 1870, and succeeded so 
well that be was appointed a professor of the first rank beginning 
with the next academic year. This in brief is the story of how 
modern English literature first found its way into the curriculum 
of institutions of higher learning. It came through a scientific 
school which was breaking the fetters of an educational system 
centuries old. During the next two decades, Mrs. Lounsbury liked 
to tell me, college professors from all parts of the country used 
to visit her husband’s classroom to see “how he did it.” Beers 
learned from Lounsbury. 

To describe more clearly the scene of Lounsbury’s experiments 
it should be stated that all instruction in the Sheffield Scientific 
School was organized on a group system. There was, for example, 
a prescribed group of studies for men specializing in chemistry 
and another prescribed group of studies for men in civil en- 
gineering, though there was necessarily much overlapping in the 
fundamental sciences for all the groups in pure and applied sci- 
ence. Lounsbury put all Freshmen, whatever their group, through 
a stiff course in the history of the English language, and wrote 
for their use an admirable book to which I have referred. The 
next year he took them in English composition and literature. In 
this course he let the students choose their own composition sub- 



Instructor in English 113 

jects, warning them, however, not to make too free use of the 
New American Cyclopedia, for he himself had written most of the 
literary articles in that valuable work. More important still, he 
set an example for his successors, not always followed by them, 
of actually reading all compositions submitted to him and then 
of meeting in private conference the students who wrote them. 

The main stage, however, upon which Lounsbury played his 
revolutionary role was in the group called for short the Select 
Course, in which an even balance was struck between the funda- 
mental natural sciences in one scale and language, literature, his- 
tory, and the social sciences in the other. It was with this group, 
organized in 1860, that Professor Lounsbury introduced his long 
course in English literature extending over a period of two years. 
With this addition, the Select Course was lifted to the plane of 
a liberal college of a new type in which Latin and Greek were 
displaced by French and German ; and chemistry and physics 
with other experimental sciences were accorded conspicuous rec- 
ognition. In all essentials the curriculum of the Select Course 
corresponded with the ideal of a liberal education which Huxley, 
the Darwinian, was soon advocating in his Lay Sermons for 
Great Britain. 

When I accepted the position of Instructor as assistant to Pro- 
fessor Lounsbury, nothing was said about what would be expected 
of me. On this subject I was to have an entertaining conversa- 
tion with him, which I well remember, though I can here give 
only a brief outline of it. “I want you to take,” he said, “the short 
Freshman course in the history of the English language and 
when that is over to take the second year men in English com- 
position, meeting with the various divisions once a week. Is that 
satisfactory P” I replied that it was. When I inquired whether 
there was any special method he wished me to follow in teaching 
composition he said: “Go your own way. I have wasted the better 
part of twenty years in reading compositions, and now I am 
passing the job on to you. Good students learn of themselves 
from their reading how to express their ideas. You can be of 
some help to them in the matter of details and in comment on 
the manner in which they develop their themes. That is all. But 
poor students, who are in the majority, are hopeless, The only 
thing you can do for them is to get them to read in the hope that 
they may learn something which they will want to say.” 

I asked whether he thought it advisable to place a rhetoric in 
the hands of the students to guide them in good usage. Where- 
upon Lounsbury proceeded to knock down by name a half dozen 
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rhetoricians, no one of whom was qualified to say what was good 
usage, no one of whom had any knowledge of the history of the 
English language, no one of whom had ever written a readable 
book. I should never have asked the question had I ever heard 
of the remark he made some years before on rhetoricians at a 
time when all through the Middle West small colleges were 
springing up under the name of universities. “Just as men who 
don’t have money enough to found a college,” he said, “found 
a university, so men who haven’t brains enough to write a gram- 
mar write a rhetoric.” 

Naturally I was very much pleased when Lounsbury an- 
nounced that after a talk with Beers he had decided to let me 
give the first half of his two-year course in English literature. 
That is, I was to have Chaucer, as much of Spenser as the class 
or myself could stand, Bacon’s essays, and as many of Shake- 
speare’s plays as there might be time for. At that point, some- 
where in Shakespeare, he would take over the course. Again, I 
put in another heedless question and got a tart reply. I asked 
him whether I should be content with a modernized pronuncia- 
tion of Chaucer’s language or adopt Chaucer’s own pronuncia- 
tion. Quick came the sharp retort : “If you know how the English 
language was pronounced in Chaucer’s time, you are the only 
man who knows. But if you want to adopt that sort of bastard 
pronunciation of Chaucer now current, you are perfectly free 
to do so.” 

As I was about to leave him after our first conference I in- 
quired whether he had ever written anything on the teaching of 
English literature. He silently rummaged through drawers and 
dusty bookshelves and handed me the New Englander for Octo- 
ber, 1870, containing an essay by him entitled “The Study of 
English,” in which he outlined the method of study of English 
language and literature that he was trying out as a first experi- 
ment. It included a gay condemnation of Thomas B. Shaw’s Com- 
plete Manual of English Literature. After citing three instances 
where Shaw had given grossly inaccurate accounts of poems and 
plays, he remarked that if we may generalize from three ex- 
amples, Shaw never read any of the books he has described ! With- 
out the slightest doubt Lounsbury rescued the study of English 
literature at second hand from untrustworthy historical manuals, 
of which Shaw’s hook was then the most popular. 

On my first appearance in September, 1894, to begin work I 
discovered that I had been appointed Instructor in English by 
the authorities, “sight unseen.” While I was walking with Pro- 
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lessor Lounsbury in front of Sheffield Hall, we met Director 
George J . Brush, a distinguished mineralogist, to whom he in- 
troduced me. The Director remarked that he thought it was 
about time for him to see the man whom he had appointed. A 
day or two later, when the results of the September entrance ex- 
aminations had been reported, the Director called Lounsbury 
and me into his office for a conference. He was greatly disturbed 
over the increase in the enrollment in the School by almost a 
hundred over the previous year. He wondered particularly how 
so many men could be handled in English. Though there was some 
talk about a part-time assistant for me, I quickly understood 
that the proposal, not quite expressed, was that I should go it 
alone, with a slight increase in salary. Without any ado I ac- 
cepted, which meant that I should have under my instruction 
two large divisions in English literature of the Select Course, an 
extra division two hours a week in Freshman English, and two 
hundred men of the Junior class in English composition for two 
thirds of the year. It was a big job. 

I well recall the first faculty meeting I attended. It was held 
in the vaulted library room on the top story of Sheffield Hall. On 
each side of a long table, with the Director at the head, sat the 
professors of the first rank who comprised the Governing Board. 
At a distance behind the long table were chairs so arranged for 
the rest of us that we faced the backs of the nearest row of the 
demigods, among whom the scientific men, like their predecessors, 
were nearly all members of the National Academy of Science. 
Here in one room were my new colleagues whom I looked at with 
a curious eye. 

The days of that first year passed pleasantly. I was early ad- 
mitted to the Graduates Club of which Professor Lounsbury was 
then president. In that large company I came into intimate asso- 
ciation with members of all the faculties of the University and 
with professional and businessmen of the city. The friendships 
I formed there have had a most important bearing on my career 
in the University and in public affairs. The free talk at the Grad- 
uates Club on all subjects became from the very first an essential 
part of my education. It cleared my mind of cobwebs. 

There were times when, for all my University friends, I felt 
shut in from the outside world. The amount of instruction I had 
undertaken stood in the way of public addresses such as I had 
given while at Shady Side Academy. One address, however, I 
gave in a general course of lectures under the auspices of the 
Sheffield Scientific School on the suggestion of Lounsbury who 
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evidently wanted to sec what I could do in that line. I took as 
my subject George Eliot, revamping for the purpose an address 
which I had repeated several times in Pittsburgh the winter be- 
fore. This time I had the pleasure of being mistaken for some- 
body else. On entering the lecture hall I was amazed at the sight. 
Not only were the seats filled but men and women were standing 
in the rear and along the side walls. I walked down the middle 
aisle in full dress and mounted the platform. Directly in front of 
me there sat a row of clergymen. There was no introduction. I 
began reading my address in the best manner I could command. 
In forty-five minutes it was all over except for the applause. 

As I stepped from the platform the clergy, one by one, took 
me by the hand, “Glad to meet you, Mr. Cross.” I could under- 
stand a cordial greeting from the clergy, for I was a very moral 
young man in looks, and, as quoted in a morning newspaper, I 
had said : “The lesson Geoi'ge Eliot teaches us is that our salva- 
tion is to listen to the call of duty. She insists on the awful re- 
sponsibility of the individual to society . . But the great 
mystery still remained: Why so many people? The next day 
when I met on the street a daughter of Director Brush, who con- 
gratulated me on the fine audience, I said that I had wondered 
why so many people came out to hear a lecture on George Eliot 
by an unknown stripling. With a smile she replied that she won- 
dered, too, until she heard a woman sitting near her say to an- 
other as I came on the platform: “That ain’t George Eliot’s 
husband, lie’s too young for that.” So that was it, and we laughed 
together. Wilbur Cross had been mistaken for Walter Cross, who 
had married George Eliot. Of all my addresses none has ever 
given me greater satisfaction. 

It was the custom to invite young Instructors, believed to be 
competent, to give a course in the Graduate School. Encouraged 
by Professor Lounsbury I announced for the college year 1895- 
96 a course in the English novel from Defoe to Scott. No students 
enrolled for it, though two or three expressed a desire to take it 
on the side. Under the circumstances I decided to postpone the 
course until the next college year when I planned to extend it 
down into the nineteenth century as far as George Eliot. In the 
meantime, William Lyon Phelps, then a young Instructor in the 
College, gave a course in contemporary novels to a large body 1 of 
undergraduates with success so extraordinary as to be sensa- 
tional. The press generally lauded the innovation, with here and 
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there some banter. But several of the older members of the Yale 
faculty looked askance on the introduction of modern fiction into 
the college curriculum and in particular they criticized two or 
three novels in the reading list as too outspoken on the facts of 
sex, which were related without the traditional severe condemna- 
tion of all sexual irregularities. Unaware that Phelps had been 
requested by President Dwight to drop his experiment with mod- 
ern fiction after his first trial, I proceeded to announce, as I had 
planned, my graduate course in the history of the English novel 
for the academic year 1896-97. The announcement, however, 
never got farther than the office of Dean Phillips of the Graduate 
School, where it caused a flutter of feathers in the dovecotes. 

President Dwight sent Professor Thomas D. Seymour to 
wrestle with me. He doubtless chose Professor Seymour to speak 
for him because we were very good friends. With this distin- 
guished Greek scholar I had read Homer’s Iliad in Freshman 
year. He broached the subject most courteously by saying that 
Phelps was to withdraw his course in fiction and that President 
Dwight would like to have me withdraw mine also. I acceded 
immediately to a request which, expressed in plain language, was 
a demand, remarking by the way that relief from graduate in- 
struction would give me more time to complete a book which I 
was then writing on the English novel. But I added that if fic- 
tion were to be placed under a taboo, the Oclyssey would have to 
go, for that wonderful epic was a skipper’s tale filled in with 
folklore and primitive sex notions. So would the Iliad, in which 
the motive for the war with Troy was the intrigue between Paris, 
son of E™m, King of Troy, and Helen, the wife of Menelaus, 
King of Sparta. Professor Seymour, of course, endeavored to 
correct my perverse views on the motivation of sex in Greek lit- 
erature. 

By the intervention of Professor Lounsbury, who “saw” Presi- 
dent Dwight, Dean Phillips, and some others, the ban on the 
study of fiction in the Graduate School was lifted for the college 
year 1897-98, and I was permitted to give the course which I 
had been asked to forego the previous year. Among my first 
students were Jack Adams, John Berdan, and George Nettleton, 
all of whom were soon to become members of the Yale English 
faculty. For thirty years thereafter I went on with fiction, no- 
body molesting. The total number of students who made a sober 
study of the novel under my direction runs into the hundreds. 
Many of them have had notable careers in teaching and in lit- 
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erature. Among them 1 may mention, without disparagement to 
the others, Henry Canby, Stephen Vincent Benet, Marjorie Ni- 
colson of Columbia, and Dean DeVane of Yale College. Bill Benet 
also took a similar course with me in Sheff. 



VIII. Summer In England 

W IEN I was assured of my reappointment as In- 
structor for next year, I began to look towards 
England and Scotland for the summer vacation 
which would soon await me, One day while re- 
reading Lord Bacon’s Essays in preparation for a talk to my 
class on this wise man’s mind and character, I came to a sudden 
pause and read several times over a saying of his which seemed 
to have a special application to myself. It was: “Travel, in the 
younger sort, is a part of education ; in the elder, a part of ex- 
perience.” If travel were to be for me not mere experience but 
an education, I mused, it was high time for me to cross the ocean 
to the home of those men and women whose works were my main 
interests as a teacher of English literature. 

It had, indeed, been my habit when reading the great English 
writers to try to visualize them in the environment where they 
once lived and moved and had their being, but the scenes thus 
evoked were at best vague and visionary. They lacked authentic- 
ity. Wordsworth, it will be remembered, long had a vision of 
the Yarrow unvisited, hut when he afterwards traversed that 
beautiful Scottish valley, with his sister Dorothy, the vision faded 
into another scene, real and yet as entrancing. This incident is a 
symbol of an age-old experience. What one sees always differs, 
for better or for worse, from what one has imagined. Now I hoped 
to see with my own eyes parts of the real land of my imaginings. 
Not only would I visit historic and literary landmarks, but I 
would take along a bicycle so that I might go into the byways 
and hedges where tourists rarely go but where Englishmen and 
Scotsmen live. Eor a time I would be one of them so far as they 
would permit it. 

With this intention, I stepped aboard the S.S. California at 
the foot of 91st Street, New York, on Saturday, July 6, 1895. 
Though reputed the largest steamer of the Allan Line, it was 
of but 6,500 tons, and only 400 feet long. The ship was crowded 
with tourists, for whose discomfort first- and second-class pas- 
sengers were thrown together; and in some cases, as in mine, 
cabins were improvised for four occupants, none of whom could 
sleep but the very tired or the very drunk. So most of my sleep- 
ing was done on deck sometime between midnight and six a.m. 
The fare one way was $45 ; or $80 for a round-trip ticket, which 
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I bought with the understanding that on the return voyage I 
should have only one companion in my cabin. 

In the motley crowd that jammed the decks when the sea was 
quiet were groups of schoolteachers like myself, who were going 
to make the grand tour, several Canadian Catholic priests on the 
way to Rome, and a larger number of Protestant clergymen, one 
of whom from Brooklyn affected the dress and mannerisms of 
Henry Ward Beecher. So perfect was the likeness that one might 
have imagined that Beecher, not yet really dead, was taking, like 
King Arthur, a sea voyage to Avalon. The man above all others 
among us was Samuel Fierpont Langley, one of the great pio- 
neers in aviation. He was a lone traveler who never spoke unless 
spoken to. His mind seemed to he elsewhere ; perhaps on his ex- 
periments with models of machines heavier than air, which were 
to prove partially successful the next year. 

When the winds blew and the rains descended and the ship 
rolled, nearly everybody went below. During one of those not 
very heavy storms I looked into my cabin and quickly turned 
away from a dreadful sight. God spared me because I did not 
stay. Towards evening the sun broke through in a blaze of glory ; 
and when, night came on the heavens filled with stars. No sunset, 
no starry night, had ever come up to what I then saw. On an- 
other day as we were passing along the rugged coast of western 
Ireland, with views far inland of green hills and roads reflecting 
the sunlight, the Irish on board who were to leave the ship on 
a small steamer in the beautiful Lough Foyle for Londonderry, 
became greatly excited and shouted loud greetings to their home- 
land. After leaving the Foyle, Scots, who were returning home, 
took possession of the upper deck. They too began to shout and 
jump as soon as they caught sight of the Mull of Kintyre and 
then of Arran and Bute, over which hovered low r -lying clouds 
bursting into all sorts of colors when the sun tried to shine 
through them. I watched a black cloud moving slowly towards 
Holy Island, where it rested for a moment and then passed on, 
leaving the scene of Saint Cuthbert’s labors in full sunlight. On 
all sides Scots and the rest were singing “My heart’s in the High- 
lands a-chasing the deer” until we were well up the Clyde. 

That night the ship anchored at Greenock and the next morn- 
ing docked at Glasgow (Tuesday, July 16) in a drizzling rain. 
Early in the afternoon I took a train which brought me in good 
season to the edge of the English Lake country, where I began ’ 
my zigzag journey, by rail or by bicycle, southward through the 
Midlands to London. 
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Only a few curious travelers had at that time discovered Haw- 
orth, the home of the strange Bronte sisters and their brother, 
children of the Vicar of the parish. From the deep valley of the 
Worth I climbed on foot the long steep cobblestone street of the 
old part of Haworth to the parsonage and beyond. On the way, 
near the church, I drank a glass of ale in the Black Bull, where 
Branwell Bronte had dissipated away a life of literary promise. 
The man behind the bar might have been, so far as appearance 
went, the very man who had once poured out glass after glass 
of whisky for Branwell. His hands shook; and his nose and cheeks 
looked as if they were on fire. 

As I came out of the inn, two little girls, who had evidently 
seen me enter, were standing in the street to greet me. They were 
slight, bright-eyed girls, neatly dressed and wearing, like other 
children I saw there, clogs with wooden soles which rattled on the 
stone walk as they came towards me. They said that they were 
sisters, ten and eight years old, and that they lived near the 
Black Bull in a house which they pointed out to me. They asked 
if they might show me around. Never was I luckier in my guides. 
As we walked along together, everybody seemed to know them 
as well as they knew everybody. We went into the church where 
we saw the tomb of the Brontes, bearing the names of Charlotte 
and Emily. We visited a small museum which the Bronte Society 
had recently opened to the public, where I examined manuscripts 
in the beautiful handwriting of Charlotte and Emily and fan- 
tastic sketches which Branwell had made of his sisters, and many 
other relics and reminders of the Bronte family, including a pic- 
ture of the house which it is supposed Emily had in mind when 
she wrote Wuthering Heights. 

The vicar, my young guides informed me, would let nobody 
into the parsonage except people he knew. (Since then the par- 
sonage has been taken over by the Bronte Society.) But the vicar 
was away for the afternoon, they said, and the housekeeper might 
let us in if I gave her a shilling. Without rapping, the tw r o girls 
led me into the kitchen. When I shook hands with the house- 
keeper (or whoever she was), a shilling passed quietly from my 
palm to hers, and we four went all through the house. 

Leaving the parsonage, the two girls took me higher up the 
hill for a view far out over the extensive moors, brilliantly green 
in the sunlight. On such an afternoon as this Emily, taking a 
stool, used to go out on those moors and sit for hours, commun- 
ing with a God greater, she believed, than the God of her father’s 
sermons. We, too, passed through a stile out on the moors that 
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we might for a time be of them, I ashed where Wuthcring Heights 
was. The girls said that house was too far away to sec, but its 
site was like that, as one of them pointed to a long rolling hill 
in Lhe distance. It was very cold and windy they said, over there 
in. the winter. 

When I parted from the girls near the Black Bull I felt as if 
I had been walking hand in hand with Charlotte and Emily 
Bronte as they were when they were children roaming about in 
clogs with wooden soles. 

One Sunday morning with a Harvard graduate student in 
English I visited Stoke Poges. We wanted to see the churchyard 
which inspired Gray’s “Elegy Written in a Country Church- 
yard,” and to read the famous inscription which Gray wrote for 
his mother’s tomb : “The careful, tender mother of many children, 
one of whom alone had the misfortune to survive her.” As we 
passed through the yard to the church, the congregation was 
breaking up into groups among which were the vicar, a curate, 
and a church warden, who looked curiously at us before giving 
us a cordial greeting. I told them who we were and why we were 
too late for the service. The warden took ns in hand and showed 
us about, explaining everything as we sat in Gray’s pew. In the 
cloisters I observed a remarkable painted window with a drawing 
of something that resembled a bicycle without pedals, bearing the 
date 164<3. We concluded that as far back as the time of Milton 
people rode on wheel carriages, pushing them along with their 
feet on the ground. As we left the church there lay before us 
a scene of perfect loveliness and repose. No sound was heard but 
a slight echo of our voices, which enhanced the stillness. 

Unexpectedly, as we were about to part, the warden invited us 
home for luncheon. We walked through the extensive Stoke Park 
to his house where we met liis two sons, one of whom was an Ox- 
ford man. When we were seated at his table of cold meats, lus- 
cious wall fruits (grapes and peaches), and old Burgundy, he be- 
gan to tell his story. He had been in the United States three 
times — twice in connection with Confederate loans which were 
negotiated through a London banking house of which he was an 
agent. In particular his hank had provided funds for fitting out 
the Alabama, a Confederate raider of the seas. “In that chair 
where you are sitting,” he remarked to me, “often sat Mr. Mason 
when he came here to plead for more financial aid to the Con- 
federacy.” He was in the United States, he said, just after the 
battle of Gettysburg and had a conference with General Meade 
who let him through the lines on his way to Richmond. His moral 
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sympathies, he averred, had always been with the North, though 
financial transactions had thrown him in with the South. On in- 
quiry in Oxford the next day, I was told that we had been the 
guests of Mr. Algernon Gilliat, a member of a London invest- 
ment house who had sat in Parliament as a Conservative member 
from Clapham. 

In London I took lodgings in Guilford Street just off Russell 
Square over which, drab as it had become, still hung for me the 
enchantment of Vanity Fair. To please my imagination I picked 
out the house where Becky Sharp played her clever game with 
the emotions of Jos Sedley, and Amelia watched from an open 
window for the coming of George Osborne. I walked alone 
through slums such as Dickens had described, through narrow 
streets and lanes clamp with refuse thrown from rickety old 
houses. Children were sprawling in the filth and all the men and 
women I saw w r ere dressed in rags and almost as dirty as their 
children. I did no more than look into alleys, for Jack the Ripper 
was then in the full flush of his sanguinary occupation. 

A Sunday I chose for an excursion with my bicycle, riding 
where I could, and walking the rest of the way, over Salisbury 
Plain and beyond over the downs, to Old Sarum, Amesbury, 
Stonehenge, Wilton (where Sir Philip Sidney wrote the Ar- 
cadia), and Bemerton to see the tiny little stone church of which 
George Herbert had once been rector. Along the small stream 
called the Bourne I often halted for a few words with a small 
farmer, partly for a pleasant greeting, partly for the sound of 
a strange dialect. On one occasion a man pointed to my bicycle 
and asked, “Did you bring him with you?” I encouraged him to 
go on talking and he never used “it” or “she.” With him all gen- 
ders were covered by “he,” “his,” and “him.” 

I stood alone at midday among the huge circular pillars of 
Stonehenge while a brilliant sun, playing with the clouds, il- 
lumined the immense plain as far as one could see. In the dis- 
tance rose in clear view' the lofty spire of Salisbury Cathedral. 
On that Sunday, for once in my life, I offered up an improvised 
prayer to the bright god in his heavens pouring his light upon 
the earth and upon shepherds here and there tending their sheep. 

On my return to London after a trip to Paris I felt that I had 
seen enough of England for one summer. I had roamed cities 
and countrysides, visiting scenes memorable in the history of 
English literature. I had spent long mornings in the British Mu- 
seum reading rare books and old manuscripts which were of prime 
interest to me in my profession. And at Stonehenge I had had 
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an imaginary glimpse of prehistoric Britain as it was in the 
neolithic age before the coming of Angles and Saxons or Celts, 
even before the land had a name. My heart turned towards Scot- 
land for an intervening fortnight before my ship was to weigh 
anchor at Glasgow for home. 

After a sojourn in Edinburgh and a visit to Abbotsford, I set 
out in a brake for a journey through the Valley of the Yarrow, 
redolent with the memory of old ballads and later poems by Scott, 
Wordsworth, and James Hogg, known as the Ettriclc Shepherd, 
a farmer’s boy who developed a genuine talent for local verse 
yet remembered. My main objective was St. Mary’s Loch, which 
Wordsworth first visited with the Ettrick Shepherd as his guide. 
It was an early September morning that I chose for my visit. 
During most of the way from Innerleithen I rode through a 
heavy mist but as I came near the object of my desire, the sun 
broke through the clouds overhanging the high hills among which 
lay the long narrow loch. Soon I was watching Wordsworth’s 
swans floating in waters ever changing in mist and sunlight. 
Aware of what that meant, I climbed to the top of one of the 
hills and there looked down upon the loch. Not only the swans 
but all the hills on the other side of the loch were reflected in 
the waters, light green with purple patches from the heather 
when the sun shone bright, dark green when a heavy cloud passed 
over the hills. “Not a feature in those hills,” Wordsworth ob- 
served, “is in that mirror slighted.” 

After viewing for a long time this lovely interchange of lake 
and sky I descended the height for a last look into the deep waters 
which were so clear that the reflection of the hills extended far 
below the surface. Then I walked to the head of the loch for a 
noon dinner at Tibbie Shiels’s Inn, a fishermen’s resort, once 
famous as a meeting place for literary men. I was given a seat 
at a long plain table for my first straight native dinner of pea 
soup, mutton from the hills, biscuits and cheese, and home- 
brewed beer. While I was eating this dinner as delicious as sub- 
stantial, a small group of men came in and took seats a little 
distance away. They were all Scots. When I told them that I was 
half a Scot myself, the ice was broken and we began to talk. One 
of them, well read in the history and traditions of the Yarrow, 
related for me many curious tales. One story he told was of an 
old tenant farmer of the district who, when about to die, became 
impatient with his friends who tried to console him by the as- 
surance that he would soon be on the road to heaven. In response 
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to their palaver he was heard to mutter : “Give me Bower Hope 
at a fair rent and heaven may go to the deil.” 

Towards evening I retraced my journey through the Yarrow. 
As we drove in the gloaming, long lines of sheep looking like white 
threads were slowly coming down the hills, while here and there 
a straggler was half visible on the braes, trees were assuming 
all sorts of shapes, slim and grotesque in lights and shadows. It 
was the fairyland of the Shepherd of the Ettrick Forest, whose 
mother or grandmother (I forget which) w T as the last, according 
to local tradition, to talk to fairies and to hear their thin sibilant 
speech. 

I had been under the impression that my boat was to leave 
Glasgow on Saturday, September 14. But on examining the 
ticket I was startled to read “Friday, September 13.” Either 
Friday or 13 taken by itself would not have alarmed me, for I 
had then very little superstition about days fraught with im- 
pending disaster. But Friday and 13, Laken together, did give 
me pause to consider whether I could face a double jeopardy. In 
the end I tried to laugh it off. All would have been well had I 
not been greeted when I arrived in Glasgow, two days before 
the ominous day of sailing, by a high wind that whistled through 
the streets and beat against the face of the hotel at which I put 
up. 

This made me think hard for two days and two nights. I asked 
the steamship office when the next boat for New York would sail 
and was told that it would be on the next Friday. I inquired 
about insurance on my life for the voyage and was informed that 
it could not be easily obtained. In the end I concluded that in- 
surance would be of no value anyway, for if I went down the 
insurance policy would go down with me. A secret voice within 
me seemed to say, “Hold on to your first-class passenger ticket 
which cost you $40, Don’t lose that. Go aboard and run the risk 
to your life and save the $40.” That was the advice of the Scot 
within me. I took it. 

Out of the Clyde we met with heavy seas, though not danger- 
ous. By good luck Professor C. T. Winchester of Wesleyan Uni- 
versity was aboard, with a cabin near mine. We formed a friend- 
ship which lasted, growing more and more intimate, until his 
death. For me he was almost another Lounsbury or another 
Beers. Most of the passengers were tourists who had spent all 
their money in Europe, reserving only enough for drink and 
poker on the trip home. Among them were a number of sharpers 
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who slaughtered the innocents, as I looked on with my pipe. 

Somewhere in mid-ocean we ran into a dreadful storm and 
everybody was too frightened for storytelling or playing poker. 
Then I wished that I had not bet $40 against the perils of the 
sea. One dark night when the storm was at its height and we were 
all in our berths the engines stopped. The lifeboats, it was ru- 
mored, were being lowered. The ship rolled about helplessly in a 
tumult of waters. At midnight Professor Winchester crawled to 
my cabin to tell me to get up and put on my clothes so as to 
be ready for the lifeboats. We sat and talked for a while amid 
the roar of the storm and the crash of crockery and then turned 
in to await our fate. But the next day the wind — which had ap- 
proached a hurricane — abated somewhat and we escaped a wet 
grave. Had we all gone under the waves, the Devil would have had 
business on his hands. 



IX. Professor of English, Sheffield Scientific 

School 


N r OT long after my return from Europe it appeared 
that I was in the Sheffield Scientific School to stay. 
One day Director Brush casually remarked that I 
gave him less trouble than most instructors and that 
I might expect promotion a year hence. I was made an Assistant 
Professor of English in 1897 ; and in 1909 a Professor of the first 
rank. On Professor Lounsbury’s retirement from active service 
in 1906, which we celebrated by a trip to England and Prance, 
part of the time together, full responsibility for English instruc- 
tion in the Sheffield Scientific School was transferred to my shoul- 
ders. 

In the meantime Director Brush retired. He was succeeded in 
1898 by Russell PI. Chittenden, who was as noted a physiological 
chemist as Brush was a mineralogist. I well recall my first sight 
of Professor Chittenden. It was at the first meeting of the faculty 
I attended in October, 1894s. As one of the younger members of 
the Governing Board, he sat near the foot of the long table pre- 
empted by the demigods. He kept quiet until there arose a ques- 
tion on which there was disagreement. Then he spoke up, his 
large dark eyes flashing along the table. He was, I observed, a 
slight man with hair and beard as dark as his eyes. He appeared 
to be under forty years of age. With this man I was to be in- 
timately associated for eighteen years. 

Director Chittenden faced the problems looming before him 
with keen insight and indomitable courage. The most obvious 
problem was occasioned by the rapid increase in the enrollment 
of students, which rose during his first ten or twelve years in of- 
fice from 570 to 1,400. In order to provide adequate instruction 
for this fast-growing enrollment it was necessary to double the 
number of active faculty members from 60 to 120. These are ap- 
proximate figures. In this adjustment of faculty and students it 
was the Director’s aim not just to maintain the current standard 
of teaching but to improve upon it in all departments of study 
by the appointment of the best available men to every grade of 
the faculty. 

At the same time facilities for instruction had to be greatly 
enlarged. Gifts and endowments were obtained for new buildings 
in mineralogy, mechanical, electrical, and mining engineering, 
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for a camp of 2,000 acres for field work in civil engineering, and 
for a building named Leet Oliver Memorial Hall in memory of 
a student who was killed in an automobile accident. The difficulty 
of housing the students was partially met by the beautiful Van- 
derbilt dormitories, now merged with Silliman College. 

Such was the new, maturing Sheff, of which I was a part. After 
I had been driven about from pillar to post, the scene of my ac- 
tion became Lect Oliver Memorial Hall, where all the instruction 
in the so-called humanistic studies was brought together. This 
building was designed with small rooms for private conferences 
between instructors and students. In this respect it almost marked 
an epoch, for the personal touch in teaching, which counts for 
more than formal lectures and quizzes in a classroom, was for 
Yale a new' approach. 

In no study v’as the increase in the enrollment more immedi- 
ately felt than in English literature and composition. As early 
as 1898-99 George H. Nettleton v’as added to the English 
staff ; on my transfer to the Graduale School in 1916 he became 
my successor. In 1900 came a second new appointment — Henry 
S. Canby, who has had a distinguished career as editor and man 
of letters. Had English kept its former status as merely a sub- 
ject in the curriculum of the Select Course, the staff with these 
tAvo new members Avould have been able to carry on in a satis- 
factory manner. But it did not remain there. By will of the Gov- 
erning Board of the School, English literature and composition 
Avere made essential preliminary studies in all the various sci- 
entific groups or departments, AA'here they had been more or less 
incidental though important. As a result of this enlarged pro- 
gram the English staff, by 1911-12, had risen to nine members. 

It Avas a rare company of young men. Besides Nettleton and 
Canby, it comprised Frederick E. Pierce, Avho had an extensive 
knoAvledge of English and other literatures, ancient and modern ; 
Jack Crawford, Avho had specialized in the drama; Walter L. 
Ferris, an excellent teacher Avith a background in philosophy; 
Thomas G. Wright, Avho, though he died near the outset of his 
career, had proved himself a thorough scholar in Amei-ican lit- 
erature ; Willard H. Durham, who migrated to the University of 
California; and Henry Noble MacCracken, who became Presi- 
dent of Vassal’ College at the age of thirty-five. 

Over this brilliant corps of Assistant Professors and Instruc- 
tors I kept close watch, edified and amused by Avhat they were 
doing. Each one of them was an alert personality having his own 
particular literary interests. Each one thought that he knew what 
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was what. No two conducted their classes in literature in quite 
the same way. No two assigned subjects for compositions in quite 
the same field. Diversification was the rule. I rarely interfered 
with the freedom which they regarded as their right. At most I 
acted as a safety valve. I left it largely to the conflict of young 
minds to work out their problems, of course giving advice when 
it was asked, The result was in a high degree good. Even in a 
scientific school they awakened among studenLs an interest in lit- 
erature and in trying to write English as well as they were able. 

Very often Professor Lounsbury attended our dinners to listen 
to the talk. On one of these occasions I asked the men who had 
charge of English composition to describe, one by one, what they 
were doing. When he heard the full story, how for instance all 
the work in composition was related to the particular interest of 
each student, including even the fine arts, he threw up his hands 
and declared in his delightful formal manner that he was ready 
to take back all that he had ever said against the futility of teach- 
ing English composition. 

While these young men were experimenting with ways, some- 
what new, of teaching English, I was surveying as a member of 
regional or national committees the whole subject as it concerned 
colleges and schools of all kinds. Simple English grammar, so 
necessary for testing correct sentence structure, had as I have 
remarked mostly disappeared from the schools; while in many 
colleges the study of literary masterpieces, especially of Shake- 
speare’s plays, remained, as it once was, merely a basis for dis- 
quisitions on historical English grammar, as if philology were 
the key to the world of literature. 

More extraneous still to the mind and spirit of an author was 
the introduction in the ’nineties of the scientific study of litera- 
ture, in which a poem, essay, or play was resolved into its com- 
ponent parts as if it were a chemical compound. In its extreme 
form this method was elaborated by Professor Lucius A. Sher- 
man, of the University of Nebraska, in Analytics of Literature 
(1893). Sherman, it is worth noting, was the first man to receive 
the Ph.D. degree in English at Yale. His book was dedicated to 
Lounsbury and W. D. Whitney. Over this irony of fate Louns- 
bury was hot and yet amused. One day while he was denouncing 
Sherman as we sat in the Graduates Club, I repeated a story I 
had heard from Professor Francis Stoddard of New York Uni- 
versity, who had tried out Sherman’s analytic method and given 
it up. It required, Stoddard said, about three months to take a 
class through a play of Shakespeare’s if every word and phrase 
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and every peculiarity of syntax and versification were to be con- 
sidered and the average number of words in the sentence was to 
be calculated and all put into statistical form. There was so much 
to do with Macbeth, the last play of Senior year, that the class 
had to stop on reaching the fifth act. A member of the class who 
came bach for his reunion at the next Commencement gave Pro- 
fessor Stoddard a warm shake of the hand, remarking, “I got 
more out of that course in Shakespeare than out of any other. I 
feel that I ought to tell you so. What a wonderful play Macbeth 
was. I’ve always wondered how it came out.” Then and there 
Stoddard decided to abandon the scientific analysis of literary 
masterpieces. 

Professor Lounsbury himself has been criticized by Mr. Canby, 
one of his students, for a too close study of textual details of 
the play or poem which the class might be reading. Without 
doubt progress was slow through Shakespeare and Milton in 
whose works there are many allusions and references which 
Lounsbury required his students to run down and explain. In 
exposing their ignorance of the Bible and Greek myths he de- 
rived perennial fun. I recall a score of instances of this kind 
which either he or his students related to me. On one occasion he 
discovered in his class a Jew to whom the name of Moses was 
unknown. At other times he was informed that Judas Iscariot was 
a Greek hero, that the Pierian Spring was a watering place, and 
that Castor and Pollux were a pair of old heathen twin gods, one 
of whom killed his twin brother who had accused him of being' il- 
legitimate, With a reference to Mary and Martha, Lounsbury 
succeeded rather better. By questioning a half dozen members 
of the class the story of Our Lord’s visit to the house of their 
brother Lazarus was pieced together with reasonable accuracy. 
Then Lounsbury turned to one of the students who had never 
before heard of Mary and Martha : “Which of these two girls do 
you think did the right thing?” Taking a chance, the student 
replied: “On the whole, I think Martha, who stayed home and 
looked after the old folks.” “There, sir,” retorted Lounsbury, 
“is where you and Our Lord disagree.” The scene closed, the vic- 
tim told me, in peals of laughter. 

Young instructors of English, who were content with casual 
attention to allusions, nevertheless ran into another doubtful 
course by asking on their examination papers the location of 
passages they quoted from the books the class had read under 
their supervision. This practice, then as now, was called spot- 
ting passages. Sometimes the sole aim was to determine whether 
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students had actually done the reading assigned to them. At other 
times a passage to be located might have some significance in the 
development of the plot of a play. In the case of lyric poetry, 
it was clear, students were ashed to spot snatches of verse which 
made a special appeal to their instructors. Against this custom I 
entered strong objection, not only as unfair but also as an at- 
tempt to impose upon students our own preferences. Each one 
of us builds up his own body of quotations in accordance with 
his age and temperament. What appeals to one of us at any age 
may make no appeal to the rest. It is of course a function of an 
instructor in poetry to show his students why Wordsworth’s “The 
Solitary Reaper,” for example, or Keats’s “Ode to a Nightin- 
gale” is great poetry in the hope that they will commit to mem- 
ory such parts of the poem as they particularly like. To ac- 
complish this one hardly needs to do more than read the poems 
aloud to his class with slight comment. This I afterwards learned 
was Mark Twain’s way of conducting a class in Browning. 

Sometimes I used to turn the tables against my colleagues by 
asking them to spot passages which for personal reasons had 
long clung to my memory though probably not to theirs. Tor 
example, while Shakespeare was still living there was published 
in his name a poem in which occurs the stanza : 

Truth may seem, but cannot be : 

Beauty brag, but ’tis not she : 

Truth and beauty buried be. 

After quoting the stanza to a small company of English profes- 
sors, I put the usual question: “In what poem occur these lines?” 
All kept silence, even a Shakespearean scholar among us, until 
Professor Beers expressed surprise that anyone who had read 
that stanza could ever forget it. He went on to say that when 
he was a young man he visited by invitation Emerson at Concord 
one Sunday afternoon with a group of transcendentalists, and 
Emerson on being requested to read some of his favorite poems re- 
cited first of all parts of the poem attributed to Shakespeare, 
evidently regarding it as an anticipation of his own transcenden- 
talism. I tried my friends out on another poem, which I com- 
mitted to memory the first time I read it. Silence again, until 
Beers began reciting the entire poem. 

During the ’nineties the lack of agreement among colleges as 
to what entrance requirements in English should be had become 
a pressing problem for preparatory schools. To clear the air for 
concerted action a National Conference on Uniform Entrance 
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Requirements in English was called, and its recommendations 
were generally adopted by colleges and preparatory schools 
throughout the country. Soon, however, loud criticism developed 
against the manner in which the new English requirement was 
being administered in several of the large colleges and universi- 
ties. The most enlightened preparatory schools felt that certain 
colleges were imposing upon them an analysis of English literary 
masterpieces such as could not be expected of boys and girls. 
Many college professors, including myself, agreed with them, 
knowing from experience the mental capacities of the best stu- 
dents in secondary schools. 

When President Hadley received an invitation to appoint a 
delegate to a Conference of New England Colleges in 1906 to 
discuss entrance requirements, he asked me to serve in this capac- 
ity. I accepted the mission with the full approval of all the Eng- 
lish professors of the faculty except Professor Cook, who ad- 
vised President Hadley to send no delegate, or, if I were sent as 
a courteous gesture, to make it clear that Yale had come to the 
irrevocable decision that no changes whatever should be made in 
the English requirement for admission to Yale College. Directly 
to the contrary, however, President Hadley instructed me to act 
on my own initiative, with the proviso that we confer on doubtful 
proposals. The final proposals of the New England colleges were 
presented to the National Conference at its meeting in 1908; 
and a report which I largely wrote and read to the National 
Conference the next year was adopted after some warm debate. 

The changes thus initiated were more far-reaching than ap- 
peared at first sight. Our report began with a clear statement of 
the objectives of English instruction in the schools. It recom- 
mended that more attention be given to the essentials of English 
grammar and that subjects for composition no longer be con- 
fined to books prescribed for reading but “be taken mainly from 
the student’s personal experience and general knowledge”; it 
greatly enlarged the list of books for reading so as to provide 
a wider choice; it placed in logical sequence to this reading list 
a restricted list of books for study, and to illustrate such a 
logical sequence there was appended a typical course in English 
covering four years, to be varied as local conditions might de- 
mand. Finally there was indicated a type of examination to be 
set for entrance to college which would discourage the mechanical 
questions on form and structure that we felt were leading schools 
astray. Considered as a whole the revision was a step forward 
towards the so-called “Comprehensive Examination” in English. 
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A spectacular feature of the revision was the formation of an 
entirely new elective group of books which was placed at the 
head of the lists for reading. This group consisted of selections 
from the Old Testament and English translations of the Iliad, 
Odyssey, and Aeneid, The practical motive for introducing these 
into the school curriculum was not only to acquaint the student with 
some of the greatest literary masterpieces of all time but also to 
familiarize him with those Hebrew stories and Greek myths and 
legends which permeate large areas of English literature, so that 
when he came upon them in his reading he might not lose his way 
in a maze of allusions. This paid of the new English requirement 
awakened wide and favorable comment in the press. 

When in 1908 I broached the question of bringing in selected 
narratives of the Old Testament for literary study, I was in- 
formed by the chairman of the National Conference that the at- 
tempt had already been made and abandoned because in certain 
states the reading of the Bible in public schools was prohibited 
by law. However, since the proposal was only to include the Bible 
among electives, the conference ended by wishing me Godspeed. 
During the next year I sought the advice of the clergy, Catholic, 
Protestant, and Jew. Though I encountered some opposition for 
fear that the schoolmaster was trying to supplant the minister of 
the Gospel in religious instruction, the clergy were mostly in 
favor of the proposal. A young rabbi, in reply to my first in- 
quiry, informed me that the Jews needed no help from the schools 
as they had their own ways of instructing their young people 
in the Bible. But when I reported to him that we once had in 
Yale a Jew who had never heard of Moses, he wrote me “Go 
ahead.” 

The man who gave me the wisest counsel was Cardinal Gibbons 
who expressed deep interest in the endeavor to promote the study 
of the Old Testament as literature. In order to keep my literary 
aim clear, he advised me to include in any book of selections parts 
of the Apocrypha, which was once liberally drawn upon by Eng- 
lish writers when every man sat in peace “under his vine and his 
fig tree, and there was none to fray them,” He himself when a 
young man had carefully read Webster’s “Speech in Reply to 
Hayne” to determine the influence of the Bible upon the orator’s 
style, and at my request he had some of the notes he took on this 
famous speech copied for me. Nothing better could be said in 
favor of the Bible as literature than what the Cardinal wrote me: 
“Apart from its inspirational character, the Bible still remains 
the one means of culture,” I read one of his letters to the Con- 
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fercnce in 1909 — and the Bible immediately went on the reading 
list for boys and girls. It has not yet been removed. Homer’s 
two epics are still there too. 

The goal towards which the National Conference began its 
march in 1909 was reached at the session of 1916, when provi- 
sion was made for a comprehensive examination in English com- 
position and literature as an alternative to the old plan of ques- 
tions on a specified list of books. Under the new plan, which was 
strongly recommended to colleges, the aim was to test the ability 
of a candidate for admission to write clear and correct English, 
and to discover, by questioning him on passages of verse and 
prose, whether he had learned to read with understanding and 
appreciation. In place of a prescribed list of books, there was 
subjoined a largo list of books deemed suitable for secondary 
schools from which selections were to be made. No methods of 
study were prescribed or even indicated. In this respect schools 
were given perfect freedom. Results were to be measured only by 
examination. I was a member of the committee of the College En- 
trance Examination Board which set for most of the colleges the 
first English examination under the comprehensive plan. After 
that I withdrew from the National Conference for other work 
that was pressing upon me. 

In those days teaching and administration were not such dis- 
tinct functions of a Yale professor as they may be now. I soon 
saw that the only way to keep free of standing and special com- 
mittees would be to do the work so badly that after one appoint- 
ment I might be passed by in the future. But both Directors of 
Shell under whom I served were too insistent upon administrative 
aid for this policy to be successful in my case. The result was that 
I was always on several committees of which some, like the Com- 
mittee on Admissions, of which Professor Corwin was chairman, 
concerned the relations between the College and the Scientific 
School. Seeing that I was easy game, President Hadley also put 
me on various University committees, of which Secretary Stokes 
was often the chairman. 

Of all these assignments, the one now most alive in my memory 
was the Discipline Committee of three professors which Director 
Chittenden set up for dealing with the aberrations of students 
in Sheff who neglected their studies or disobeyed rules or broke 
away from usual standards of moral conduct. Punishment for of- 
fenses might be probation for a definite or indefinite period and 
sometimes dismissal. In all instances, however, the aim was to 
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save a student from the error of his ways. As a member of this 
committee I learned much about what was going on in the minds 
of young men who needed guidance more than all else. This con- 
viction I felt strongly when as chairman of the Committee for 
several years I had to act alone in emergencies whenever the 
other two members were not available. On those occasions I 
learned something also about incompatible marriages in private 
conferences with a father or a mother of a delinquent student. 
The father damned his wife for her overindulgence of their son ; 
whereas the mother berated her husband, whom she was sorry 
she ever married, for setting the boy a bad example by the dis- 
sipated and indecent life he was living. Prom the stories husbands 
and wives told me I acquired a good deal of knowledge of these 
marital quarrels which culminate in separation and divorce. 

I learned something, too, about some kinds of circumstantial 
evidence. Por instance, two dull boys were accused of cribbing 
from one another because in their written papers on a test in 
physical geography they made the very same egregious mistakes 
in answers to specific questions. The case against them seemed 
clinched by a drawing in which both placed the Torrid Zone at 
the South Pole. I questioned the boys singly and together. Both 
denied the charge against them. I discovered that in the examina- 
tion room they had been so far apart as to preclude any com- 
munication. At this point I reproduced on the blackboard their 
drawing of the Torrid Zone at the South Pole and asked them 
how they both happened to make that mistake. A flicker of light 
passed over the face of one of the boys who explained, “Oh, I can 
tell you about that. We didn’t take any notes on the lectures. We 
had one of the boys in the house do that. We crammed up for 
the examination from his notebook.” “Where is the notebook?” 
I asked. He got it, and there was the Torrid Zone at the South 
Pole. I apologized and told the boys they should get a better 
man to take their notes thereafter ! 

Perhaps as a sign of my miscellaneous activities, I was elected 
to the Board of Trustees of the Sheffield Scientific School who had 
control over financial affairs ; and for the closing months of one 
academic year I was appointed Director of the School while Di- 
rector Chittenden was in Eng’land to attend the Darwin Cente- 
nary (1909) . In these positions I cut off coupons of bonds not my 
own and had all the practice I wanted in auditing the accounts 
of others. I was long a member of the University Council and on 
the 100th anni versary of the School of Medicine I presented a 
score of candidates for honorary degrees, making my citation 
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short and crisp as directed by President Hadley. Outstanding 
among candidates that year was Jean Sibelius, the great Finnish 
composer on whom was conferred the degree of Doctor of Music. 
Alas ! poor Finland ! 

My spare time I devoted to editing and writing books. I re- 
vised nearly all and rewrote many of the articles in English lit- 
erature, as distinct from American literature, for the New In- 
ternational Encyclopedia (1903-04*). The number of articles, 
long and short, ran into the hundreds. Of Lhat job I recall vividly 
the difficulty I had in discovering the dates when contemporary 
women poets and novelists were born. If for some urgent reason 
I have since wanted such information, I have simply inquired, 
“Madam, what age do you give for the record?” After that ques- 
tion is answered, I take a good look at her and make a marginal 
note. As an outgrowth of my association with teachers in school 
and college, when a member of the National Conference, I under- 
took the general editorship of a series of English classics called 
English Readings, which ultimately reached the number of forty 
small volumes. 

In the meantime I had published a book on the English novel 
and a biography of Laurence Sterne and was well on in my 
studies of Henry Fielding. I had also assumed the editorship of 
the Yale Review. How and why I entered upon these literary ven- 
tures I leave for a later story. They are mentioned here as an 
indication of what I was doing in the middle years of a long life. 

Some of my colleagues said that I was carrying too heavy a 
program of work. One day as I passed two of them on the street 
I heard one say to the other: “Cross can’t last much longer.” 
He judged of me by my appearance. I was lean, 5 feet, 10 % 
inches in height, and never weighing more than 145 pounds and 
at times 10 pounds less than that. I was also “a pale face.” And 
yet, like Chaucer’s Sergeant of the Law, “I seemed busier than 
I was.” Laborious days, if such they may be called, were care- 
fully planned with provision for an hour’s sound sleep before 
dinner, a habit which I have never quite abandoned. It was my 
custom also to go out every day for a walk or for a ride with a 
friend on bicycles. Summers I usually went into retreat with my 
family somewhere either in Mansfield or in the north country. 
Altogether I ruled my life pleasantly and kept reasonably well. 

In my forty-second year I had, however, a good scare. I came 
up for life insurance and was brusquely turned down. The physi- 
cian who examined me put his stethoscope over my heart, listened 
for a minute, and remarked casually that there was no use going 
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any further with me. I asked him to go ahead and tell me what 
was the matter with my heart. After playing his stethoscope over 
breast and back, he announced that I had a leakage at the tri- 
cuspid valve. Having some doubts about that, I consulted a half 
dozen other physicians, all of whom diagnosed the case differ- 
ently. At last I unbuttoned my shirt for an examination by my 
old friend, Dr. Oliver T. Osborn, who had had a good deal to 
do with Yale athletes. He asked me what I had been doing. “You 
have strained your heart in some way. There is a murmur at 
the mitral valve.” He let me listen through his stethoscope, and 
I heard a rough sound, a sort of squeak. The strain had evidently 
been caused by a recent long bicycle tour over hills. I cast the 
bicycle aside, never to mount it again. Gradually the squeak be- 
came less pronounced; it grew faint; and disappeared. Six 
months later I was insured for $5,000. The physician who had 
first examined me now put me through some severe paces before 
lie was ready to certify to the integrity of my heart. In all his 
practice, he said, he had never known a tricuspid leakage to clear 
up like that and thought it miraculous. 

The summer after this winter of alarm the Cross family set- 
tled for a good rest at Randolph Center, high on the hills of Ver- 
mont. We took our meals at the Maplewood Hotel, with rooms 
outside at the Colonial Inn, the home of a Miss Martha Gilbert. 
The morning after our arrival a sprightly old man whose long 
white beard made him look older than he probably was appeared 
at the house, with milk and cream and eggs. He was Miss Gil- 
bert’s father, Henry G. Gilbert, a retired farmer, who lived a 
little distance down the road in a house by himself. After a short 
talk with him I saw that I had fallen in with a native humorist 
of the first water. I soon learned that like myself he was a Demo- 
crat, a rare bird in Vermont, and that he loved his pipe which 
he handled with unusual dexterity. All through the summer we 
rode together in his buggy over hills and through valleys. He 
drove leisurely while he talked on and on about himself and peo- 
ple who lived in this or that house, aptly describing their good 
and “funny” characteristics. “Funny” was his word for some- 
thing sharp or rather disreputable in their dealings with their 
neighbors. His conversation cured me of my ills. 

On our first trip I asked him why he addressed his horse as 
“Des.” The name, he replied, was short for “Desdemona.” He 
was proud of his mare, as fair in her youth as Shakespeare’s 
heroine, though now past her prime. Shakespeare, he added, 
knew a good horse when he saw or rode one ; and in proof of it 
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he recited, to my amazement, several stanzas from “Venus and 
Adonis.” He also recited a passage fiom Byron on another fine 
horse. He did not tell me that when a young man he used to take 
a part in amateur performances of Macbeth, as Ins son, the Rev- 
erend George Gilbert, has related in Forty Years a Country 
Preaches, a delightful autobiography by a devoted minister of 
the Gospel and a rare storyteller as well. 

Before the summer was over my Vermont companion related 
for my edification many episodes in his life. A young man still 
in his teens, he drifted down into Mississippi, wheie for a short 
time he conducted a school for a planter m a windowless cabin 
dependent for all light on an open door. The plantation was 
near a nameless village lying within the fork of two converging 
streams. As he stepped from a stagecoach, the air was so damp, 
hot, and muggy between those sluggish streams that he could 
hardly walk or breathe. Meeting a gentleman by the roadside, 
he inquired the way to the cemetery of the town. At this point in 
the story I intenupted, “Why were you looking for a grave- 
yard?” “To see how old people lived to be in that damnable cli- 
mate.” He spent an hour or two leading inscriptions on grave- 
stones, long enough to discover that most folks down there, if 
they reached maturity, died in the thirties, some went on into the 
forties and now and then one got into the fifties. Nevertheless he 
went out to the plantation and stayed on in the school there until 
the Civil War was breaking out, when he returned home and en- 
listed m the Northern army. 

No one except the Gilberts knew that I was a professor of 
English. To all others I was a New Haven man a little under the 
weather. My identity I concealed as a guard against requests for 
literary addresses or other intrusions. But Mr. Gilbert urged me 
to make one exception to the rule for the benefit of the little 
Episcopal Church of which he was senior warden. Twenty-five 
dollars, he said, had been collected for painting the church, but 
$50 would be needed to put it in good shape with two coats of 
paint. The second $25, he thought, could be raised if I would give 
a lecture in the State Noimal School across the road. The admis- 
sion fee was to be 25 I agreed to the proposal on the explicit 
understanding that the date of the lecture should be on my last 
night in town. Posters designed by an “artist” at the Maplewood 
announcing an address on Charles Dickens by Wilbur L. Cross, 
Pli.D., Professor of English in Yale University, were displayed 
in all public places on the hill. Beneath my name, to attract at- 
tention, were caricatures of Pickwick and Sam Weller, no two 
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of them alike. Few if anyone outside the game suspected that I 
was the Yale professor. 

But on the morning of that eventful day, while I stood talking 
with the Methodist minister on the veranda of the post office, I 
escaped discovery very narrowly. Turning from one of the post- 
ers, the minister began, “You live in New Haven, I am told. Are 
you acquainted with this Professor Cross? Is he a strong man?” 
etc. I replied that I had just read the poster, which I thought 
very funny, that I lived in New Haven, that I expected to attend 
the lecture, that I was a little acquainted with Professor Cross 
but did not know whether he w r as “a strong man.” 

That evening Mr. Gilbert conducted me to tire platform with- 
out saying a word by way of introduction. I caught the eye of 
the Methodist minister, who smiled. Others smiled, too, and 
stared. I told them Dickens stories, norv and then reading one in 
the cockney dialect, for an hour and a half. They were in the 
mood for laughing and so was I. 

There was a sequel to the tale. The next winter Mr. Gilbert vis- 
ited me in New Haven on the way to see his son George, the rural 
parson then living in Middletown, Connecticut. I remarked that 
the church must shine in its new paint. “Not so fast, brother,” 
he cautioned me. “The minister and I, you know, got into a quar- 
rel over the color of the paint. He wanted one color and I wanted 
another. Well, he had his way. But he got his comeuppance, for 
just after we put on the second coat of paint there came up a 
heavy shower, wind and rain, which washed off a lot of the paint 
and streaked up all the rest. The church now looks a damnsight 
worse than it did before ’twas painted, and I’m damnglad on it.” 

The full flood of life in these middle years had its ebb tides 
of pain and sorrow. “There is nothing in life,” I once wrote in 
fear, “more pathetic than the death of children.” A daughter 
Elizabeth died of pneumonia in her fourth year (1903) and a 
son Arthur in his eighth year (191S) . My devoted wife tried to 
conceal her intense grief, I could see, in order to mitigate mine, 
but for years thereafter it would break through the restraint of 
her strong will. As for myself I found relief only in some new 
undertaking which required for its success complete concentra- 
tion of mental energies. In quiet hours and in dreams those chil- 
dren still live on in my memory as they frolicked through the 
house, now and then stopping to look into my study where I sat 
writing, as if in wonder of what I was doing. One day Arthur, 
who >vas trying to read a copy of Robinson Crusoe, which bore on 
the title page my name as Editor, asked me if I would write an- 
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other story like that one. This belief of a boy seven years old that 
his father was the author of one of the most famous books in 
the English language and could at any time repeat the achieve- 
ment is the highest tribute that has ever been paid to my lit- 
erary ability. His only criticism of my Robinson Crusoe was that 
there were too many hard words in it. 

During these years I was twice in England for summer vaca- 
tions. In June, 1911, while reading in the Bodleian Library at 
Oxford I had the rare opportunity of more than casual associa- 
tion with Sir William Osier, Regius Professor of Medicine in 
Oxford University. Two years before that time on the publica- 
tion of my life of Laurence Sterne, Dr. Osier had written to me 
about tire book, and since then several letters had passed between 
us. He was particularly interested in my account of Dr. John 
Burton of York, the original of “Dr. Slop,” the “man-midwife” 
with whom Sterne played humorously in Tristram Shandy; and 
was as much amused as I was by the publication of a pamphlet 
by a London physician on the history of midwifery, in which I 
was quoted as an authority on the subject. 

As soon as I came to Oxford Dr. Osier called on me in my 
lodgings and invited me to his house in Norham Gardens to meet 
Mrs. Osier and some of his friends. He was not yet Sir William 
Osier but the title was near at hand. On Sunday, June 18, I at- 
tended a large tea party in Norham Gardens, and a few days 
later, on the coronation of George the Fifth, June 22, he was 
honored with a baronetcy. 

The last time I saw Dr. Osier was in April, 1913, when he 
came to New Haven to give a series of six Silliman lectures on 
The Evolution of Modern Medicine. One afternoon we had tea 
together at the Graduates Club. Only instead of tea he asked 
for “sherry and sponge cake,” which was, I think, the favorite 
refreshment of Sir Robert Peel in the lulls of debate during night 
sessions of the House of Commons. While we were sipping sherry, 
he told me what had happened to several men whom I had met 
in Oxford. One of them, well on in years, had died of arithmo- 
mania, a mental disorder, he explained, which manifests itself in 
an obsession for counting objects or the number of acts required 
for doing something which the patient has in mind to do. For 
example, a man afflicted with arithmomania in the worst form, 
Dr. Osier said, holding up a glass of sherry, would calculate the 
number of swallows he intended to take in draining the glass to 
its last drop and if he made a mistake in the count, which he was 
certain to do, he would be seized by a paroxysm of rage. The Ox- 
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ford man, who was one of Dr. Osier’s patients, could never cross 
the street in front of his house when the mania had settled upon 
him without first fixing in his mind the number of steps he was 
going to take. If he made a miscount he would go back and try 
crossing on another count, failing again and again, until a friend 
appeared and helped him home. Dr. Osier reminded me that a 
mild form of the mania got hold of Dr. Johnson who, according 
to Macaulay, touched every post as he walked along a street and 
if he feared that he had overlooked one would go back to it. I 
was a little startled when Dr. Osier remarked that I had been 
looking at windows and doorways while we were talking, as if I 
were counting them, 

I retaliated by remarking that if I counted windows and doors, 
he seemed to have been suffering from two fixed ideas when he 
wrote that famous valedictory address given at the Johns Hop- 
kins University on Washington’s birthday before his departure 
for Oxford in 1905. He spoke then of the comparative useless- 
ness of men after the age of forty and their utter uselessness by 
the time they reached sixty when, as Trollope in one of his novels 
suggested, they might well be eased into Paradise by chloroform. 
This part of the widely quoted address was composed in a mood 
of sober and learned humor. The general public, however, took it 
seriously and denounced Dr. Osier as a cold-blooded scientist 
who advocated that sexagenarians should be quietly put out of 
the way. His critics did not observe that before he finished with 
the subject he expressed some doubt about the advisability of 
Trollope’s suggestion and recommended instead that college pro- 
fessors of sixty be retired on double salary. 

The ages of man we discussed rather soberly, coming to the 
conclusion that as a rule whatever a man may contribute to his 
community, his country, or the world has its origin in the years 
before forty. Darwin in science and Dante in literature were 
cited among cases in point. “As for you and me,” he said, “it little 
matters wliat may happen to us now.” Dr. Osier was then sixty- 
three years old ; I was fifty-one. Though I met Dr. Osier only at 
rare intervals, I always as in this instance fell under the spell of 
his wonderful personality. 



X. Hadley , Beers , and Lounsbury 

W HEN I was an undergraduate Hadley was a tutor, 
not long back from Germany. He seemed to speak 
German as fluently as English. Even in those 
days I knew him slightly. One term while he was 
conducting a class of Juniors in elementary German, I was at- 
tending a class of Sophomores on Horace or Tacitus in a room 
separated from his by only a thin partition. I well remember how 
that partition shook with laughter whenever he stopped to relate 
an incident or anecdote of his life in Berlin which had a bearing 
on the story the class was reading. A year later he began his 
lectures on Railroad Transportation, which awakened very great 
interest among us all. He was soon made a Professor of Political 
Economy. 

When long afterwards he cast into the background the com- 
manding position he had gained in a new field of economics in 
order to become President of Yale University, friends who thought 
they knew him well frankly told him that he was not cut out for 
an administrator. In some respects this opinion may have proved 
to be true. Hadley was almost sheer intellect. A short time before 
■he was elected President I heard an address by him in which he 
outlined a comprehensive idea of a university. When he finished 
Lounsbury, one of the doubters, who was with me, remarked that 
if Hadley could make real his conception of a university he would 
become one of Yale’s greatest Presidents. Twenty-two years later 
almost to a day I attended a meeting in New York of an associa- 
tion of university presidents and deans. Hadley, though there, was 
not on the program of speakers. I asked the chairman, Nicholas 
Murray Butler, if he knew that this was the last time Hadley would 
meet with the group, for his resignation from the presidency of 
Yale was to go into effect three months hence. Taking the hint, 
Butler called upon Pladley for a farewell speech. It was a most 
extraordinary performance, purely extempore. Hadley reviewed 
the course of university education from his youth onward and 
closed with a forecast of the future. These two speeches, far apart 
in time, showed an intellectual grasp of educational problems that 
had perplexed universities for a generation, which Yale had hardly 
considered before the period of the reorganization that was effected 
in his presidency. 

During that period, especially while I was Dean of the Graduate 
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School, I had many opportunities to watch the working of Hadley’s 
mind. When any question came up for discussion in the faculty of 
Yale College, it was said, he would canvass it from various points 
of view and stop there, just short of recommending a course of 
action. This habit was called by the younger men of the faculty 
merely boxing the compass without using the instrument to steer 
the ship. There was a degree of truth in this. Several years later, 
while he was writing an article for the Yale Review, lie complained 
that he could see the subject from only two points of view, whereas 
in his prime he could see any subject from five or six points of 
view. This often led him to change his mind and sometimes resulted 
in no action at all. 

I soon discovered that the best way to come to conclusions with 
Hadley was by quiet talks in his office when wc were not likely to 
be disturbed by interruptions, which might unnerve him. For in- 
stance, it was agreed that a Department of Education should be 
organized, but opinion was divided on whether emphasis should be 
placed on professional training or on special studies of a research 
character in educational problems. I told him that, in my opinion, 
both aims ought to run along together in the expectation that re- 
search would finally prevail if the department was to be under 
the control of the Graduate School. “An excellent solution of the 
problem !” he exclaimed, throwing his arms into the air. 

President Hadley was an opportunist in the best sense of the 
word. If he did not try hard to mould circumstance to educational 
ideas which he elaborated in eloquent speeches, such as the proper 
studies for a business career, he could be quick to seize circumstance 
for some far-reaching purpose he had in mind. Occasionally he 
seemed to act on momentary impulse, as when he took the hit on 
university reorganization by advocating, as I shall relate, the ad- 
ministrative control of all higher nonprofcssional degrees by the 
Graduate School. This act, however, was not born of mere im- 
pulse. In the background lay a decision at which he had already 
arrived. When Caesar, standing by the Rubicon, exclaimed “The 
die is cast,” he had long since made preparations for invading Italy 
at the first opportune moment. 

With Beers, under whose direction I had laid the foundation of 
my English studies as an undergraduate, I came into increasingly 
close relationship as a colleague and later as Editor of the Yale 
Review. He was a scholar in a broad, liberal sense, like Henry 
Adams. But he was primarily a man of letters. He might have 
gained recognition as one of the leading poets of his time or as 
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one of its first essayists or humorists had it not been necessary for 
him to hold on to his English professorship in order to support a 
wife and eight children. Perhaps, too, he was somewhat lacking in 
ambition. He seemed content with an occasional revelation of his 
rare literary talents, whose afterglow often lent enchantment to 
the Yale Review during its first ten years. 

Inspiration for verse in the latter days of Beers’s life came from 
moods rising out of his inner self. One day he brought into the 
Yale Review office a poem entitled, “The Dying Pantheist to the 
Priest,” which he said had been rejected by another magazine for 
fear its paganism might offend readers. It was a beautiful dra- 
matic lyric in which an ancient Roman pantheist told the priest 
that, though as a man he was about to die, he would live on in other 
forms of life through “the eternal undulations” of nature. “So 
take away your crucifix.” I placed the poem at the head of the next 
number of the Yale Review and awaited its reception by the public. 
A strait-laced Puritan woman, I was told, was so shaken in her faith 
on reading it that she took to her bed for a week. Fortunately, after 
those few days of meditation she regained her faith in the religion 
of her forefathers. 

Once a week it was Beers’s custom to come into my office late in 
the morning, after my correspondence was out of the way, for a 
quiet smoke and miscellaneous talk mostly reminiscent in charac- 
ter. The talk lasted for just an hour or for the exact time it took 
to burn a mild cigar of my brand down through the stump, which 
he kept dry with the aid of a pointed match, one end between thumb 
and forefinger and the other end inserted in the stub, the part of 
a cigar he liked best because it had the best flavor. It happened 
one day that I had read in a New York newspaper a contemporary 
account of Lincoln’s “Address at Gettysburg,” which was strangely 
regarded as quite inferior to the long oration declaimed on the 
occasion by Edward Everett. Beers smiled and proceeded to tell 
two stories about Everett’s oratory. 

When a boy, he said, he heard Everett’s famous address on 
George Washington. As the crisis of the Revolution the orator de- 
scribed the hard winter at Valley Forge when even Washington lost 
all hope of winning the war. Everything, Everett used to say, was 
then coming down with a crash, and, to show his audience what a 
crash is, he would hit as if by accident a large, thin glass of water 
on the desk before him, knocking it to the floor of the stage where 
all could hear glass jingle and see water flowing. 

On another occasion Everett was the orator at an anniversary 
celebration of the battle of Lexington and Concord, speaking from 
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a stage erected in the open air. Near him sat a few survivors of the 
embattled farmers who “fired the shot heard round the world.” 
Just before beginning to orate Everett told those venerable men 
that at a certain point in his speech he was going to ask them to 
rise while he addressed them directly. At the proper time he paused 
and turned his eyes towards them. They rose. Eor a dramatic mo- 
ment he looked them over in silence and then said : “Be seated. It 
is for us to stand in the presence of the heroes of Concord and 
Lexington.” As the three or four old farmers were leaving the plat- 
form, one of them was overheard to say to his comrades: “What 
did old Squire Everett mean by telling us to stand up and as soon 
as we stood up to set down ?” 

When Beers had finished this story I asked him where he got 
that tale. He said that it originally came from Judge Hoar (1816- 
95) of the Supreme Court of Massachusetts, a native of Concord, 
who as a boy was present and heard and saw everything that took 
place on that memorable occasion. 

The tricks of oratory, of which he related many, amused Beers, 
Misplaced oratory he despised. He never forgot the vitriolic at- 
tack on him by D. H. Chamberlain, that “old carpetbagger of 
South Carolina,” because as the senior member of the Yale Eng- 
lish faculty he made no provision in his course of study for oratory 
such as Yale had fostered in the old time. The only orator I ever 
heard Beers speak of with respect was Burke, whose entire works 
he set me to reading when I was a graduate student. No orator him- 
self, Beers addressed his classes in a subdued but clearly audible 
voice and stopped there. 

In his association with his colleagues Beers was careful to give 
no offense. He never stepped on their toes in order to get into a 
fight. He also disliked controversy because it was for him a waste 
of time and energy. This was the outward Beers. But there was 
another Beers behind the veil. One day we got to talking about an 
old school friend of his who was, I remarked, the most placid and 
kindly man I ever knew, much like Sterne’s uncle Toby who would 
not harm a fly. “Was he like that,” I inquired, “when he was in 
school?” “He was the only boy in school we could all lick,” Beers 
said. “I could lick him.” Beers’s boyhood love of an open fight, 
still there in memory at least, I concluded had been washed down 
to an undercurrent of strong, at times violent, opinions of men 
and things which he would express, if in the mood for it, in intimate 
conversations. All that he might say was, however, tempered by 
humor. Erom him I learned what were the blind spots of many 
members of the Yale faculty from his student days down to the 



146 Connecticut Y ankee 

present. It was a fine collection. The pugnacious Lounsbury he was 
inclined to let off easy. Of him he wrote Heu! quanto minus est 
cam reliquis versari quam tui meminisse! (Alas! how much less 
happy to remain on with others than to remember thee.) 

Of Lounsbury I saw more than ever after his retirement in 1906. 
Both of us were in England for the summer, much of the time to- 
gether. I arrived the middle of June and went directly to York to 
visit the places in the country associated with Laurence Sterne 
whose biography I was then working on. Lounsbury came over on 
a later boat which left New York on Friday, July 13, thus putting 
his life in “double jeopardy,” as I had once done with my own. 
Having finished my excursions through Sterne’s Yorkshire, I went 
up to London to greet him as he stepped from a Liverpool train. 

We put up at Cranston’s Ivanhoe Hotel in Bloomsbury so that 
we might be near the British Museum, where Lounsbury wanted 
to do some work on Tennyson while I was examining Sterne manu- 
scripts. We roamed about London for our lunches and dinners un- 
til we found a place where the coffee was satisfactory to Lounsbury, 
who abhorred tea. Once a week, sometimes oftener, we dined at 
the Oscar Wilde Restaurant in Piccadilly, where Wilde and his 
friends used to dine. On those occasions we ate an elaborate table 
d’hote, drank a quart of Lachryma Christi, Lounsbury’s favorite 
wine, smoked a shilling cigar, and “felt good.” 

After a few days in the British Museum Lounsbury was forced 
to curtail his stay there to an hour a morning. His head, he said, 
felt so queer that it could stand work for no longer a period. As a 
relief he proposed that we take a trip into the country. He would 
go with me anywhere provided I would agree to keep him out of 
cathedrals. We had a particularly delightful time touring western 
England as far as Land’s End. The day we were in Bristol Louns- 
bury sat in the hotel while I went out to the cathedral and walked 
through the beautiful cloisters for a look at the mural monument 
dedicated to Eliza Draper, Sterne’s last lady of the heart. On my 
return to the hotel I asked Lounsbury if he wouldn’t like to walk 
over with me to St. Mary Redcliffe, which Queen Elizabeth praised 
as the “fairest” parish church in all England, and where, in the 
muniment room, as he well knew, Thomas Chatterton claimed to 
have discovered the famous Rowley manuscripts. St. Mary Red- 
cliffe was not a cathedral ; I submitted to Lounsbury the nice ques- 
tion whether we might not inspect a parish .church together with- 
out a breach in our agreement. He conceded the point and we spent 
more than an hour in St. Mary Redcliffe. Lounsbury was moved 
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by the interior beauty of the church and thanked me for taking 
him there. Before our return to London we visited at his request 
Winchester Cathedral, which interested him so much that it was 
evening before I could get him away from the precincts. 

I preceded Lounsbury on the voyage home, leaving him in Paris 
with W. Gordon McCabe of Richmond, Virginia, one of his most 
intimate friends. From there he set out in mid-September for Scot- 
land, to represent Yale at the celebration of the 400th anniversary 
of the founding of the University of Aberdeen. On his return to 
London, where he made many new friends among men of letters, 
he resumed his reading in the British Museum ; but though his head 
felt better he reluctantly gave up all work and came home. 

Lounsbury ’s frequent remark from now on that he could work 
for only two hours a day without complete mental exhaustion needs 
some qualification. Work for him meant that kind of careful re- 
search which pervades his prolonged studies in Chaucer and Shake- 
speare. Work so exacting as this, which he was attempting in his 
investigation of Tennyson problems, he was now unable to carry 
on with his old persistence which took no account of time. In his 
best days, he told me, he used to work through a night and some- 
times through two nights and the intervening day without sleep. 
That practice, he complained a year or two before we went abroad, 
he had been compelled to give up. Still, he continued to extend into 
the night miscellaneous work which required no close study. One 
day I received from him a letter which I coukl hardly read. Though 
the lines w r ere straight enough, the words were abbreviated ; no i 
was dotted, no t was crossed. I asked him about that. He replied 
that to avoid strain on his eyes he did much of lus writing in dark- 
ness and corrected it in the morning. But, he added, “I had no time 
to waste on you.” 

Despite the handicap of failing eyesight, Lounsbui'y continued 
to work, revising and enlarging for publication in books magazine 
articles and addresses which in shorter form or in conception be- 
longed to an earlier period. Researches he had made on the early 
literary career of Robert Browning he cast in the form of lectures 
which he gave in November, 1910, at the University of Virginia. 
The next year he brought out his Yale Book of American Verse, 
notable as representative in its unusual selections and omissions of 
his own personal likes and dislikes in our poetry, and more notable 
still for an introductory essay in which he played ironically with 
previous anthologies of American verse. 

It was left for me, with the assistance of Miss Helen McAfee, to 
edit after Lounsbury’s death The Life and Times of Tennyson, 
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which was based mainly on lectures he had prepared as far back 
as 1897 for a class of forty graduate students in English. Orig- 
inally these lectures were all written in pencil on coarse paper with 
wide margins for additions and afterwards typed by Lounsbury 
himself. For the last chapter and some other parts of the book I 
had nothing to go by except narrow strips of paper written hastily 
on sleepless nights. What I had sometimes surmised I then saw was 
true. Except for a few details, Lounsbury had added nothing to 
his Tennyson manuscript since his return from England in 1906. 

To the last Lounsbury enjoyed verbal sparring with his friends. 
Even while his health was breaking we often went to New York 
together for dinner at one of the clubs or to see a popular play. We 
always put up at the old Hotel Manhattan. Lounsbury did not 
care to go to the Authors Club, he said, because we were likely to 
find no authors there, nor to the Players Club because we were likely 
to find no players there. He was ready to go to the University 
Club, where he first met McCabe on “a storytelling night.” But 
he seemed most at home at the Century Club, the rendezvous of 
old friends. 

One night at the theater the play was A Pair of Silk Stockings, 
which in its treatment of sex was regarded as ultrasensational by 
respectable people who flocked to the theater to see what it was. 
Coming in a little late, we saw in seats just in front of us a colleague 
and his rather censorious wife, who turned her startled face to 
Lounsbury and whispered : “Oh, Mr. Lounsbury, when I see Mrs. 
Lounsbury, where shall I tell her I saw you tonight ?” Lounsbury’s 
retort was quick: “Tell her, madam, that I spent the evening with 
you.” 

Lounsbury used to tell a story about John C. Calhoun. In Cal- 
houn’s time the two rival literary and debating societies at Yale 
were Linonia and Brothers in Unity, each of which in after years 
claimed Calhoun for its membership when recruiting for new mem- 
bers among the students. To settle the dispute beyond question 
a member of Linonia in the Class of 1858 produced a letter pur- 
porting to have been written by Calhoun to his mother immediately 
after his entrance to Yale on a certain day in September, 1802. 
He informed his mother that he had had a conference with Presi- 
dent Dwight, who admitted him to the Junior class, and that he 
had already been taken into Linonia. After the production of this 
old letter Brothers in Unity conceded that Linonia had proved its 
claim to Calhoun. Lounsbury, how'ever, detected in the letter a 
clever forgery'. The paper on which it was written was yellow with 
age and the hand which wrote it was a good imitation of Calhoun’s. 
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But the forger, Lounsbury at once saw, had made one mistake. He 
gave the letter a September date, whereas in Calhoun’s time the 
academic year did not open until late in October. September then 
fell in the vacation when all the students were away. After Louns- 
bury finished his tale I remarked that there must have been some 
commotion among faculty and students when he exposed the for- 
gery. He replied: “I did not expose the forgery, for I myself was a 
member of Linonia.” 

Lounsbury was the first to level attack on the kind of cigars I 
smoked and handed out to friends without apology. It was a light 
cigar having a Connecticut seed-leaf wrapper and perhaps a little 
Havana tobacco tucked away in the interior. The story of his utter 
condemnation of that cigar I still hear variously told. I will now 
correct the record for posterity. 

Occasionally on a bright spring or autumn day Lounsbury and 
I took a long ride in an open trolley car through Connecticut, stop- 
ping at a good inn for luncheon. On our return to New Haven late 
one afternoon, he inquired of me where he might get a few cigars 
which I could guarantee as good. We walked across a street to a 
little shop which had sold me thousands of my favorite cigars. 
While Lounsbury was looking over Romeo and Juliets and other 
Havanas of various sizes, 20$ or 25$ apiece, the proprietor reached 
down under the counter for a box of fifty cigars of my own brand 
and opened them up for my inspection without saying a word. I 
said “O.K.” and threw out a $2 bill, and in return received not only 
the fifty cigars but a dime to boot. Lounsbury who was watching 
the curious transaction from the corner of an eye began to ask 
me about those “four-centers.” I told him that they were domestic 
cigars, so very mild that I could smoke them all day without feel- 
ing any evil effects from them, whereas one big Havana such as 
he smoked would knock me out completely. “No wonder that your 
doctor will let you smoke only one Romeo and Juliet a day.” On 
my invitation he took three or four of my harmless favorites to try 
out. 

The next evening while I was sitting at the round table in the 
Graduates Club with a group of friends Lounsbury came in and 
began to fire at me. “What is the name, Cross, of those cigars you 
gave me yesterday?” I told him. “I don’t know,” he continued, 
“that it makes any difference what they are called, but after dinner 
last night I lighted one and took a few whiffs and threw the damned 
thing away.” 

“What about Mark Twain’s cigars?” I inquired. “You once 
took a trip with him through the Great Lakes when somebody asked 
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him if he smoked all the time and he replied that he had not yet 
learned how to smoke in his sleep. What brand of cigars did you 
smoke with Mark Twain?” Lounsbury avoided the trap by de- 
claring that he did not smoke at all on that trip ; in fact that he 
had rarely smoked a cigar until I came to New Haven and set him 
a bad example. 

So I told the company about the kind of cigars that Mark Twain 
could smoke in a pinch. While I was staying one summer in a New 
Hampshire village the only cigars 1 could get at a local store were 
so rank that I went a whole week with only one smoke. Foi\the 
same summer Mark Twain settled some distance away in Dublin, 
New Hampshire, where a friend of mine had taken a house for the 
season. This friend of mine, who smoked only a pipe, invited Mark 
Twain to dinner and in anticipation of his coming scurried around 
on his bicycle for cigars for his guest but could find nothing except 
those mighty cigars of the brand which had floored me — six for a 
quarter. After dinner Mark Twain smoked one of them to the bitter 
end without flinching. When he was offered another he looked it 
over before lighting it. My friend expressed regret that there were 
no better cigars to be had in the village store. Mark Twain replied, 
“No apology is necessary. All the time I was smoking that first 
cigar I wondered where you got it.” 

Lounsbury quizzed me rather sharply on this tale ; but when I 
gave him the name of my friend, who was a former member of the 
Sheffield faculty, he concluded that the tale might be true though 
I must have dressed it up considerably. 

Death came suddenly for Professor Lounsbury on the evening 
of April 9, 1915, while he was making a call on Secretary and Mrs. 
Anson Phelps Stokes. His wife was then on a visit in the South. 
Though he had been suffering for some time with mild attacks of 
angina pectoris, none of us thought that the end was so near at 
hand. His death which came in the midst of talk with his friends 
was in perfect keeping with his social character. 

The funeral service, which was conducted by Mr. Stokes in Bat- 
tell Chapel on April 13, got nationwide publicity owing to the 
presence of ex-Presidents Taft and Roosevelt as honorary pall- 
bearers. The two men had not met since September 19, 1910, when 
their friend Henry C. White (Yale ’81) brought them together at 
his house in New Haven for a heart-to-heart talk in the hope of 
closing the breach between them, Success was only partial. In the 
meantime, during the campaign of 1912 their quarrel had grown 
more bitter than ever. Their friends now wondered what their greet- 
ing would be at the funeral of their mutual friend. 
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When Roosevelt arrived with Brander Matthews I was standing 
with other pallbearers in the outer vestibule of Battell Chapel, 
talking with Taft, who as soon as Roosevelt approached extended 
his hand to him with a “Hello, Teddy. 5 ' Roosevelt straightened up, 
throwing back head and shoulders, took Taft’s hand limply, and 
returned the informal greeting with “How do you do, Mr. Taft?” 
Then he turned away to greet the other pallbearers. A. minute or 
two later Taft again got Roosevelt’s attention and inquired after 
Mrs. Roosevelt’s health. He was assured that she was “very well.” 
In return Roosevelt learned that Mrs. Taft was very well also and 
hoped that Mr. Roosevelt would call at the house after the services, 
Roosevelt regretted that he must leave as soon as the funeral was 
over. Taft was deeply hurt, as one could see, but his face quickly 
regained its composure. 



XI. Dean of the Graduate School 

JT ■ '“^HEIIE is no Yale Graduate School,” was a common re- 
mark when I assumed office as its Dean, July 1, 1916. 
“Why,” some of my friends asked, “did you accept an 

A.. empty title? Here you are, at fifty-four, with a profes- 
sorship which carries the maximum salary ; you are Editor of the 
Yale Review , and on the side you are writing a biography of Henry 
Fielding.” 

I could not tell my older colleagues that I had seen professors 
in the dangerous fifties fall into ruts of routine teaching and that 
I was determined to avoid the mischance by a switch over to a 
track running in a little different direction. So my reply to all who 
felt concern over my decision was that if there is no Graduate 
School let us all get together and build one at a time when the 
University Corporation is ready to supply a moderate amount of 
money for the purpose. 

I could not deny that Yale had no Graduate School organized 
as a closely knit unit like the Undergraduate and Professional 
Schools. But I could dilate on Yale’s great, heritage in the realm 
of graduate studies. Provision for graduate instruction at Yale 
had been made nearly two centuries before by Dean, afterwards 
Bishop, George Berkeley, the foremost British philosopher of his 
age, who, while living in Newport, Rhode Island, became interested 
in Yale College after his failure to found a college in Bermuda, On 
his return to England in 1732 Berkeley conveyed his Newport 
farm to the Corporation of Yale College for the nominal sum of 
5 s, on the stipulation that the rents of the property should be ap- 
plied to the maintenance of three resident students during the pe- 
riod of study between their first and second degrees ; that is, be- 
tween their B.A. and M.A. degrees. Subsequently Berkeley sent 
over to the Yale Library a large consignment of books, nearly a 
thousand volumes, among which were a number of duplicate copies 
of the best critical Latin and Greek texts for the special use of 
scholars on his foundation. With the aid of Berkeley books and 
scholarships, Yale in its earliest history established a course of 
graduate studies in the liberal arts to further a farseeing philoso- 
pher’s aim of raising the standard of teaching in the colleges of 
the New World. “Westward,” Berkeley already saw, “the course 
of empire takes its way.” 

Success was immediate. Berkeley was still living when one of his 
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scholars became the first President of Dartmouth College and an- 
other the first President of the College of New Jersey, not yet re- 
named Princeton. Within a century as many as eleven Berkeley 
men were elected to college presidencies, of whom one was the first 
President Dwight of Yale. No count could easily be made of the 
long line of professors and tutors at Yale and elsewhere who began 
as Berkeley Scholars. Throughout the South and Middle West 
Yale became known as “the Mother of Colleges.” 

For a full century and a little more graduate instruction was 
conducted wholly by the faculty of Yale College. The curriculum 
consisted of advanced studies in Latin and Greek literature and 
ancient philosophy, with the addition of mathematics, moral and 
religious philosophy, and the discussion of educational and politi- 
cal questions. But towards the end of this period other subjects 
were beginning to demand recognition, particularly science under 
the influence of the elder Benjamin Silliman, who urged that grad- 
uate students be segregated from undergraduates in a building or 
college of their own. On the advent of President Woolsey the situ- 
ation was met in a large way by the creation in 18F7 of a new de- 
partment of instruction called the Department of Philosophy and 
the Arts. In this was set up for the Graduate Division a program 
of studies in philosophy, language and literature, history, and the 
social and natural sciences, leading to the degree of Doctor of Phi- 
losophy. Yale was the first American university to confer this de- 
gree — in 1861. The establishment at Yale of the Ph.D. degree 
requiring two and later three years of resident study with the ex- 
ploration of some specific field of knowdedge marked an epoch in 
the history of higher learning. Yale set the clock to a new time for 
all our great universities. 

To indicate the quality of the guidance which Yale was soon 
able to give students enrolled for the Ph.D. degree, one has only 
to name James Dwight Dana in geology, William Dwight Whit- 
ney in Sanskrit and comparative philology, and Josiah Willard 
Gibbs in mathematical physics, whose investigations in thermo- 
dynamics were to gain for him, in the estimation of Einstein, a 
place in science by the side of Sir Isaac Newton. These and other 
scholars of high rank, however, conducted their graduate work un- 
der difficulties. They were nearly all attached to one of the under- 
graduate schools, in which they were under obligation to give the 
usual amount of instruction for the major part of the salaries they 
received. Such time and energy as were left over they were free to 
devote to graduate students. It was during this lean financial pe- 
riod that Daniel Coil Gilman and William Rainey Harper, both 
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of whom -had taken a prominent part in graduate instruction at 
Yale, ■withdrew to become the first presidents of universities where 
large endowments were being provided for research. The Ph.D. de- 
gree and all it stood for they took with them to Johns Hopkins 
University and the University of Chicago. 

During the administration of President Dwight, towards the 
close of the nineteenth century, the way of the college professor 
who desired to give graduate instruction was made somewhat easier. 
A few professors were in part relieved of undergraduate teaching 
and several new ones were appointed on the understanding that 
they should have ample opportunity to conduct graduate courses. 
A number of fellowships were secured for graduates of Yale Col- 
lege; and Professor Arthur T, Hadley was appointed the first 
Dean of the Graduate Faculty, to be succeeded three years later 
by Professor Andrew W. Phillips. Hitherto there had been no 
central office for the chairman or secretary of the Graduate Fac- 
ulty. Dean Hadley, it used to be said, carried the records about in 
his hat. He was the last of that race. For the use of his successor a 
small house was set aside near where Harkness Memorial Tower 
now rises. Here an office and consultation rooms were provided for 
Dean Phillips, although in their rear, and separated only by a door 
not always locked, there was the University paint shop with its 
store of paint, varnish, and turpentine. On the advice of President 
Dwight, when Pierson Hall was built off the College Campus, a 
number of rooms in it were made available for graduate students, 
who as a rule were not allowed to occupy undergraduate dormi- 
tories except as proctors. 

As the years passed these improvements were partially offset 
by larger demands for graduate instruction occasioned by an in- 
crease in the number of students. Though excellent work was still 
done in most departments, the tendency was to establish courses 
of study differing very little from the more advanced courses in the 
Undergraduate Schools. And the number even of these amorphous 
courses, open equally to graduate students and to undergraduate 
Seniors, that could be given in any year was dependent upon the 
varying load of elementary teaching which the professors might 
be called upon to bear. The danger of lowering the quality of re- 
search was at times altogether too real for the comfort of admin- 
istrative officers. 

In fact, there was no one body responsible for maintaining uni- 
form standards for degrees. The M.A. degree was still, as it always 
had been, under the jurisdiction of the faculty of Yale College ; 
the M.S. degree, with more strict requirements, was under the ju- 
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risdiction of the Sheffield Scientific School. The only degree within 
the sole jurisdiction of the Graduate Faculty was the Ph.D., which 
was administeied by a committee whose chairman, called Dean, was 
an active member of the faculty of Yale College. Three different 
faculties administering closely related degrees could result only 
in confusion of standards, amusing as well as serious. 

Hanns Oertel accepted the position of Dean of the Graduate 
Faculty in 1911 on the assurance that Yale College would transfer 
to the Graduate Faculty control over the M.A. degree. The re- 
quirements for this degree he raised eonsidei'ably. No work done 
in absentia was now to be any longer accepted ; and the period of 
study was to be extended from one to two years. But owing to many 
commitments made to students already enrolled for the degree, the 
new program could not go into full effect until 1916; the delay 
irked Dean Oertel. His great disappointment, however, was his 
unsuccessful attempt to bring the administration of the M.S. de- 
gree under the aegis of the Graduate Faculty. This proposal met 
the determined opposition of the Sheffield Scientific School. 

Unfortunately Dean Oertel did not complete his term of office, 
which was to run for five years. On his annual visit to Germany in 
the summer of 1914 he was caught in the meshes of the World War 
and remained on in Munich where he was to have a distinguished 
university career. During the first two years of his absence while 
there was hope that he might return to Yale, the Corporation ap- 
pointed in succession two Acting Deans — Charles Schuchert, Pro- 
fessor of Historical Geology (with other titles) in the Sheffield 
Scientific School, and Williston Walker, Professor of Ecclesiasti- 
cal History in the Divinity School, both of whom, at liis request, I 
suggested in turn to President Hadley. In these recommendations 
there was, I daresay, a subconscious motive, which was to give the 
Graduate Faculty a more distinct university character by loosen- 
ing the strings which had bound it rather closely to Yale College. 

On March 22, 1916, the now' defunct Department of Philosophy 
and the Arts met to hear the report of a committee of five who had 
been appointed to recommend a Dean. The chairman, who pre- 
sented the report, was Henry W. Farnam, Professor of Political 
Economy, who had a keen interest in the welfare of the whole Uni- 
versity from top to bottom. He was also one of the most public- 
spirited men in New Haven and in the State at large. Though we 
were very unlike in temperament we were the best of friends. He 
often tried to persuade me to quit smoking, as he had done years 
before, by giving me statistics on the nation’s huge waste of capital 
on tobacco, millions upon millions of dollars every year, and on the 
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tremendous losses by fires set going in cities and forests by that 
innocent-looking little cigarette stub. Against this awful destruc- 
tion of property, public and private, I set up a sort of alibi by 
claiming that I never smoked cigarettes. But I kept on smoking a 
pipe and cigars. He kept on trying to break me of a bad habit. 
And we kept on liking each other. 

Professor Farnam, I was told, cast his report in the form of a 
political nomination speech such as I have since heard many times. 
I was nominated by acclamation Dean of the Graduate School and 
my name was at once sent to the President and Fellows of the Uni- 
versity for confirmation (April 5 , 1916). I was granted a leave of 
absence for five years from the Sheffield Scientific School and in 
view of the extra work my annual salary was enhanced by $500 ! 

Events, it is now clear also, made almost inevitable my appoint- 
ment in 1916 as Dean. Ever since I had gained a footing against 
obstacles for my graduate course in English fiction, I had kept it 
going. I had served on several important committees under Oer- 
ter s predecessor, Dean Phillips; with Dean Oertel I had been inti- 
mately associated, and as an active member of his Administrative 
Committee was always ready for consultation on any problem that 
might arise. As a graduate of Yale College and a Professor in the 
Sheffield Scientific School, I understood the educational points of 
view of the faculties in both institutions. Withal X mixed with the 
faculties of the Professional Schools. Because of my knowledge of 
the University as a whole President Hadley convinced me that it 
was my duty to accept the office of Dean of the Graduate Faculty. 
So I decided to let destiny do its work despite the warnings of 
friends. 

One of my first concerns was for the preservation of such records 
of the Graduate Faculty as were to come into my custody, which 
had reposed for a quarter-century as near neighbors to paint, var- 
nish, and turpentine. Some of these records, I observed, were in the 
handwriting of Yale’s great professors of former times, of Gibbs 
and of Hubert A. Newton, on whom Gibbs used to try out his 
mathematical formulas in the first days of his revolutionary discov- 
eries. The Corporation at once set aside for my use a suitable house 
on the corner of High and Wall Streets, which was easily made 
over into offices and conference rooms, with a vault for past and 
future records, where, it was deemed, they would be safe against 
fire unless the fire were too hot. All offices and other rooms were 
largely refurnished by Professor Farnam with mahogany desks 
and chairs. The new headquarters were named Gibbs Hall. In pass- 
ing I may add that Yale has no memorial worthy of Josiah Willard 
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Gibbs, whose name, I have heard it said, is not as euphonious as 
some others. Even Gibbs Hall is now gone. 

Of immediate concern also was a reorganization of the Graduate 
Faculty, which comprised a large body of professors of various 
faculties having divergent and sometimes conflicting interests. The 
plan of reorganization approved by the Graduate Faculty on 
October 28, 1916, split the faculty into three divisions and created 
an Executive Board of eight members which was empowered to 
determine the requirements for admission, to appoint all commit- 
tees, to pass upon departmental recommendations for fellowships, 
and scholarships, and nominate to the Corporation professors and 
other officers of instruction. These extraordinary powers I re- 
quested for quick action at the right moment in the process of 
building up a Graduate School coordinate with the Undergraduate 
and Professional Schools of the University. The Executive Board 
rarely if ever took action on any subject unless the members were 
in complete agreement. All of them were in their fields leaders of 
independent judgment. Paramount among us was President Had- 
ley who often made the most important motions and presented our 
conclusions to the Corporation, of which he was the presiding of- 
ficer, which, so far as I can recall, approved them in every instance. 
Of all boards and committees with which I have been connected, no 
other has equaled this Executive Board in efficiency and mature 
wisdom. 

The first test of the reorganization came with the question of 
admitting women as candidates for the M.A. degree. They had 
been eligible for the Ph.D. since 1892, but not for the M.A., which 
was then administered by Yale College, an institution founded 
and maintained for the education of men “in church and state.” 
Even after the M.A. had passed to the Graduate Faculty, the ad- 
mission of women for it met with objections because many ad- 
vanced courses in the College were open to graduate students ; but 
when it was announced that these anomalous courses were to be 
eliminated as fast as possible, the objections lost their force. A 
resolution that candidacy for the M.A. degree be no longer based 
upon sex was approved by the divisions without dissent and by the 
Corporation on January IS, 191*7. Thus a question which had long 
hung fire was settled within a few weeks. 

For the time being further progress toward building up a 
Graduate School was impeded by our entrance into the European 
War. The enrollment of students fell by 50 per cent, and thirty 
or more professors who normally gave graduate instruction were 
on leave of absence for war work overseas or at home. But in this 
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lean educational period there was time to formulate and to discuss 
what the next steps in the development of the Graduate School 
should he when the war was over. 

It was clear that if Yale was going to have a Graduate School 
which would take a commanding place among research institutions, 
it could no longer depend for the most part upon professors at- 
tached to the Undergraduate Schools but must have a body of pro- 
fessors and investigators of its own, and specifically that there 
should he organized a graduate Department of Education for the 
benefit of that large majority of students who intended to become 
teachers in colleges and secondary schools. It was clear, too, that 
immediate efforts should be made to secure endowments for fellow- 
ships to be awarded not only to graduate students who had shown 
proficiency in their work but also to brilliant students who after 
receiving the Ph.D. degree at Yale or elsewhere desired to go on 
into advanced research in fields they had partially explored. It is 
hardlj' necessary to add that we hoped to see the day when the 
Graduate School might have dormitories for its students and, in 
place of a dwelling house made over, ample offices for the admin- 
istration of its affairs and consultation and seminary rooms for 
professors. All this would have been but an unsubstantial dream 
had not Yale seen in the middle distance the magnificent bequest to 
the University by the late John W. Sterling, who in his will desig- 
nated the “Graduate Department” as one of the beneficiaries. 

Further moves toward consolidating the Graduate School fol- 
lowed hard upon the close of the war. Late in 1918 President Had- 
ley obtained the transfer to it from Sheff of the M.S. and all the 
higher degrees in engineering. It was his purpose, he said, to place 
Yale College and the Sheffield Scientific School on an equal footing 
as Undergraduate Schools by discouraging graduate extensions 
in both of them. Hereafter, he added, Yale must have but one 
Graduate School. When the temporary Board of Permanent Offi- 
cers was replaced by a permanent one by vote of the Corporation 
in March, 1920, the Graduate School came into legal existence as 
an organic part of the University. Thus the goal towards which 
I had set my face when appointed Dean was reached. 

The Divisions as organized by the Graduate Faculty were also 
extended throughout the University with such changes in group- 
ing of departments of study as might seem desirable; the require- 
ments for the M.A. and M.S. degrees were adjusted to the studies 
of the Undergraduate Schools ; and a plan was authorized by the 
Corporation to facilitate students’ taking courses in Yale College 
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or the Mold Scientific School, no matter in which school they 
might he registered. 

This last proposal was made the subject of a cartoon in the foie 
Recod. Ac is depicted as a girl of inquiring look with eyeglasses 
and flowers and She! as a green and bewildered young man. They 
are being married by President Hadley, whose eyes and open month 
are turned toward the heavens, while Dean Jones and Director 
Chittenden stand soberly by near a flower girl in the foreground 
dressed as a boy. Underneath is the inscription: 

Holy Matrimony, 

Ac and She! become one, 



XII. A Trip to Hawaii 

I N THE meantime I saw Hawaii. Sometime early in February, 
1920, President Harlley came over to my office a good deal 
perplexed in mind. He said that in April the Islands were 
going to celebrate the centenary of the arrival of the first 
missionaries, among whom were two or three Yale men and that 
he had been requested by the committee in charge to send a repre- 
sentative of the University. He had just seen, he said, the Dean 
of the Divinity School, who was unable to take the trip because of 
other engagements ; so he had decided to ask me to go. To Presi- 
dent Hadley’s invitation I replied that I could probably qualify 
for the mission since the Graduate School had a department of 
religion as flourishing as that of the Divinity School. It might be 
difficult for me to leave my office for two months ; but I had a most 
competent Executive Secretary in Miss Margaret Corwin, and I 
felt certain that Professor Clive Day would supervise the business 
of the Graduate School during my absence. I brought up the ques- 
tion of having my wife as a companion on the voyage. To my sur- 
prise I found that there would be no question about that; I was 
then unaware that the expenses of the trip were to be borne not by 
the University but by the Yale alumni of Hawaii. It took no more 
than ten minutes to reach the conclusion that Helen and I were 
to go. 

I was elated. The idea of the Sandwich Islands, as they were once 
called, had haunted my imagination since childhood. My father 
and later my uncle Franklin, who had visited the Islands on their 
whaling voyages to the Northern Pacific, used to tell me long stories 
about the paradise of the world. My college roommate, Walter 
Frear, had often described the manners and customs of the natives, 
whom he understood and loved. Sometimes in those days I fore- 
gathered with groups of other students from Honolulu while they 
told stories of Hawaiians or danced the hula-hula with nothing left 
out of its primitive abandon. Now as the guest of the Frears I was 
to enter the land of my dreams, where Mark Twain had been and 
Robert Louis Stevenson. 

Before setting out I read again an account of the missionary 
enterprise in whose centennial celebration I was delegated to take 
a part. It was not an uncommon thing more than a century ago 
for stray Hawaiian boys to find their way to the United States 
on trading vessels plying between Honolulu and Atlantic ports. 
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Two such boys worked their passage to New York in 1809 in a 
ship commanded by a captain who brought them on to New Haven. 
According to the story one of the boys, Opukahaia, was discovered 
one day by Yale students sitting on the steps of the Chapel or the 
President’s house in the College Yard. The students were naturally 
interested in him and invited him to their rooms. A zealous Senior 
took him in hand and explained to him the Christian way of life, 
which he was eager to adopt. Presumably he was baptized under 
the name of Henry Obookiah, for he was afterwards called by that 
name. 

With the intention of returning home as a missionary, Obookiah 
spent some time among the theological students at Andover, Massa- 
chusetts, and attended a mission school at Cornwall, Connecticut, 
established for Christian training of Indians and stranded boys 
from the South Seas. Never quite acclimated, he died at Cornwall 
and was buried there. The story of Obookiah’s conversion and un- 
timely death spread far and wide throughout New England, and 
no doubt helped to induce the American Board of Foreign Mis- 
sions to send out a small group of missionaries to the Sandwich 
Islands to free the natives from the bondage of Satan. 

Stalwart young men were chosen for leaders. First among the 
volunteers was Hiram Bingham (the grandfather of Senator Hi- 
ram Bingham), a graduate of Middlebury College, Vermont, who 
received an honorary M.A. degree from Yale in 1819. Second 
among them was Asa Thurston, Yale B.A. 1816. Both Bingham 
and Thurston had studied at Andover and were duly ordained as 
ministers of the Gospel in the Congregational Church. Closely as- 
sociated with them was another Yale man, Edwin Whitney, who 
had just completed his Freshman year. Thus, one may see, the in- 
fluence of Yale predominated in the mission. In its inception it 
was essentially a Yale undertaking, now forgotten by most Yale 
men. 

The little band of missionaries sailed from Boston October S3, 
1819, on a brig named Thaddeus after one of the Twelve Apostles. 
There were twenty-two of them, including wives and children 
and two native Hawaiians from the Cornwall school, of whom one 
was Hopu, the boy who ten years before had lauded in New York 
with Obookiah. It was a perilous six months’ voyage round Cape 
Horn, 18,000 miles in a ship good for no more than 8 knots an 
hour. Thurston, as one of a party of six, disembarked early in 
April, 1820, at Kailua off the Kona coast of the island of Hawaii 
tp found a mission near the King, who wanted the two natives as 
servants for himself and his five wives in the royal household. He 
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wanted to be a Christian too. Bingham and the rest went on to 
Honolulu on the island of Oahu, where on April 19 they all went 
ashore and were given shelter in a group of thatched cottages. 
There they organized their parish with church and schools after 
the manner of the Puritan pioneers in New England. 

Helen and I began the journey near the middle of March and 
returned near the first of May. On leaving Chicago we met on the 
train an old acquaintance, Henry van Dyke and his daughter 
Paula. They were going, I think, to Japan with a stopover in 
Honolulu for the celebration to which Van Dyke had been ap- 
pointed as Princeton’s delegate. During the next days there was 
some rather big storytelling between Henry and myself while Helen 
and Paula listened and smiled as we exposed our blind spots to full 
view. In San Francisco we parted company to meet again in Hono- 
lulu. The Van Dykes embarked on a Japanese boat whose bar 
opened beyond the three-mile limit, while Helen and I were booked 
for ft boat on the American Matson line whose bar in those days of 
national prohibition was kept closed. There were remarks about 
our different liquid habits as we went our ways. 

Our boat was comfortable “and we weren esed atte beste.” Most 
of the company were on the way to the celebration but there were 
some who were going to Honolulu for other reasons. An octoge- 
narian with shaking hands and legs told me that in his youth he 
had lived for several years in the Islands and that now, his wife dead 
and his children dispersed, he was going back to die amid the old 
scenes at Hilo. The first day out I spoke to James Itolph, the 
popular Mayor of San Francisco, for whom claims were made of 
his descent from the only son of John Itolfe and Pocahontas 
through the Rolphs of Virginia. Pie was the most persistent ama- 
teur poker player on board. Once in a game he always sat it 
through. Years later when we both became Governors I was to tour 
California with him as his guest. 

On the evening of the same day as I was walking the deck I fell 
in with a surgeon from Salt Lake City. Our conversation drifted 
to medical science and the natural sciences in general, and I casu- 
ally remarked that the racial origin of the native Hawaiians was 
still an enigma. His illuminating reply was: “To us there is no 
enigma about that. They are of the lost tribe of Israel.” The secret 
was out. The surgeon was a Mormon. In semiprofane language I 
took him to task for believing ‘‘that damned rot.” He seemed to 
be in no way offended by my explosion. 

With him, he said, were his wife, who he said was one of the 
numerous granddaughters of that much-married Brigham Young, 
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several children, and a nurse. The object of their trip was to bring 
back a son who had been in the Mormon mission of Oahu for a year 
and to leave in his place their eldest daughter, a girl of eighteen, 
as a propagandist for their sect among the native Hawaiians. Mor- 
monism, he claimed, was spreading fast among the few full-blooded 
Hawaiians in the country districts. He invited me to visit a Mor- 
mon Temple in the heart of Oahu where, he assured me, I would be 
permitted to enter all its parts except the Holy of Holies. The 
next morning he introduced me to his large family. Never have I 
seen children under better and easier control. The nurse, not so 
devout as the rest, was, however, not restrained from flirting as 
much as she pleased. 

One morning we passed Diamond Head and entered the harbor 
of Honolulu. On the dock were many Yale men with their families. 
As we went ashore to be greeted by our friends who threw leis 
round our necks, a brass band, which had been playing national 
airs, struck up “Boola Boola” and “Down the Field.” Just before 
we stepped into a car with the Frears to be driven to their home 
my emotions were subjected to a severe nervous chill. Doremus 
Scudder (Yale ’80), the master of ceremonies, who was standing 
by, handed me a card listing the addresses I was expected to give 
during the next fortnight, one, two, or three every day beginning 
the next noon. He even had me down for a sermon in the church of 
the oldest native Hawaiian parish in Honolulu. I protested against 
that assignment to a man who was not a clergyman and had never 
tried his hand at a lay sermon. It was impossible, he rejoined, to 
let me off on that account. So I was confronted with the problem 
of how to escape that sermon without offending anybody. 

Scudder had announced that Van Dyke and I were to go out as 
a pair of spellbinders to make addresses. Van Dyke, who had ac- 
quired a master’s technique in extemporary speaking, was always 
ready with a ten- or fifteen-minute speech of apt and beautiful 
phrasing, which he could easily spin out to half an hour if the 
occasion so demanded, by the further elaboration of his central 
ideas, which could be adapted, with minor changes, to any audience. 
Having at my command no such fund of semireligious ideas or ex- 
perience in public speaking, I was forced to rely on the inspiration 
of the moment, if there was any, and on what incidental knowledge 
I could gain of prospective audiences and their special interests. 
We appeared together or singly before all those sorts of groups, 
large or small, that comprise the civilization of mankind — reli- 
gious, social, educational, historical, scientific, commercial, and 
agricultural. I had a jolly time ; it was educative also. 
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Two or three days I spent in visiting schools and other institu- 
tions of learning and in the discussion of educational problems with 
teachers and administrators, among whom I nearly always found 
Yale men with whom I was acquainted. Among them was John R. 
Galt, chairman, or president of several committees and associations 
dealing with seini-educational and social problems which concerned 
the Islands as a whole. Naturally I was greatly interested in the 
University of Hawaii over which Arthur L. Dean presided, a for- 
mer young colleague of mine in Sheffield, who was doing much to 
control, if not to cure, leprosy by the use of chaulmoogra oil. I 
was interested, too, in Oahu College, originally founded by the 
missionaries for the higher education of their children, where Ft ear 
prepared for Yale and afterwards taught for a year or two; as 
well as in the grade or common schools leading up to a good high 
school, where all through the system various races commingled as 
students and teachers. 

I recall a morning spent in a primary school where a Japanese 
girl was teaching children, whites, native Hawaiians, and several 
other races, how to read and write English. She was doing a won- 
derful job. Her own speech, which she was passing on to the chil- 
dren, resembled our Yankee dialect in accent and intonation. I 
asked her whether she was bom in Connecticut or in Massachusetts 
and learned to my amazement that she was born in Honolulu and 
had never been out of the Islands. She had been taught to speak 
English by a descendant of the missionaries who were mostly New 
Englanders. 

Racial antagonism appeared to be nonexistent everywhere we 
went. Interracial marriages were so common that they seemed at 
first sight to be the rule. One day I met at luncheon a very culti- 
vated woman of strange beauty, the wife of a man with whom I 
was acquainted. That afternoon several of the party drove up to 
Pali at the head of the Nuuanu Valley for an expansive view over 
coral beds and ocean. We returned to the gardens of the Royal 
Palace, no longer the residence of kings and queens, in the heart 
of Honolulu where I addressed a league or association of women 
over which this lady presided. In her introduction she told the 
company that I had driven the speech she intended to make out of 
her head by impertinent questions. Perhaps by indirections I had 
tried to find directions out. She was part white and part Hawaiian, 
with perhaps a tincture of Chinese blood. At any rate, she had in- 
herited the best characteristics of the races to which she belonged. 

Native Hawaiians of the older generation in whom not much 
other blood was infused we saw at one of their outdoor feasts under 
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the shade of tall cocoanut trees. They displayed great deftness in 
twisting poi from large bowls round two fingers and conveying it 
to their mouths without dropping a particle of it. On this, their 
staple diet, they had grown fat. Rotundity seemed to be cultivated 
by women as a mark of beauty. They still wore loose Mother Hub- 
bards similar to those with which their ancestral mothers were 
clothed by the first missionaries who were shocked by scanty attire. 

For poi, a fermented paste of taro roots, I acquired no taste. 
But for breakfast I liked papaya and a cup of Kona coffee having 
a flavor like no other. Delicious ripe Hawaiian pineapples I ate 
without limit just as in my boyhood I had eaten muskmelons from 
my grandfather’s garden, one after another, when nobody was 
around to molest me. I thrived then and thrived now at the age of 
fifty-eight. Rather taken by the sweetness of unrefined cane sugar, 
we went out to one of the best equipped sugar mills and watched 
the process of milling. Tor twenty years I had owned a few shares 
of stock in different Hawaiian sugar plantations. After inspecting 
this modern mill I bought a few more ! 

The young generation of native Hawaiians had broken away 
from the dress and habits of their parents and grandparents. We 
saw them all at play at Waikiki where they were riding the high 
waves on planks or in outriggers. With the Frears Helen and I 
tried an outrigger and wanted to try it again. 

An event with an amusing sequel occurred at a pageant depict- 
ing significant scenes in Hawaiian history since the advent of the 
missionaries, such as the breaking of pagan images before the adop- 
tion of Christianity. The panorama was unfolded on the slope of 
a rocky hill. A platform for special guests was built well down the 
hill where they could see and hear all. On the platform strong but 
roughly made chairs were arranged in rows with an aisle down the 
center. I took a seat by the aisle three or four rows back. In the 
front row on my side the seats were marked “Reserved.” I asked 
why and was told that His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales, 
who came into the harbor the night before on a man-of-war which 
was taking him round the world, had been invited to attend the 
pageant and had graciously accepted the invitation. At length he 
appeared with his entourage of naval officers and was conducted to 
the front row of seats while the rest of us rose in his honor. After 
viewing several scenes of the pageant the handsome boy of light- 
brown. hair (who looked eighteen though he was twenty-six) became 
restless and soon rose to go. Again we all rose while he walked down 
the aisle and stepped from the platform. As soon as we sat down 
everybody looked towards the vacant chairs, oblivious of the pag- 
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eant. In order to relieve the tension I exclaimed so all could hear, 
“Aren’t some of you ladies going to steal the chair in which Ed- 
ward, Prince of Wales, has sat?” Thereupon there was a rush-and- 
scramblc. A young woman near me first got a hand on the back of 
the chair, and so it was hers. The last I heard of that chair, she 
still kept it as a memento of her raid. 

My sermon to a native Hawaiian congregation was destined 
never to come to pass. On Saturday, while I was meditating the 
sermon for the next morning, a committee of the Hawaiian Cham- 
ber of Commerce called on me in great distress. Mayor Rolph of 
San Francisco who, they said, had promised to give the main ad- 
dress before the Chamber at a luncheon on Monday in honor of 
the Admiral and other officers of the Pacific fleet had just in- 
formed them that he would be unable to keep the engagement be- 
cause be was not feeling very well and bis private secretary was 
not with him for assistance in the exigency. So they had come to 
me to help them out. The address was to be on “Americanization,” 
a subject with which I must be familiar, I told them that I hadn’t 
enough time to prepare the kind of speech they wanted unless they 
could persuade Doremus Scudder to free me from the sermon in 
which I was then entangled. They easily persuaded Doremus to 
take a minister of the Gospel as a substitute. Thus I happily main- 
tained my reputation of never preaching sermons, of which I had 
heard too many for my comfort. 

It seemed strange that anybody should be asked to give an ad- 
dress on Americanism while standing by the most conspicuous 
racial melting pot in these modern times. But on inquiry I was 
informed that considerable fear had been awakened of the influ- 
ence of a Buddhist Temple in Honolulu and a school connected 
with it in which, it was alleged, principles of government were be- 
ing taught in direct conflict with Americanism. Out of curiosity I 
spent an hour or two in that school, where under the direction of a 
Buddhist teacher Japanese children were reciting in loud chorus 
something which I could not understand, though I thought that 
the instruction was wholly religious in character. At any rate, I 
decided not to try to dethrone the Buddha in his temple. 

The meeting of Honolulu’s Chamber of Commerce was a large 
open one, A thousand men and women sat at the tables. Henry 
van Dyke made a short speech with hits at me who hit him hack. 
Mayor Rolph, who sat by my side, was in a happy mood over his 
escape from a speech by an excuse which was accepted at its face 
value. Before coming to my conclusions on the subject assigned to 
me, I could not refrain from burlesque comment on that emotional 
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wave of “100 per cent Americanism” which swept over the main- 
land of the United States after the World War. Hysterical socio- 
logical experts were still in the field who had plans for quick Amer- 
icanization of polyglot races in industrial cities by the use of money 
in various quantities. In one small city it was estimated that the 
job could be done for $75,000, which businessmen were solicited in 
vain to contribute. 

Money-shakers were likewise invading the field of foreign mis- 
sions with schemes for the quick conversion of all the world to tire 
Christian faith. It was to be done country by country on a large 
financial scale. An American millionaire, for instance, on a visit to 
Constantinople inquired of the President of Robert College, an 
American endowed institution, how much money it would cost to 
bring into the Christian fold all the Turks of the Turkish Empire. 
More absurd still, an American missionary organization had a 
plan to raise a hundred million dollars for the wholesale conversion 
of China so that an end might be put for good to Christian en- 
deavor in that vast country. A scout who was sent out to China to 
survey the field reported that the estimate of a hundred million 
dollars. was a little low because large masses of Chinese were living 
on a social and economic plane from which they would have to be 
lifted several pegs before much could be done with them. 

Speaking on the fringe of the United States, then bursting with 
spurious Americanism, I reminded my audience that their ancestral 
missionaries learned from experience that the only way to Ameri- 
canize an alien race is through the slow process of child and adult 
education. Those pioneers, not afraid of innovations, established 
local schools, at once religious and secular, all over the Islands as 
fast as they could train native teachers for them. And so I con- 
cluded we still needed good teachers with a notion of what “Ameri- 
can ideals” really were. 

At several functions I fell in with the Reverend William E. 
Clarke, head of the British Mission at Apia, Samoa, who gave me 
an intimate story of Robert Louis Stevenson in his island home. 
Parts of the story he afterwards wrote out for the Yale Review. 
It was a gorgeous tropical morning when Stevenson, his wife, and 
Lloyd Osbourne landed at Apia from a trading schooner. Mr. 
Clarke, who met them on the sandy street along the beach, not 
knowing who they were, thought that they might be a vaudeville 
troupe with banjo and mandolin on their way to Australia, so un- 
conventional were they in dress and general appearance. An hour 
later he called on them as they were sitting on the veranda of the 
little Apia hotel. R. L. S. told him that his name was Stevenson, 
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saying no more about himself except that he was traveling for his 
health. The next day Mr. Clarke had the three at the mission for 
dinner. In the evening Stevenson turned the conversation towards 
the fascination which tales of horror have for many readers. Mr. 
Clarke admitted that not long ago he felt that fascination when 
he sat up all night to read and ponder the psychology of a tale 
called The Strange Case of Dr. Jelcyll and Mr. Hyde. “By the 
way, Mr. Stevenson,” he casually remarked, “it was written by a 
namesake of yours. Have you ever read it?” Stevenson, who, I 
daresay, maneuvered the conversation up to this question, replied 
that he had not only read it but wrote it and dreamed it before he 
wrote it. That evening marked the beginning of a close friendship 
which never faltered. 

When Stevenson settled at Vailima, the name he gave to the 
house which he built on the lower wooded slope of Mt. Vaea, Mr. 
Clarke helped him set up a household with the sons of native chiefs 
as a staff of servants on the understanding that there should be 
family prayers every evening. The day was rare when the two men 
did not meet either at Vailima or the Mission House. Whenever 
Stevenson wrote a prayer which he regarded as particularly elo- 
quent, he would mount his gray horse “Jack” and ride down the 
rough road to Apia to read it to the missionary, concluding with 
a look upward as if asking the Lord God of Heaven if any of His 
servants could beat that supplication. Sometimes Stevenson went 
with Mr. Clarke on his visits to native churches. And once he wrote 
a story for the Samoans which Mr. Clarke translated for him into 
Samoan. It was “The Bottle Imp.” Being unfamiliar with fiction, 
the natives at first thought that Stevenson had a bottle with an imp 
in it which brought untold riches to its possessor. Thereafter they 
called him Tusitala (The Teller of Tales). 

As if I heard it but yesterday, I remember all that Mr. Clarke 
told me about the death and burial of Stevenson. Summoned one 
day towards evening by a native messenger who kept crying, “Tu- 
sitala has fallen and is dying,” Mr. Clarke hastened on horseback 
to Vailima. He found Stevenson lying on a couch in the great hall, 
and he knelt and prayed by his side while his life slowly ebbed 
away. Few but native Samoans were able to climb the steep and 
ragged path to the top of Mt. Vaea where they buried Tusitala 
on a narrow plateau overlooking on one side the red roofs of Vailima 
and on another a boundless ocean. It was the place which Stevenson 
had chosen for his burial. After reciting the Episcopal service for 
the dead, the missionary read the noble prayer which Stevenson 
wrote and read to his household the evening before his death. In 
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conclusion Mr. Clarke addressed the Samoans in their native lan- 
guage and then dismissed the congregation with a benedictory 
prayer. For a few minutes they all stood by the grave in the silence 
of that mountain aerie as their last tribute to their friend, the teller 
of tales. 

At length our days in Honolulu were drawing to an end. My 
wife and I had been royally entertained by old and new friends. We 
had been received as part of the Frear household. I had been a 
guest at a banquet of the Hawaiian Yale alumni, who well repre- 
sented the professional and industrial interests of the Islands. We 
had laid away in our memories grand and lovely scenes. It yet re- 
mained, however, for us to sec the volcano of Kilauea over on the 
Island of Hawaii, which in one of its periodic eruptions was putting 
on, reports said, an extraordinary show'. Frear invited a little 
group of us to take the trip with him. He had tramped over the 
volcanic area many times since childhood, once with Professor J. D. 
Dana, Yale’s distinguished volcanist. Besides Helen and me, there 
were in the party Mrs. Aurelia H. Reinhardt, then President of 
Mills College in Oakland, California, her father (William W. 
Henry, then eighty-one years old), and Paula van Dyke. At first 
Henry van Dyke intended to go with us but he changed his mind 
when the Bishop of the Protestant Episcopal Cathedral in Hono- 
lulu invited him, though a Presbyterian, to preach the sermon on 
the Sunday we were to be away. I argued with Flenry in favor of 
the volcano as against the church hut to no avail. The temptation 
to step into a pulpit still associated with the Church of England 
was too great for a Presbyterian divine to resist. In bidding me 
Godspeed he expressed the hope that the sight of an active volcano 
emitting strong sulphur fumes, which he called brimstone, would 
do me good as a warning of what awaited me unless I mended my 
ways. 

A Saturday night on a steamer on whose deck natives lay sleep- 
ing brought us early the next morning into the palm-fringed har- 
bor of Plilo on the east coast of the Island of Hawaii. Between 
sunset and sunrise, I was soon aware, we had passed into almost 
another world. From the boat we saw a long straggling town quite 
different from Honolulu. The sun seemed brighter, the air more 
moist and warm. It was a glorious morning when we started out on 
a long motor trip southward over the plain lying between moun- 
tains and ocean, as far as Puna, through the most tropical scenery, 
I was told, of the Islands. We passed from sugar plantations into 
deep forests, with here and there small clearings, where tall trees 
were trimmed high, out to the black sands of the wide beach of 
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Kalapana. Black beaches, of which this was an extraordinary ex- 
ample, have their origin in old volcanic lava flows which spread out 
into the ocean, then crack and crumple into particles as small as 
the yellow sands of other seas. The view of a black lava beach was 
a good prelude to the sight of a volcano in eruption, whose lava 
streams might likewise run down to the sea. 

That afternoon we retraced our journey to Hilo and thence up 
to the Volcano House for the night, the only time to sec a live vol- 
cano in all its splendor. We waited for deep darkness before driving 
along the edge of a large dead lava field to the great pit of Kilauea. 
By Fmtr’s orders the car came to a halt behind a tall pile of rock 
and lava which the volcano had thrown up on previous eruptions, 
so that in walking round an end of the pile we might come sud- 
denly and unexpectedly upon the crater of fire. It was a dramatic 
stroke. I found myself saying “My God, Frcar !” over and over, to 
the amusement of a group of men and women sitting on a rock 
near by. Moving along the rim of the volcano for different points 
of view, we looked down into that molten mass of lava flowing in 
rivers or rising like waves of the sea to throw red-hot rocks high 
into the air. Here and there a man or woman screamed as they took 
a glance into the crater. There was current the story of a man who 
once came a long distance over the waters to see the volcano in 
eruption and after one look into the fiery pit turned and ran away, 
apparently forever. But Kilauea in action was one of nature’s 
grand spectacles of might and beauty. Nothing before, nothing 
since, has ever seemed so tremendous. 

A river of lava had broken somewhere through the walls of Ki- 
lauea and was flowing down the mountain side, spreading out into 
a wide field along which, some nine miles away, we walked the next 
morning. The hot lava, moving slowly, cooled so quickly on the 
surface that within a few minutes it would hear the weight of a 
man’s body if anyone dared to try the experiment, as I did under 
the supervision of a guide who understood his business. Afterwards 
we inspected one or more of many old lava tubes, incrusted chan- 
nels, several feet in diameter, through which great streams of lava 
had once poured down mountain sides into the surrounding seas. 

Before leaving Hilo that night I visited its industrial school 
which had a historical interest for me. This and similar schools 
were founded by the missionaries for the education of native Ha- 
waiians long before there was anything of the kind in the United 
States. From them, particularly from the one at Hilo, Gen. Sam- 
uel C. Armstrong, the son of a Hawaiian missionary, derived .the 
pattern of a great industrial school for the education of the Ne- 
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groes coining up from slavery after the Civil War. He was the 
founder and first president of Hampton Normal and Agricultural 
Institute. The success of General Armstrong’s experiment no doubt 
gave the cue for a revolution in our whole system of education 
—including the establishing of trade schools for the training of 
skilled workmen, now common throughout the United Slates. To 
stand on the ground where Armstrong had stood as a young man 
was for me a sentimental satisfaction. On that spot a great idea 
came to him, the full development of which is not yet in sight. 

On returning to Honolulu I gave Ilenry van Dyke a more glow- 
ing than trustworthy account of my trip in order to bring home 
to him the mistake he had made in choosing the church instead of 
the volcano. I told him that, though most of the other visitors wore 
goggles to protect their eyes and covered mouth and nose with 
handkerchiefs to keep from coughing, my unprotected eyes easily 
withstood the hottest flames and my lungs breathed in and out 
sulphur gases as if they were built to inhale them. So I could see 
no reason for changing my way of life. On this decision I was go- 
ing to take my chances. 

The next Sunday the preacher in the Central Union Church at 
Honolulu was a clergyman from the mainland. He began his ser- 
mon, I was informed, with the remark, “A visitor to the volcano a 
few days ago was heard to exclaim on his first sight of it, ‘My 
God.’ His words were uttered doubtless in great reverence while 
he stood face to face with the wonderful works of Almighty God.” 
I did utter at least those words in admiration and in awe if not in 
reverence. 

In accepting the mission to the Hawaiian Islands I had an ul- 
terior motive which I have not yet made manifest. Besides pleasure 
and an extension of a knowledge of the world, I wanted to do some- 
thing which might enhance the prestige of Yale. The opportunity 
was at hand. Two years before the trip Herbert E. Gregory, Silli- 
man Professor of Geology at Yale, had spent a few weeks in Hono- 
lulu while on his way back from Australia. As a scientist he became 
tremendously impressed by the work being done by the Bishop 
Museum of Natural History, of which Albert P. Judd, a promi- 
nent Yale man, was a very active trustee. When he reached home, 
Professor Gregory could talk about nothing except the Bishop 
Museum at Honolulu. He asked for a leave of absence to accept 
for one year the directorship of the Museum which had been offered 
to him. His request was granted. He also asked that Yale enter into 
some sort of agreement with the Museum for joint scientific in- 
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vestigations in the Pacific area. But his proposal was too vague 
for positive action for or against it. To some of Gregory’s col- 
leagues who had never heard of the Bishop Museum it seemed fan- 
tastic. 

Before leaving New Haven for Hawaii I had a conference with 

C3 

President Hadley who requested me to make a survey of the activi- 
ties of the Museum and report to him on the advisability of pro- 
ceeding further with Professor Gregory’s proposal. Not only was 
my report most favorable but I had Walter Frear draw up a pre- 
liminary agreement between Yale University and the Trustees of 
the Bishop Museum for cooperative research on scientific problems 
covering Polynesia. According to its terms the Director of the 
Museum was to be a member of the Yale faculty and one or more 
members of the Museum’s staff were to come into residence at Yale 
for periods of one or two years. There were other provisions which 
opened the way for an exchange of research assistants and research 
fellows. With this agreement in my pocket I set out for home via 
San Francisco and the Grand Canyon. 

The agreement, which the authorities of the Bishop Museum had 
already approved, was ratified by the Yale Corporation the 
following October. By this act Yale acquired an outpost in the 
Pacific for scientific exploration in association with similar insti- 
tutions in Japan, China, Australia, and New Zealand. 



XIII. Provost 


B Y ONE of those peculiar ways of Providence in dealing 
with the affairs of men, I was to serve as Provost at Yale 
for a year and a month. After the death of Professor 
Williston Walker, the first incumbenL of the office, in 
March, 1922, spring and summer passed without a Provost. In the 
middle of SepLember President Angell wrote to me saying that he 
was “at his wit’s end” and could sec no way out of the woods unless 
I would accept an appointment as Acting Provost for a year. Pie 
had no desire, he said, to have me resign as Dean of the Graduate 
School or Editor of the Yale Review , but thought I might make 
the provostship a half-time job by concentrating my attention on 
departmental budgets and leaving questions of educational policy 
largely to the Schools of the University. In the circumstances I 
regarded his request as a command and accepted the position, con- 
tent that it was only for a year, as no Provost amid the stir of 
University reorganization could expect to last longer than that. 
For ease in doing business and for keeping a broad hand spread 
over three jobs, I brought the offices of the Provost under the roof 
of Gibbs Plall. In passing from the Graduate School or the Yale 
Review, both on the first floor, to the Provost’s office I had only to 
climb a stairway — which is just about enough exercise for a man 
with a reasonably sound heart. 

The functions of a Provost were not at first very precisely de- 
fined. He was to be an aide to the President, a sort of liaison officer 
between the chief executive and the Schools and University de- 
partments of study. Doubt as to what he should be had been evi- 
dent in discussions over the title which this new officer should bear. 
Some thought he should be called Assistant to the President, but 
that title, it was finally agreed, lacked dignity. Others would have 
him called Chancellor, but that implied executive powers which it 
was not intended to grant him. Finally Provost was selected, as a 
title midway in dignity, which might be pronounced in any one of 
three different ways : Provo, Provost, or Provost, I preferred, when 
the time came for it, to be addressed as Provost, though I answered 
to all three names. 

Immediately I began to receive inquiries from the graduates of 
my time about this strange office which the Corporation had created 
and to which I had been elevated. They became so numerous that 
in an address I gave on the next Alumni Day, February 22, 1928, 
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I attempted to relate the duties I had undertaken. In abbreviated 
form this is what I told my fellow alumni: 

“The Provost is ex officio a member of all the ten Faculties of 
the University and he sits with the Corporation and the Prudential 
Committee without the right to a vote, and he is secretary to the 
Corporation’s Committee on Educational Policy with the right to 
a vote, He is also chairman of the University Council. And besides, 
lie is ex officio a member of the Library Committee and of all the 
committees of all the Faculties so that he may see with both his 
eyes all that is going on. lie is a sort of watch dog— not unlike that 
Cerberus that lay by the threshold of the underworld. He is the 
Ito-Ko of Gilbert and Sullivan’s “Mikado” — the Lord High Exe- 
cutioner of this comic opera; or Pooh-Bah, the Lord High Every- 
thing Else. It is unnecessary to tell you that he must bluff a good 
deal. All the recommendations for appointments from all the De- 
partments and all the Faculties go through his office to the Cor- 
poration — professors, associate professors, assistant professors, 
and instructors. All the budgets of all the Departments also travel 
the same primrose path to the University Comptroller.” 

When I looked full in the face what President Angell intimated 
would be a half-time job, I wondered what he regarded as a full- 
time job. It was, I soon saw, my province to reduce a medley of 
activities to a simple system of procedure. This I had really ac- 
complished in large measure before I tried to explain to the alumni 
the miscellaneous functions of a Provost. 

My most conspicuous scene of action was the Corporation room 
in Woodbridge Hall where, as chairman of the University Council, 
I sat at the head of a long table facing two rows of administrative 
officers and representatives of ten faculties, with Elihu Yale look- 
ing down upon us out of a large portrait. Near the outset of uni- 
versity reorganization the Council sent to the Corporation a reso- 
lution requesting authority to consider means for letting down the 
bars between Yale College and Sheffield Scientific School so that 
students might pass easily from one to the other in choosing their 
elective studies. This resolution, duly approved by the Corpora- 
tion, had lain dormant for nearly three years. At the first meeting 
of the Council, a fortnight after I assumed office, I asked that this 
resolution be taken from the table. The Council thereupon ap- 
pointed a special committee to canvass the problem of coordination 
in its many phases. Buttressed by the report of this committee three 
months later, I proceeded at once with a proposal that there be es- 
tablished a Faculty of Arts and Sciences which should include the 



Provost 


175 

Permanent Officers of the three Undergraduate Schools, with the 
President as chairman. That is, three faculties were to be merged 
into one, with the President over all, to act upon all questions in 
which the three had, in his opinion, a common interest. A general 
aim was to promote harmony in procedures and development. 

No sooner was this proposal made than hornets rushed from 
their nests and swarmed about my head. They came mostly from 
the eaves of Yale College, whose ancient prerogatives as the Mother 
of Yale, it was feared, would be doomed to death by the creation of 
an all-inclusive undergraduate faculty. Such a faculty, whatever 
might be its initial purpose, would gradually usurp, it was asserted 
further, the functions of the existing separate faculties. In the end 
Yale College would go; the Sheffield Scientific School would go; 
the Freshman Year, recently organized by the Corporation as a 
new School with its own faculty, would go. There ensued a dramatic 
controversy so hot that it would not be expedient to describe it in 
all its details. I was the villain of the piece. I was acting outside my 
province as Provost. I was a meddler. I was the worst enemy Yale 
College had ever had. I was a traitor to my Alma Mater. I was ad- 
vised to quit. 

After a while the hornets quieted down for the time being. The 
plan for an Undergraduate Faculty of Arts and Sciences was 
adopted by the Corporation as soon as it reached that body (Feb- 
ruary 10, 1928). The Council, so authorized by the Corporation, 
issued for the use of students a combined catalogue of the three 
Undergraduate Schools and a pamphlet giving the time and place 
of all courses of study therein. In this way the fence which had been 
built high between Yale College and the Sheffield Scientific School 
fell to the ground. Hereafter students were to be free in the choice 
of such electives as they and their advisers deemed best for them, 
in preparing for the profession or occupation they had in mind. 
Of this privilege students are, or were up to the war, making in- 
creasingly larger use. 

Next I proceeded with another proposal. The Sheffield Scientific 
School readily accepted the recommendation that it substitute the 
B.S. for the Ph.Ih degree inasmuch as science was now to predom- 
inate in its curriculum. Yale College in taking over the Select 
Course in which the humanities predominated, decided at first to 
take over the Ph.B. degree also to be administered along with the 
time-honored B.A. Subsequently, however, to meet a recommenda- 
tion of the Council, the Permanent Officers of Yale College passed 
a vote recommending to the Corporation that the Ph.B. (a degree 
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for those with little or no Latin) be abolished on the understand- 
ing that Latin be dropped as an entrance requirement for the B.A. 
degree and be made an elective study in the College. 

Immediately an alarm was sounded over this imperfectly con- 
cealed threat, it was declared, to dethrone Latin from the high 
place it had held for more than two centuries as a prime essential 
for the B.A, degree. Greek had gone; now Latin was to go. Again 
the hornets swarmed out. Everybody who had anything to do with 
the educational policies of the University was pelted with letters in 
protest, against so disastrous an educational calamity. It was a well- 
organized opposition into which were brought Headmasters of 
large preparatory schools and a number of prominent alumni of 
the older generation. The militant minority of the Permanent Of- 
ficers of Yale College, who had been outvoted two to one, submitted 
a brief to prove that Latin should be left untouched ; and a poll was 
taken of the Assistant Professors in the general faculty of the Col- 
lege, which showed an overwhelming maj ority of those voting not 
only in favor of retaining the Latin requirement for the B.A. de- 
gree but also against the abolition of the Ph.B. degree. 

When the original recommendation of the Permanent Officers of 
Yale College reached the Corporation in company with a volume 
of protests, there ensued a long and able debate which ended in 
laying the main issue on the table. While the debate was becoming 
rather warm, I remarked in a short informal speech that all sub- 
jects of study ought to be put on a competitive basis and left to 
take their chances ; that in a college there was no place for a pro- 
tective tariff, however good an issue it might he for the Republicans 
in a political campaign. With this impromptu climax I sat down, 
and Chief Justice Taft, a member of the Corporation, who had a 
seat by my side, jumped up and, slapping me hard on the shoulder, 
exclaimed: “Young man, if you live long enough, you will see the 
light on what protective tariffs have done for our country.” I broke 
in to thank him for his compliment to my youthful appearance. I 
was then a full sixty years old. 

A few weeks afterwards President Angell put an end to the hul- 
labaloo over Latin by exercising his right to a pocket veto. In tak- 
ing this action he knew that time would settle the question. Yale 
College went on with its two degrees with no important changes 
until 1931, when the Corporation on its own motion abolished the 
Ph.B. degree and made Latin an elective for entrance and an elec- 
tive in the College. There was left but one restriction. Candidates 
for the B.A. degree were still required to take the Freshman course 
in Latin if they were qualified for it, or a course in Classical Civili- 
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zation, either Greelt or Roman, such as the University Council 
had recommended in the days of nu r provostship. 

The sting of defeat I bore lightly. I seem to have found an 
“escape” (I was then reading Freud) by means of a little byplay 
with Latin among my friends. It so happened that at the next 
annual initiation banquet of the Phi Beta Kappa Society (March 
28, 1921) I was toastmaster. A traditional feature of this occasion 
at Yale is a Latin address, usually read, to the initiates by a mem- 
ber of the Latin faculty. This year the orator was the man who 
commanded the phalanx which marched against those of us who 
would repeal the protective tariff which Latin had long enjoyed 
in the College curriculum. With his consent I introduced the orator 
in Latin. Apparently he expected from me, “an enemy of the clas- 
sics,” only a few words ; but that was not my design. With some 
difficulty I wrote out a Latin speech in a simple style, avoiding 
unusual words, and then committed it to memory. Without manu- 
script, I spoke the rather long speech slowly as if I were making 
it up as I went along. I threw in references to intelligence tests, 
then first becoming common, to the Teapot Dome scandals, and to 
prohibition which had turned the United States into a desert. I 
paid the orator some questionable tributes, for example, as homo 
sapiens and, to mitigate any offense I may have given, I concluded 
with a high-flown eulogy of a man qui in tenebris nostri temporis, 
incerti, inculii , atque insani, lampada antiquae doctrinae et opii- 
marum artiurn sustulit — ad swum honoretn ac gloriam universitatis 
Yalensis. He smiled as one w’ho liked that splurge of oratory, in 
part purloined from Cicero. 

The appointed orator of the occasion then read to the happy 
young men who were being admitted into Phi Beta Kappa an 
address in classical Latin, which few r seemed to understand. As 
we were breaking up, a colleague- asked me how I dared perpe- 
trate so cruel a jest. It was, however, only good-natured banter. 
And another colleague remarked that he never knew I could talk 
Latin like that. 

A few months later there was a second Latin episode. In former 
times the B.A. degree had been conferred in a Latin formula. 
One day when our talk reverted to the Phi Beta Kappa episode, 
I asked President Angell how he would like to have the old cus- 
tom revived for the Ph.D. degree at the approaching Commence- 
ment. He replied that he would like it. We kept our intention a 
close secret except that Clare Mendell was called in to check up 
on our Latin. No other member of the Corporation or of the fac- 
ulty nor any candidate for this degree was told what was to hap- 
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pen on that Commencement day. When I rose and began my 
presentation address to the President with Praescs Clarisshne, I 
observed a look of wonder on the faces of dignitaries sitting near 
me on the platform, and when I turned toward the rows of can- 
didates for the Ph.D. degree down the hall as a signal for them 
to stand while the President conferred the degree upon them, the 
response was so delayed that I had to lift an arm before they 
came to their feet. They knew the primitive language of gesture 
better than Latin, which was, for all their study of it, a dead 
language. Several of my friends scattered through the large audi- 
ence reported to me the behavior of graduates back for their re- 
unions. Many bent forward to listen and inquired of their neigh- 
bors what language I was speaking. One asked, “What in hell is 
Cross trying to say?” 

But hv the time Mr. Angell started to confer the degree in 
beautiful Latin phrases, some of the alumni, I daresay, recog- 
nized the language he was speaking as one they once learned to 
read and rip to pieces in school and college as if it were an old 
corpse from which the spirit of eternal ideas departed nearly two 
millenniums ago. For a score of years I had endeavored to no 
avail to persuade instructors to teach Latin as a living tongue, 
for its liquid consonants and open vowels make it the most elo- 
quent language ever uttered by man. I am happy that one may 
still hear Latin at Yale Commencements spoken by the President 
and the Dean of the Graduate School. 



XIV. The Invisible University 

A S Provost I was the recipient of flashes of notice in educa- 
tional quarters outside of Yale. Schools and colleges and 
j ^g. teachers’ associations invited me to address them. Two 
JL. -Mk. .universities — Columbia and Michigan — conferred upon 
me honorary degrees, which I prized highly. The presidents of 
two other universities quizzed me on my attitude towards pro- 
posals to leave Yale and come to them. Another university picked 
me out for its customary address to the students at the opening 
of the academic year so that faculty and trustees might look me 
over at a time when the president of that institution was about to 
retire. I gave the address and accepted the liberal fee. All sug- 
gestions that I desert Yale I attributed to the wiles of Satan. 

At the close of my term as Provost in 19S8, I settled down to 
give all my time, outside the Yale Review, to completing under 
President Angell the work I had undertaken as Dean of the 
Graduate School during the consulship of Hadley. The first stage 
in University reorganization under President Hadley did not 
go far beyond providing a mechanism which was yet to be made 
to work smoothly. This was one of the problems which awaited 
President Angell, another fine mind, who w r as destined to rebuild 
Yale’s superstructure without greatly disturbing the old founda- 
tions. His plan, as I apprehended it while acting as Provost, was 
to build evenly, making one department of study as strong as the 
rest, with perhaps a predilection for the social and natural sci- 
ences. He was well aware that the Graduate School, though older 
in its inception than all others, had not kept pace with some of 
them in that coordinated research which was assumed to be a 
function of a great university. With President Angell as my su- 
perior I undertook the development of instruction and research 
in the Graduate School along lines on which there was never any 
material disagreement. It was a labor of seven years. Then I re- 
tired from the scene. 

The Board of Permanent Officers grew within a few years to 
a body of more than forty professors of tlic first rank, of whom 
twenty-eight were new men. This group of investigators, supple- 
mented by staffs of associate and assistant professors, finally 
freed the Graduate School from its long dependence on the un- 
dergraduate faculties. At the same time the faculty was greatly 
augmented by a plan soon put into effect for cooperation with 
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the Professional Schools in studies having a common nonprofes- 
sional interest. 

First of all there was organized in the Graduate School a De- 
partment of Religion for the benefit of Divinity students who, 
with or without a preliminary B.D. degree, wished to proceed in 
due course to the M.A. or the Ph.D. degree. They belonged to 
an increasing class of students who as a rule came to Yale to 
qualify not so much for the Christian ministry as for teachers 
and investigators in some division of the extensive field of theol- 
ogy and religious education. At that time I had in mind several 
of my once young contemporaries who had had difficulty in gain- 
ing the knowledge they desired because of the rather sharp sepa- 
ration between the Divinity and Graduate Schools as distinct 
University units. One of my friends who squeezed through the 
barriers was James H. Tufts, who eventually became the head 
of the Department of Philosophy in the University of Chicago. 
Another was Marion L. Burton, sometime President of the Uni- 
versity of Michigan. A Department of Religion removed all the 
old barriers and so made the road clear for the new generation. 
Soon nearly fifty Divinity students enrolled in the Graduate 
School. 

On a larger scale articulation quickly followed with the School 
of Medicine. Dean Winternitz often reiterated that a medical 
school has two functions: first and foremost, the education of 
doctors of medicine, and second, the training of investigators in 
medical science all the way up to clinical problems. Though admit- 
ting that these two functions do not run along in strictly parallel 
lines, he made the general distinction between them apparent by 
providing that students midway in their medical course might 
choose which of two roads they would take. Prospective doctors 
of medicine were to proceed to the M.D. degree, and investigators 
were to enroll in the Graduate School for the Ph.D. degree. Dean 
Winternitz organized various divisions in the biological sciences 
into “study units” for joint attack upon difficult problems, much 
as was being done in the University departments of chemistry 
and physics. The final accomplishment of this human dynamo, 
which ran at full speed through light and darkness, is now' a part 
of the University’s history. 

One day in March, 1928, on the advice of President Angell, 
Dean Winternitz and Dean Hutchins of the School of Law let 
me into a project, as yet divulged to only a few, for an Insti- 
tute of Human Relations, in which they had awakened the inter- 
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cst of the Rockefeller Foundation. They asked me to join with 
them in the undertaking. They would do all the work, they prom- 
ised, if I would act as advisory chairman. I consented. While 
their plans were developing, always changing day by day, or be- 
tween morning and night, those two young men (Hutchins was 
only twenty-nine years old) gave me, a man of sixty-six, a lively 
merry-go-round. Sometimes in moments of excitement I felt ns 
if I were a snowball between two balls of fire which in an instant 
would consume me. But the halls of fire cooled and the snowball 
remained, though somewhat damaged. It was a great experience 
to play the part of adviser to two young men of boundless en- 
ergy, who after loud and profane protests would usually heed 
my advice to slow down a bit. 

Two years after they disclosed their secret we saw rising a 
large and dignified building for the sole use of the Institute of 
Human Relations. For construction, endowment., equipment, and 
maintenance, the University received munificent grants in which 
the Rockefeller Foundation took the lead. Pope as a poet had 
said, “The proper study of mankind is man.” In modern scien- 
tific phrasing, the founders of the Institute defined its purpose 
roughly as the study of man as a mental and physical being in 
his social environment. The original aim of those two young men, 
as I understood it, was a synthesis of the biological and social 
sciences. One a doctor of medicine, the other a lawyer, they started 
out with the declaration that both medicine and law are social 
sciences. In a sense the assumption Avas of course true. But law 
and medicine have so many different ramifications that only a 
genius could bring them into a system of coordination. Had 
Hutchins remained at Yale instead of running away to Chicago, 
more might have been accomplished in a bold attempt to in- 
tegrate related sciences. As it was, the Institute of Human Rela- 
tions undertook notable investigations in the social background 
of the biological sciences. For graduate students the Institute, 
with its well-equipped laboratory of psychology, opened areas 
of original research hitherto unexplored at Yale. 

In addition, those who desired to specialize in comparative 
psychology or psychobiology now had available for the first time 
an anthropoid station in New Haven and another in Florida, 
which were established at this time. Out of curiosity I used to 
visit occasionally the first New Haven colony of chimpanzees. I 
looked on Avhile the staff on a morning Aveighed and measured 
them for 1-ecords of their growth. I suav chimpanzees pile boxes 
to proper heights for successful jumps to get between their teeth 
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bananas hanging from a ceiling. I watched them at breakfast. 
Their table manners were dreadful. At last I stood by while they 
were at play, chasing one another from room to room, quietly 
lifting latches of dosed doors. From experience, not from books, 
they learned the adage “Look before you leap !” At first the 
chimpanzees seemed a little afraid of me. That was only shyness 
which wore down. I got along with them almost as well as with 
young men- When chimpanzees spit at me, I understood what 
they meant by it. 

The process of coordinating the Professional Schools with the 
Graduate Faculty as a central administrative body continued un- 
til the major divisions of the University were included: Law, 
Forestry, Engineering, Nursing, Music, the Fine Arts, and the 
Theater and Dramatic Criticism. The pattern for each was es- 
sentially the same, though there were differences in details. This 
large program of integration was carried through by successive 
steps with the greatest caution so as to avoid professionalizing 
the degrees within the jurisdiction of the Graduate School. 

The policy of promoting scholarship in Professional Schools 
by affiliating them with Graduate Schools was a unique experi- 
ment which met with considerable objection outside of Yale. Well 
I remember a strenuous encounter with members of the Associa- 
tion of American Universities who were then considering ways 
and means for raising the standards of education in Professional 
Schools. Undue attention to medicine as a science, they argued, 
would tend to smother the real purpose of a medical school, which 
is to train doctors of medicine. Similarly, the real purpose of a 
law school is to train lawyers, and so forth. Where, X inquired 
in reply, is there any better place to advance the science of medi- 
cine or of law than in schools devoted to these spheres of knowl- 
edge? The conclusion was that the interesting Yale experiment 
would be watched in the hope that it would succeed. I think it has 
succeeded; the Professional Schools have maintained a balance 
between scholarship and training, much as in the Graduate School 
itself original research and the education of teachers have gone 
hand in hand without the impairment of either. 

Whereas in 1916 the funds annually available for fellowships 
and scholarships in the Graduate School amounted only to $23,- 
000, they rose by 1930 to $166,000 and, owing to large endow- 
ments and special grants, Yale was then expending on research 
projects more than $600,000 a year. Preeminent were the im- 
mense grants of the Sterling Trustees, amounting to several mil- 
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lion dollars, for professorships carrying stipends for research in 
uni'estricted fields of study, and a supplementary grant of a mil- 
lion dollars for fellowships to be awarded to high-ranking schol- 
ars. Numerous, too, were gifts of educational foundations and in- 
dustrial corporations for specified investigations in the social and 
natural sciences. It was not so easy to obtain outside assistance 
wholly for the promotion of humanistic studies which have no direct 
application to current life. To this prevailing attitude there was a 
notable exception which was naturally stimulating to those who 
were pursuing knowledge with no ulterior motive except for the 
light it throws on the history of civilization. In 1937 the General 
Education Board of the Rockefeller Foundation made a grant of 
$195,000, to be prorated over a period of five years, for advanced 
studies in ancient and modern languages and literatures, on the 
understanding that the University would match the gifts. In all, 
that grant provided financial assistance to forty projects, indi- 
vidual and cooperative. It was worth while to be Dean of the 
Graduate School in those days. The seas were calm and bright. 
The halcyons were brooding on the waves. 

Soon after the death of John W. Sterling (1918), whose be- 
quest provided for a large building program, it was generally 
understood that first in order of construction should come a new 
University Library, and in close proximity to it a Graduate 
School quadrangle, with administi’ative offices, seminar rooms, 
and dormitories for students. The Library with all its other pur- 
poses was to serve as a laboratory for faculty and students en- 
gaged in advanced humanistic studies. To carry out this pre- 
liminary plan the University engaged Bertram G. Goodhue, one 
of America’s leading architects, who submitted designs for a Li- 
brary on its present site and a Graduate School just across the 
narrow Wall Street. The two groups of buildings were to be 
connected by a graceful, bridge. But the Yale Corporation de- 
cided to eliminate the Graduate School from the Goodhue plan 
and to treat the Library as a separate unit. It soon became ap- 
parent that the site first selected for the Graduate School was to 
be reserved for the School of Law. Naturally I took alarm, fear- 
ing that a quadrangle for the Graduate School might drop out 
of the picture. It was this anxiety more than anything else that 
led me to resign the provostship. At any rate I requested of Presi- 
dent Angell permission to plead the cause of the Graduate School 
before the alumni at their next annual meeting in New Haven on 
Washington’s Birthday (1924). 

On that occasion I undertook to answer three questions of my 
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own about the Graduate School. They were: “Where is it? What 
is it? And why is it?” As I now reread the words I can still feel 
the old undercurrent of concern, if not fear. I will quote, begin- 
ning and ending with the first question: 

“Where is the Graduate School? We all know where Yale Col- 
lege is, where the Sheffield Scientific School is, where the Law 
School, or the Divinity School, or the School of Medicine is. But 
where is the Graduate School? Who of you has ever seen that in- 
stitution? What collection of buildings is known as the Graduate 
School? What towers mark it? what vaulted cloisters? or broad 
quadrangles with umbrageous walks and green velvet lawns? A 
casual visitor would conclude that Yale has no Graduate School 
unless he happened to see a dwelling on the corner of High and 
Wall streets made over into offices for the Dean and named Gibbs 
Hall in memory of a very great scientist, once a member of the 
Faculty. ... So much on the site of the Graduate School, on 
its existence in the realm of visible fact. At best it is a case of 
‘low visibility,’ to repeat the now famous phrase of Admiral Jelli- 
coe when he let the German fleet escape him in the evening twi- 
light of the North Sea. 

“Not having made out very well with the first question, I will 
now proceed to the second : What is the Graduate School ? Saint 
Paul once said that there are things seen and things not seen, 
and added by way of comment that things seen are temporal, 
while things not seen are eternal. An unseen spirit, the Graduate 
School permeates the University. It is the spirit of learning, of 
knowledge, of investigation, pursued not as a professional aim or 
professional art, but for its own sake mainly. It lives and thrives 
in the minds of instructors and students wherever they may be. 
As the University expands, the spirit expands also. A new labora- 
tory in physics or chemistry or biology or engineering, and, last 
though not least, a new library-each in turn gives the spirit of 
learning an enlarged dwelling place. ... So much for the Grad- 
uate School in the realm of metaphysics. . . . 

“I will close by returning to the point where I set out. There 
is a very fine sermon by Cardinal Newman, in which the great 
preacher draws for the imagination a picture of the Invisible 
Church — the immense company of prophets, apostles, saints, and 
martyrs — the unnumbered men and women who have ordered 
their lives in an abiding faith in an Unseen Power making for 
the good of the world. But that sermon Newman followed im- 
mediately with another no less eloquent on the Visible Church as 
‘an encouragement to faith,’ wherein he showed how faith would 



The Invisible University 185 

faint and die were it not for the Visible Church where men and 
women may gather together for worship in the midst of figures 
and symbols of things unseen. Even the quakers have their meet- 
inghouses. 

“The time must come when graduate students, a majority of 
them in residence for three years, shall no longer live on the 
fringe of the town, apart from the life and traditions of this 
historic University, but shall be brought together in dormitories 
within the circle of comfort and beauty; when, too, the professors 
in the humanistic studies shall be brought together in their midst, 
just as the professors in science now have their laboratories. The 
new Sterling Memorial Library will be an immense step forward 
to this end. It is likely to be a building unsurpassed in architec- 
tural beauty. The books that it will contain form one of the great 
collections of the world. Facilities for study and investigation will 
be on a scale hitherto unknown at Yale. Here instructor and 
student in the humanities will meet for their common work much 
as do now the scientist and his J'oung investigator in any one of 
the laboratories. It will still remain to pimvide, as indicated by 
the architectural designs recently published, offices and lecture 
rooms for certain departments near the library and to give the 
students a dwelling place in a quadrangle close at hand. No one, 
of course, knows what is in the minds of the gods, but so far as 
one can see into the future, Yale, while maintaining the great 
traditions of the Undergraduate and Professional Schools, is 
destined to take, in the next generation, a conspicuous place in 
all those advanced studies and investigations now r associated with 
the Graduate School. This is the vision; this is the gleam.” 

It seemed a long time before that vision materialized. The year 
I saw the sign of a distant star Goodhue died and soon after- 
wards the School of Law edged in on the first proposed site for 
the Graduate School. The question then arose as to where the 
Graduate School should stand if it were ever to be made visible. 
Eventually an irregular piece of land at the bead of Wall Street 
was chosen, the best available site left near the new library. James 
Gamble Rogers, who had designed Harkness Memorial Quad- 
rangle, was appointed as architect. On a morning sometime in 
1928 President Angell asked me to appear two days later before 
the Corporation’s Committee on Architectural Plans with pre- 
liminary sketches for a Hall of Graduate Studies, for which the 
Sterling Trustees were ready to make an appropriation of $8,- 
000,000. Within those two days and two nights I was able to 
transfer from head to paper ideas for offices, seminar’ and lecture 
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rooms, professors’ studies, and dormitories, with lounge and din- 
ing hall and kitchen, which I had long carried under my hat. 

At that and subsequent meetings I was the victim of some 
heckling, particularly by President Angell who asked me why I 
needed so large an office for myself and why a man who belonged 
to “an unwashed age” insisted on so many bathrooms for stu- 
dents. Angell was a delightful companion and a master builder. 
One day he expressed regret that the Hall of Graduate Studies 
could not be completed while I was Dean as a climax to my career. 
I countered by vowing to petition the Corporation to keep me on 
after my age of retirement unless the architect’s designs were 
adopted before that day. Under this threat, he promised to get 
immediate action. 

Gamble Rogers designed a group of buildings after the heart’s 
desire, surrounding a court made very beautiful by its devia- 
tion from a standardized quadrangle. But unexpected delays in 
construction intervened so that I was out and away in Hartford 
as Governor of Connecticut before the cornerstone was laid. I 
came down from Hartford to assist in that ceremony. 



XV, The Yale Review 


F EW, I daresay, know that there was behind the Yale 
Review a tradition nearly a century old, of a quarterly 
magazine conducted by Yale graduates and members of 
the Yale faculty though not as an official organ of the 
University. First in line was the Christian Spectator consisting 
mainly of “religious communications” supplemented by educa- 
tional and scientific notes and a few items of special interest to 
Yale men. The Christian Spectator, beginning in 1819 with the 
blessing of President Jeremiah Day, closed its career in 1838. It 
was succeeded five years later by the New Englander, a magazine 
of wider scope, designed to promote “the New r England way of 
thinking” in theology, morals, and education, and incidentally in 
science and literature. Within its pages appeared, as I have re- 
lated, Lounsbury’s revolutionary program for teaching English. 
Reasonably liberal in its theology, the New Englander won a 
high rank among the best American quarterlies when the North 
American Review was in its prime. 

From 1857 to 1892 the Editor of the New Englander was Wil- 
liam L. Kingsley (Yale 1843), a Congregational minister and a 
fine and cordial gentleman of the old school. For many years 
one of his co-editors was Timothy Dwight, soon to be elected 
President of Yale University. By 1S80 the general interest in 
theology was fast waning ; and the clergy were then finding more 
specialized avenues for publication. In this editorial crisis, Kings- 
ley attempted in 1885 to transform the New Englander into a 
monthly “literary magazine,” and enlarged the title to New Eng- 
lander and Yale Review. 

Kingsley was the first Editor to notice me. One day when I 
was a student in the Graduate School he invited me to call on 
him to talk over something I had written which interested him. 
It was, however, much too long for a magazine. But after I had 
migrated to Pittsburgh I sent him an account of an Ibsen play 
which he liked and published. A few months later he accepted a 
similar essay on a modern Icelandic novel. While I w r as looking 
forward to its appearance, the manuscript was returned with the 
news that Kingsley had been stricken down by a sudden illness 
and that in consequence the New Englander and Yale Review 
must suspend publication. 

On Kingsley’s enforced retirement the magazine, with its title 
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shortened to Yale Review, was passed on to his son-in-law, Henry 
W- Farnarn, and other members of the Yale faculty as co-editors, 
who converted it into a quarterly devoted entirely to political sci- 
ence, history, and economics. So restricted a program, however, 
soon developed trouble similar to that which Kingsley had ex- 
perienced with theology. First rose above the horizon the Ameri- 
can Historical Review, to be followed by the American Economic 
Review, both national in character. Thereupon the Yale Review 
entered upon so rapid a decline that by 1910 it was on the way 
out. Professor Farnam decided to discontinue the magazine in its 
old form, and offered to convey all his rights in it to the Yale 
Publishing Association, of which Edwin Oviatt was President and 
Manager, with the understanding that I would undertake to re- 
organize it ns Editor in Chief. I was urged by President Hadley, 
Secretary Stokes, and the University Council’s Committee on 
Publications to agree to this proposal; and Mr. Farnam prom- 
ised a generous subvention to the business management for a pe- 
riod of three years. A new adventure thus beckoned. I was nat- 
urally not a little intrigued by the prospect of having a magazine 
of my own in which I could publish anything I might write. No 
more of my manuscripts were to come back from other editors 
with keen regrets that my article, “though interesting, is not 
quite what we want for the immediate future.” 

My spirits, however, underwent a severe chill as soon as I dis- 
covered what kind of a renovated magazine most of its sponsors 
had in mind. The revelation came at an excellent dinner which 
Farnam gave to a representative group of the Yale faculties. It 
was proposed, not by me, that there be set up a rather large 
board of advisers to the Editor in Chief, each of whom should 
guarantee to supply two articles a year from his department of 
study. To supplement these there would probably be available for 
every number of the magazine at least one of the many lectures 
given annually by distinguished men on the various University 
foundations. Occasionally, too, it might be advisable to publish 
an abstract of a Ph.D. dissertation. At any rate scholarship 
should always be represented by one learned article, carefully 
documented. To lighten up any issue the Dean of one of the 
Schools might be invited to give an account of some of the “in- 
teresting things that his faculty were doing.” Attention was par- 
ticularly called to the famous Primitives in the Yale Gallery of 
the Fine Arts which the general public as well as Yale graduates 
would like to know something about. Contributors, as they would 
be mostly Yale men, would not expect any payment for their 
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articles and book reviews beyond a free subscription to the maga- 
zine for a single year. And the Editor in Chief should be willing, 
for the present at least, to serve without remuneration inasmuch 
as he would probably be relieved of some of his teaching. 

All these things were said to convince an editor that he would 
have little to do, in fact that the magazine would run itself, with 
nothing more than a directing hand. Though I had never edited 
a magazine, I was then the general editor of a series of forty text- 
books and so knew something of the nerve-racking labor involved 
in correcting the bad English of carelessly written essays. I was 
at the same time amused and dum founded by what I heard that 
evening. 

A fatal weakness of the plan became apparent when several 
professors remarked that they could not be held responsible for 
any articles from their departments, though they themselves 
might now and then write one, because it was better, especially 
for young instructors, to contribute to periodicals which were 
founded for publishing the results of investigations in their own 
fields. I suggested that specialists might enhance their reputa- 
tions by occasionally “humanizing” their knowledge for the bene- 
fit of the general public. It would be a waste of time, some re- 
plied, to draw men away from their researches to write “popular 
articles.” Not all held to this view. Notable exceptions were Wil- 
liam Lyon Phelps in literature, Albert G. Keller in the science 
of society, and Lafayette B. Mendel in physiological chemistry. 
Still, it was clear that a majority of the group sitting round the 
table were not very eager to continue the magazine, whatever 
might be its character, learned or popular. When we parted that 
evening I felt certain that if I assumed the editorship of the Yale 
Review under the proposed plan the magazine would soon come 
to an end from which there would be no recovery. 

Happily the Yale Review was not yet prepared for a third 
death. A few days after the dinner conference I met President 
Iiadley on the street under a drizzly sky. He was going to his 
tailor’s two blocks away (on the corner of College and Chapel 
Streets). We walked along together under his large umbrella, 
and after he had been measured for a suit of clothes we walked 
back to his office. I gave him a summary of what had been said 
at the dinner and then proceeded to unfold my ideas of a maga- 
zine which might take an honorable place in a fast-moving world. 
The editor of the reorganized Yale Review, I told him, must be 
given a free hand if he is to succeed, for he will be engaged in 
a doubtful experiment. His policies should not be determined by 
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a board of associates, and yet a group of advisers thoroughly in- 
terested in the project would be of great assistance to him at the 
start. Becoming more personal, I went on to say that if I were 
appointed editor my aim would be to make the magazine “a na- 
tional quarterly” dealing with public questions, social and nat- 
ural sciences, religion, history, literature, and the fine arts, all 
in so large a manner as to include sometimes foreign questions 
that might affect or interest the United States. A special feature 
should be independent, signed hook reviews, cut loose from pub- 
lishers’ advertisements. In building up a magazine of this large 
scope, I concluded, many Yale graduates, within and without the 
University, who had come to the front as writers, could be drawn 
upon, but the Editor must have an open field for soliciting arti- 
cles of the kind he wanted wherever he was able to find them. And 
they must be paid for. 

This “interesting program” President Hadley promised to 
support despite many dangers of its failure. In reply to a direct 
question, I said that with this understanding I would accept the 
editorship of the Yale Review and take a chance with the grave 
dangers which he foresaw. 

The revivified Yale Review made its debut in October, 1911. 
Associated with me as Assistant Editors were two of my former 
students, Henry Seidel Canby and Edward Bliss Reed. The next 
year Helen McAfee, a graduate of Smith College, who had just 
returned from three years of teaching at the American Woman’s 
College in Constantinople, joined the staff. The Business Man- 
ager was Edwin Oviatt, Editor of the Yale Alumni Weekly. Ama- 
teurs all, we had to work out our own salvation without the aid 
of experts, one of whom predicted the demise of our magazine 
when the Pa main subvention expired. There were indeed crises 
ahead of many kinds, but we learned to anticipate them soon 
enough to temper if not always to escape the force of hard blows 
whenever they might strike. 

The leader of the first number was an essay on war, written by 
the late William Graham Sumner some eight years before but 
so far as I know never published. When this essay — or perhaps 
an undelivered address — was discovered after Sumner’s death 
among his multifarious papers, I jumped at the chance of taking 
it as the first article in the hazardous enterprise of initiating a 
new magazine. The one word “War,” which Sumner placed at 
the head of his manuscript, struck in a sense far wider than any- 
one could have apprehended the keynote of 'all our subsequent 
history. Our whole world since 1911 has been attuned to it. 
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It was while the world in 1903 seemed to he rolling on with 
no disturbing sounds that Sumner saw in prophetic vision the ap- 
proaching catastrophe. He then wrote : 

Never, from the clay of barbarism down to our own time, has every 
man in a society been a soldier until now. . . . There is only one 
limit possible to the war preparations of a modern European State; 
that is, the last man and the last dollar it can control. . . . There 
is only one thing rationally to be expected; and that is a frightful 
effusion of blood in revolution and war during the century now 
opening. 

Some who read this prophecy in our pages regarded it as purely 
academic and were entertained by it as if it were no more than 
the imaginary “anticipations” of the future with which H. G. 
Wells was nourishing the public. Not until May, 1911, did a big 
war appear to anyone to be immediately imminent. Among my 
friends President Hadley, who knew Germany well, then said that 
war was near at hand. 

The Editors awaited comment on the first and succeeding num- 
bers of the Yale Review with considerable trepidation. Except 
for humorous thrusts here and there, the reception by press and 
subscribers was very favorable. An editorial in a metropolitan 
newspaper announced that “a star of the first magnitude had 
swum into the constellation of our magazines” ; and a college presi- 
dent congratulated the Yale Review on its freedom “from cant, 
from pedantry, and from vaporous theorizing,” in spite of its 
“many articles by university professors.” A Harvard instructor 
defined a well-educated man as one who could read and under- 
stand all the articles in science and the humanities which the Yale 
Review was publishing. 

Remarks in a lighter vein helped to keep me from taking my 
editorship too seriously. There was the tired businessman who 
canceled bis subscription because the Yale Review carried few or 
no illustrated advertisments to rest his mind after a long clay in 
his office. James Ford Rhodes commended it because when he 
wanted to rest his legs he could lie outstretched on his back on 
a couch and read the large type without hurt to his eyes. Robert 
Frost, on inquiring at a desk in the Congressional Library for 
the current issue of the Yale Review, was directed to go upstairs 
— where he found a copy already placed in cold storage with the 
back numbers of other periodicals. A Boston woman, it was re- 
ported to me, remarked that she had to read every word, covers 
and all, as the magazine cost so much. To begin with, we accepted 
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no short stories, though I myself wrote many articles on con- 
temporary fiction. The soundness of this policy I felt was con- 
firmed when I heard of a colored cook in a girls’ school who said 
that she liked the Yale Review because there was no “friction” 
in it. 

Not all appraisals were so pleasant as these. One day when I 
was aboard a train from New Haven to Boston, a young man at 
the Hartford station conducted a young woman, his wife no 
doubt, into the Pullman where I was sitting in meditation over 
a speech I vas to give tliaL evening. She took a chair next to mine 
and opened a copy of the Yale Review to an article on Mase- 
field, I think, by Ilenry Canby. The husband, exclaiming, “Oh, 
hell, can’t you find anything better than that to read?” abruptly 
left the car without even saying good-by. 

In the spring of 1917 I met one of those emergencies familiar 
to editors that rise from the necessity of preparing material some 
time in advance of publication. Early in February ex-President 
Taft dictated in my presence an admirable leader for the April 
Review on the crisis that had developed between the United States 
and Germany. The next day he was to start on a tour through 
the West, leaving a typewritten copy with me to put into final 
shape. War seemed not far away; but just when it would come 
was uncertain and the next number of the Yale Review was due 
to appear late in March or early in April. There were indications 
that President Wilson might appear before Congress any day 
and ask that war he declared. From an editor’s point of view 
here was appai'ently a first-class dilemma. I suggested setting up 
the article nearly as dictated, without a forecast of immediate 
war, but so phrased at crucial points that in case war were de- 
clared in March the article might he timed to it by making a few 
alterations here and there. With a chuckle, the ex-President of 
the United States agreed to this procedure. Taking the lesser of 
two risks, I issued the April number of the Yale Review with the 
Taft leader earlier than usual, ten days or more before the fate- 
ful declaration of war against Germany. In other similar in- 
stances I was not always so lucky as this. Occasionally I was 
caught with an article so out of date that it had to be scrapped. 

One day when Taft was in my office I placed on the table be- 
fore him the two-volume life of John Marshall by Senator Bev- 
eridge who had been chairman of the Bull-Moose convention 
which in 1012 nominated Boosevelt for the presidency. I told 
him that I was keeping the volumes for him to review. He asked 
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me if I intended the request as an insult and laughed aloud. He 
was not interested, lie added, in anything that Beveridge might 
write about the great Chief Justice. A few days later I met Taft 
on the street. He had read a copy of the book which the author 
or the publisher had sent him. “I want to take back,” he said, 
“the remarks I made the other day about that life of John Mar- 
shall. It is the best thing I have ever read on Marshall, and I 
have just written a letter to Beveridge telling him so.” This en- 
deavor to be just to all men, whether friends or foes, was one of 
the prime characteristics of Taft’s mind. 

Both Taft and I belonged to a faculty club organized early 
in the eighteenth century when the first Timothy Dwight was 
President of Yale University. It is still known as the Old Men’s 
Club because until recently only the older professors were eligible 
for election. I was taken into the club at the age of forty-nine 
as “a young man,” thus breaking the tradition. Mr. Taft was 
elected soon after his appointment as Professor of Law. There 
I met him at fortnightly “suppers” during the academic year 
when we were all on our dignity. He and Simeon E. Baldwin, 
ex-Governor of Connecticut, differing in their political philos- 
ophy, usually took the lead in the discussion of public questions 
to which I was beginning to pay attention. The debates were 
educative for me at just the right time in my career. 

Even before the World War I began in an uncertain way to 
carry out my initial design of a magazine which should not he 
narrowly American. Its theme was to be the United States in i’e- 
lation to all nations of the earth. In the very first number it 
reached out into Canada. In the next it invaded Ireland where 
it obtained from Lady Gregory an account of the Irish literary 
renaissance. In the fourth number it was in England with a 
criticism of pragmatism by Vernon Lee. A year later it captured 
Gilbert Murray. Afterwards, for four anxious years, questions 
bearing some relation to the World War were in the ascendant. 

The war over, John Galsworthy came into the Yale Review 
with several remarkable essays, among which was the beautiful 
“Castles in Spain.” There was H. G. Wells, too, assailing critics 
of his Outline in History , and later Virginia Woolf with a bun- 
dle of charming essays. Came, too, “the gloomy Dean Inge” of 
Saint Paul’s, who, though not an optimist, was anything but 
mournful. Once I sat next to him at a dinner when he was in so 
genial a mood that I remarked he must be amused by being called 
gloomy. “On the contrary,” he replied, “nothing in my life has 
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more annoyed me.” In course of time the Review had contributors 
in France, Germany, Italy, Spain, Russia, Japan, China, and 
Australia. 

Scouring Britain and other countries in search of material for 
the Yale Review greatly enlarged my acquaintance with men of 
letters and men of affairs, even though the relationship might be 
restricted to intercourse through the mails. Replies to inquiries 
for manuscripts from persons I had never met were as interest- 
ing as any others. None were better than those from writers who 
gave reasons why they could not comply with my requests. Lytton 
Strachey, whom I asked for a portrait of Queen Elizabeth, put 
me off until he could finish one of his hooks and then went abroad 
for rest. No word more. But eight years later appeared his Eliza- 
beth and Essex, the most brilliant of his biographies. In one of 
his letters Strachey confessed that he always found it “unpleas- 
antly difficult to write at all” — something many other great writ- 
ers have said of themselves, like Rousseau, for instance. “Easy 
writing,” remarked Sheridan, “makes damned hard reading.” 

Sir Walter Raleigh, Professor of English Literature at Ox- 
ford, on being asked for an article wrote back, “I fear I can’t. 
My promises are like a train I have missed, and I am running 
after it along the line. Sometimes, in despair, I sit down and 
take a nap.” Raleigh, when he was afterwards in New Haven, 
told a story about his name being associated with the name and 
title of the other Sir Walter Raleigh, the chivalrous favorite of 
Queen Elizabeth, who introduced tobacco into England. On land- 
ing in New York Raleigh was met by a Canadian who was to 
conduct him directly to Toronto. The Canadian, never having 
seen him, knew him only by description as a man of broad shoul- 
ders, 8 Vis feet tall. He stepped up to the first man of that breadth 
and height who left the ship and inquired: “Arc you Sir Walter 
Raleigh?” “No, sir,” the stranger replied with a quizzical glance, 
“I am Christopher Columbus from Missouri.” 

A very fine letter from Ivipling, which I lent to a friend to 
copy, never came back. When I asked him for its return, I was 
informed that one of his children had probably torn it to pieces 
and oaten it up. I accepted the explanation without making any 
fuss. I am hoping, however, that a facsimile of the letter will 
sometime find its way into a hook, for it is too good a letter to be 
irretrievably lost in a child’s stomach. 

Our editorial relations with France were less intimate than 
with Britain except in a few instances. Of all contemporary 
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French writers I knew best Andre Maurois. All his books which 
appeared in English, he told me, were first written in French and 
then translated into English, not by another but by himself. Just 
for the fun of it, I persuaded him to write his next essay for the 
Yale Review directly in English. It was only an experiment for 
it was easier for him no doubt to develop his ideas first in his 
native language. Besides that, he wished, I think, to do nothing 
that would impair his mastery of French which possesses nuances 
of style alien to English. 

For several years Edith Wharton, while living in France, acted 
as an outpost of the Yale Review by sending in the names of men 
among her wide acquaintance in France who might be willing to 
write on current public questions. Once she took me severely to 
task for reproducing a group of Max Beerbohm’s cartoons of the 
participants in the World War which she denounced as “abomi- 
nable caricatures” against France and England by a pro-German 
artist. She was so piqued by my editorial conduct that she threat- 
ened to withhold an article on Marcel Proust which she had 
nearly completed for the Yale Review. On the advice of one more 
expert than myself in feminine psychology, I ignored the um- 
brage she had taken against these caricatures, saying nothing 
about it, when a few weeks later I asked her to send along her 
Proust. The shadow passed. The article came. It was a very fine 
analysis of Proust’s literary art; I have never read a better. 

The year before this emotional outburst, Mrs. Wharton came 
to New Haven on a sultry afternoon in June to receive the next 
day an honorary degree at the Yale Commencement. I asked her 
what she wanted most to see that afternoon. Without hesitation 
she replied the Italian Primitives in the Art Gallery, As I watched 
her examining those early paintings one by one I began to sur- 
mise that she might have had them and the experiences of their 
collector, James Jarves, in mind while she was writing False Dawn, 
just published, which is the story of a young New Yorker who a 
hundred years ago was disinherited by his father as a fool and 
spendthrift for paying “the vast sum” of $5,000 for a collection 
of “worthless” Italian Primitives which eventually sold for $5,- 
000,000. So I put the question to her directly. She smiled but 
did not shake her head. 

It reminded me that, fifty years before her, Thomas Huxley, 
who had argued that there must have been a five-toed horse in 
the evolution o'f that animal, also visited Yale for one sole pur- 
pWe. It was to examinfe, in fulfillment of his prophecy, fossils of 
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American horses having three, four, and five toes, recently dis- 
covered by Professor Marsh, a collector not of Italian paintings 
but of fossil vertebrates. 

My experiences with American writers at home, whom I might 
meet any day, were no less interesting at the time. In search of 
a light article on feminism and hunger strikes, I wrote to Mary 
Wilkins Freeman, a popular novelist, who pleaded a lack of 
knowledge for so difficult an undertaking: “Women are now fly- 
ing about so rapidly that I do not understand, until they keep 
still, how one can get an unbiased point of view. Please allow me 
to wait until they are settled down.” Mrs. Freeman out, I turned 
to Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, who after my first letter requested 
me never to address her again as Mrs. A career woman like her- 
self, she held, should marry early if she so desires but have it all 
over by the age of thirty, and no longer be compelled to see across 
the breakfast table every morning the same old face, year in, year 
out. Bah! When she sent in her essay, she remarked that if I 
thought it “too strong” for readers of the Yale Review, she would 
substitute for it an article to prove that the metallic substance 
which Plato in his Atlantis called orichalcum was not a beautiful 
white metal as usually assumed, but copper which was the basis 
of the so-called Bronze Age. I chose “The Woman of To-morrow” 
(April, 1913), a capital, if rather sensational, survey of the part 
women are playing and are to play in the twentieth century. 

To give distinction to the first number of the Yale Review, I 
had tried hard for an article from Elihu Root, then a United 
States Senator from the State of New York. In reply to my re- 
quest he said that his official position required him to express 
himself so often on national affairs without adequate preparation 
that he feared he was unable to talk good sense when he had to 
talk. An article was out of the question. He did, however, consent 
some years later to act as judge on the award of an annual prize 
which the Yale Review was offering for its best articles on public 
questions. And at meetings of the American Academy of Arts 
and Letters after the business sessions were over he was always 
ready to give to a private group of the members his views on the 
state of the nation. His was one of the most original minds with 
which I ever came in contact, for whatever his conclusions he al- 
ways came to them in his own peculiar way, independent of the 
ways of other men. In my last conversation with him, I inquired 
not too seriously: “Mr. Root, are you still a Republican?” His 
reply was in like vein; “Mr. Cross, I still vote the Republican 
ticket.” 
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At the outset, too, I endeavored to engage Justice Oliver Wen- 
dell Holmes as an occasional contributor but met with slight suc- 
cess. When a boy of eighteen I saw him at Marion, Massachu- 
setts, where he had a summer residence on the shore of Buzzards 
Bay. I stood by while he and my uncle Franklin Cross greeted 
each other at the beginning of the season. Holmes was then a 
young man not quite forty years of age, “a promising Boston 
lawyer.” When that young man had risen to become an Associ- 
ate Justice of the Supreme Court, I at once discovered in cor- 
respondence with him that he could not write on a subject which, 
though not at the time controversial, might be regarded as con- 
troversial in its historical implications. Thus when I asked him 
to review the Arguments and Speeches of William M. Evarts who 
had defended President Johnson in the famous impeachment pro- 
ceedings, he said that he could not comply with my request. But 
later he wrote that it would be safe enough for him to deal with 
a book like Professor Woodbine’s edition of Bracton’s De Legibus 
which was centuries old. 

In my first years as Editor, the three distinguished brothers 
of the Adams family were still living. When I was introduced to 
Charles Francis Adams at an annual joint dinner of the Amer- 
ican Academy and the National Institute of Arts and Letters, I 
thought his hand the most frosty I had ever touched. But when 
he sat down to dinner with men near his own age the frost quickly 
disappeared. Winter was gone and summer had come with the 
free and witty talk between him and his friends : Hopkinson Smith, 
Ford Rhodes, Owen Wister, Professor Lounsbury, and several 
others. By chance I sat near the group and listened to the cross 
fire of repartee. 

Much as I enjoyed the articles of Brooks Adams, the youngest 
of the three brothers, I was more entertained by the sardonic hu- 
mor of his personal letters in which he spared no one, not even 
his brother Henry whom he loved and admired. My acquaintance 
with Henry Adams, though it never reached beyond a few short 
letters which I received from him in his old age when he was al- 
most blind, seems now to have been closer than that with his 
brothers. When I inquired whether he had any unpublished manu- 
scripts which we might have the honor of publishing in the Yale 
Review, he wrote in reply from Washington under date of De- 
cember 16, 1913: 


You have all been so kind and helpful to me, at Yale, that I would 
very much like to do anything that you ask, but my active days are 
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past, and I can no longer write or read. I am quite out of the 
world, as far as present activities go. I have nothing in my drawers 
to show, having cleaned out all my old manuscripts long ago ; unless 
indeed you care for poetry, which is an old plaything, and might 
perhaps yield something that would fill a few pages. I will give you 
anything I’ve got that you will indicate, but I am very near bank- 
rupt since Mr. Cram has run away with my Virgin of Chartres. 

Before December was over he sent me a copy of “Buddha and 
Brahma,” a long poem which, never published, had circulated 
in manuscript among bis friends. It had been written in 1891 
while he was on a trip around the world with John LaFarge via 
the South Sea Islands and India. On the journey, Adams wrote 
to John Hay, they “stopped for an hour to meditate under the 
sacred Bo-tree of Buddha in the ruined and deserted city of 
Armradjapura in the jungle of Ceylon.” Resuming their course 
on the Indian Ocean, Adams, bored by the calm of a tropical sea 
and the greater calm of Buddha, amused himself by writing in 
his notebook a poem in which he attempted to reconcile two con- 
flicting ways of life glorified in two mystic philosophies. Though 
one way begins with Buddha in contemplation and the other with 
Brahma in activity and suffering, both end at last in nirvana, 
a state of quiet content free from all concerns of the world. He 
seems to speak of himself in the lines : 

But we, who cannot fly the world, must seek 
To live two separate lives ; one in the world 
Which we must ever seem to treat as real ; 

The other in ourselves, behind a veil 
Not to be raised without disturbing both. 

Through all the trials and tribulations of the Yale Review I 
received loyal assistance from my associates. In the formative 
years Edwin Ovialt, as I have related, was the enthusiastic pro- 
moter and business manager of the magazine which he conducted 
along with the Yale Alumni Weekly. In 1926 the Yale University 
Press took over the Review, which has since owed much to the 
keen interest of George Parmly Day, the President of the Press. 
Two breaks in the editorial staff I regretted exceedingly. Henry 
Seidel Canby withdrew in 1920 to accept the editorship of the 
Saturday Review of New York, and Edward Bliss Reed followed 
him a few years afterwards to become the educational director in 
the administration of the Commonw'ealth Fund. For a short time 
Stanley Williams helped us out. Amid these and other mutations, 
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Helen McAfee was appointed Managing Editor. To her breadth 
of knowledge and fine literary sense the Yale Review was im- 
mensely indebted during my editorship. To paraphrase a famous 
sentence of Terence, nothing pertaining to human culture seemed 
to be alien to her mind. Without her devoted aid, I should have 
been compelled to forego many other enterprises to which cir- 
cumstance or inclination called me. Through its long career, the 
Yale Review has also been fortunate in having the active coopera- 
tion of three Presidents of the University — Hadley, Angell, and 
Seymour — all of whom have contributed largely to its pages. 

On January 1, 194.'0, I resigned as active Editor of the Yule 
Review, and accepted the chairmanship of an Advisory Council 
comprising besides myself, four men outside Yale who by virtue 
of their positions were in close touch with thought and opinion 
on public questions of the immediate present. At the same time 
an Editorial Board of four members was set up, consisting of 
Dean DeVane of Yale College, Dean Purniss of the Graduate 
School, and Professor Wolfers, Master of Pierson College, with 
Miss McAfee at the helm as Managing Editor. As an indication 
of how well this Editorial Board has functioned I may cite the au- 
thority of a friend who, by way of congratulation and suppos- 
ing that I was still the Editor in Chief, remarked a year after- 
wards that the last number of the Yale Review was “the best 
ever.” 

Nevertheless in looking back over the history of the magazine 
I can console myself with what President Hadley said on stepping 
out of office in 1921: “I believe that when the history of Yale 
during the twentieth century comes to be written the establish- 
ment of the Yale Review will be regarded as one of the two or 
three outstanding events of my administration,” I am not. likely 
to see that history. But I naturally hope that President Hadley 
will be accorded a place among the Major Prophets ! 



XVI. Three Books 


The English Novel 

f" - S'~'^HE children of my brain mostly bore the stamp of 
I studies in prose fiction. First to come was a brief sur- 
& vey of the English novel within the space of three 

-JSL. hundred pages. This book was followed by large bi- 
ographies of two great masters of their art and by many inde- 
pendent essays on the novel which were only partially collected. 
Altogether there were at last seven volumes. 

These books and essays formed a part of my most intimate 
life. They were nearly all written at home in the midst of a happy 
family, in the early years while the children of the household at 
times were running from room to room playing their games. 
There was no command for silence, for I had trained my mind 
to concentrate upon the work in hand. Helen typed the penciled 
manuscripts, paragraph by paragraph, as I went along, leaving 
spaces for revision. No one else ever saw a book or an essay until 
it was in proof. One manuscript remained unfinished, when, on 
January 19, 1928, death suddenly took away a devoted wife and 
mother and left me desolate. That was the darkest day in my long 
life. 

Always a novel reader, my professional interest in fiction dated 
from my graduate student days when I made a comparative study 
of English and other European fiction in the eighteenth century. 
A few years later, while teaching in Pittsburgh, I gave a series 
of twenty lectures on the English Novel, in which I showed in- 
cidentally the historical relations between one writer and another. 
The manuscripts of these lectures, hastily written, one a week, 
I brought with me to Yale when I was appointed an instructor 
of English in the Sheffield. Scientific School (1891!) . 

Around this time I fell in with Ferdinand Brunetiere’s L’ Evo- 
lution des genres (1890), in which this most original French 
critic set forth the theory that literary forms develop in ways 
similar to the evolution of species in the natural world. This 
theory he illustrated in books on the French lyric, drama, and 
novel, all of which I read. 

I was not wholly convinced of the soundness of this theory, for 
science and literature are two different things. Darwinian evolu- 
tion, as then interpreted, implies progress or a movement for- 
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ward to some definite end ; whereas in the history of a literary 
form there are innumerable changes, but no one can say that 
there is progress as in the evolution of species. No one, for ex- 
ample, can say that Vanity Fair is a better novel than Tom Jones 
because it came a century after. I saw at once that I must be 
satisfied to show why the art of these two realistic novels was in 
many respects quite different because Scott, romancer and realist, 
came in between them and for other reasons. Discarding the 
theory of evolution, except for some analogies, I devised a simple 
formula (hardly a law) of development which, it seemed to me, 
would make clear the course of English fiction from the Arthur- 
ian romances down to Kipling or to Henry James on this side of 
the Atlantic. By trying out my formula here and there I con- 
cluded that by keeping rather close to the masters who had really 
made the English novel what it was, I could present the essentials 
in the history of the most popular of all literary forms within 
the compass of a single volume. Others had published books deal- 
ing with various periods or phases of the English novel. But 
oddly enough no one had yet attempted to indicate in a cohesive 
narrative a development which had been going on for centuries. 
This was the novelty. I named the book The Development of the 
English Novel, and dedicated it by permission to M. Ferdinand 
Brunetiere. 

The manuscript was duly submitted to a publisher. Three 
months later I received the following cooling-card: 

We have taken longer than we expected to in our search for a 
market for your “Development of the English Novel.” The most 
trustworthy demand for books of this sort is a demand from college 
classes, and we fear that because of its size and certain features 
of its structure, this book could not hope to serve the purposes of 
a class text-book. At any rate, the chances of such use appear to 
us so small and 1 the general market so dubious that we must re- 
luctantly ask your instructions for the return of the MS. 

I liked the phrasing of this letter so w’ell as a model for rejecting 
an unwanted manuscript that I committed the whole thing to 
memory. 

Taking the criticism seriously, I cut down the first chapter by 
a half, making it almost unintelligible, and checked the tone of 
the humor, wherever any occurred, of all the rest. This action I 
now look back upon as one of my prime literary mistakes. Thus 
revised by wasteful months of labor, the manuscript went to 
George P. Brett, President of the Macmillan Company, who 
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within a fortnight informed me that he would publish it on cer- 
tain conditions, the most important of which was that I should 
have a sponsor for the book since so far as he could discover I 
had never published anything. Perhaps, it was suggested, some 
well-known member of the Yale English faculty would contribute 
an introduction for me. I appealed to Professor Beers who read 
the manuscript. At first he was a little perplexed by the pattern 
on which I had organized the book and quizzed me on the style, 
which was comparatively free from conjunctions, such as “how- 
ever,” qualifying general statements. We discussed the structure 
of the hook, and on the question of st}de I told him that my gen- 
eralizations were so carefully considered that there was no need 
of hedging on anything I had written as fact or opinion. I 
reached the height of youthful egotism by remarking that the 
style was direct, that one sentence ran straight on into another 
as in Greek prose, as in Thucydides for example. He smiled. 
Though he declined to write an introduction, lie wrote a few 
paragraphs for a circular which the Macmillan Company might 
distribute. 

I was anxious that the book should be free of obscure sentences 
and awkward phrases, so I persuaded a man who had written a 
rhetoric to read a set of the galley proofs. They were duly 
returned, blue-penciled all over. Nearly everything was wrong 
down to the paragraphing. I asked my critic if he intended to 
advise me to rewrite the book. “Oh, no,” he replied. “I am simply 
showing you how you can improve your style if the book is ever 
reset.” 

The index also worried me. There kept humming in my ears 
a remark of Lyman Bagg, the author of Four Years at Yale: 
“Any fool can write a book but it takes a genius to make an index.” 
That mine might pass muster, I sought the aid of a young librar- 
ian to check me up and comment on my job as a whole. He did not 
check me up, for that seemed unimportant from his point of view, 
but he reduced to lower case the initial letters of most of the words. 
That, he said, was the latest style. As I viewed the result I felt the 
approach of a nightmare. The index maker was cast into limbo 
along with the rhetorician. 

From the day my first book was accepted for publication until 
reviews began to come in I was under the spell of continuous ex- 
citement. While I read the proofs at night by dull gaslight the 
words I had written sometimes seemed to be magic formulas, and 
I a magician sitting in dim light, smoking a corncob pipe. When 
the excitement reached its height at eleven o’clock, I often went 
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out into the cool air, mounted my bicycle, and rode over to the 
Graduates Club for a hot scotch, then a popular mild drink, to 
quiet my nerves. 

The Development of the English Novel came out in Septem- 
ber, 1899. It had a better press than I had ever dreamed of, and 
its formula of development was generally accepted, at “least as 
serving well for practical purposes,” to quote the London Spec- 
tator. 

The most thorough damnation of it appeared in a provincial 
newspaper of good standing in a university town. Everything 
about the book, beginning with the title, was wrong; there had 
been no development of the English novel “since the days of 
Fielding,” nothing more than a few minor changes. My charac- 
terization of individual novelists always missed the mark and in 
some instances showed “phenomenal stupidity.” “Mr. Cross is an 
assistant professor of English at the Sheffield Scientific School. 
We wish those whom he instructs joy of him.” This was the only 
review of the book that I ever read to my students. 

Despite the failure of a certain publishing house to find a 
market for the book, it went into a second printing very soon 
and within a year was taken up by colleges from which it has 
not yet disappeared. One young woman, one of my former stu- 
dents, remarked several years ago that she once saw the hook on 
the table of an American or English official somewhere in the 
heart of China. She just looked at it and hurst into tears, “sick 
for home,” like Ruth, in an alien land. Such are the flashes of 
fame. 

Like other young writers I subscribed to clipping agencies so 
that I might follow the reception of the book day by day. When- 
ever I heard the click of a metal flap as the postman dropped let- 
ters through the door I rushed to pick them up. With clippings 
from newspapers came congratulatory letters from friends and 
others. A strange thing happened. My first letter of congratula- 
tion fell to the floor a full week before the book was actually 
published! At first I was puzzled by this. That the writer had 
read the book was evident. But how, I wondered, did he get hold 
of a copy before any were placed on sale or even sent out to the 
newspapers for review? Here wms a nice problem and my mind 
began to work on it. The book had been announced for publica- 
tion on September 10. The letter of congratulation was dated 
September 11. But owing to a delay at the bindery, of which my 
admirer was unaware, no copies were received by the publisher 
until the middle of the month. Taking all things into considers- 
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tion I concluded that the man who was so eager to congratulate 
me must have read the hook in manuscript. He was not the per- 
son who read it for the Macmillan Company, whose name I knew. 
The obvious inference was that he was the man on whose advice 
the other publisher turned down the book. 

I was not quite certain of my circumstantial line of reasoning 
until, ten years later, when The Development of the English 
Novel had gone through ten printings, I met the president of 
that company at a metropolitan club. He expressed regret that 
his house had failed to take the book. As for himself, he set up 
an alibi : the manuscript had never been referred to him as it 
should have been. lie could not tell mo oil whose unfavorable re- 
port the book was rejected without violating the confidential re- 
lations between publishers and their advisers. All he could say 
was that the man was one of my friends. Thereupon I made this 
casuistical proposal: “I will name the man and read the answer 
in your face.” I named him, and was met with, “How did you know 
that? Hid he tell you?” I gave the publisher the story as I have 
related it. We had a good laugh and a good dinner and became 
fast friends. 


Laurence Sterne 

Next after the book on the novel came Laurence Sterne, who 
was to stay with me, off and on, for a quarter century. One Sun- 
day morning sometime late in the autumn of 1903 I received an 
unexpected visit from Rutger B. Jewett, a member of a New 
Yoi’k publishing house, J. F. Taylor and Company. Among their 
projects for 1904, he informed me, was a complete edition of the 
works of Laurence Sterne. On a previous visit to New Haven he 
had asked in turn, he said, two other members of the Yale Eng- 
lish faculty to take the editorship. Both declined the honor. One 
of them denounced Sterne as a scoundrel and an indecent coun- 
try parson whom he did not care to touch. Both referred Jewett 
to me. Since then he had read what I said about Sterne in The 
Development of the English Novel and thought it looked like my 

J ob - 

We passed the day together discussing the project. Jewett was 
a delightful companion, several years younger than myself. It 
came out in our conversation that he had been a professor of 
Greek and had traveled extensively. Though his immediate in- 
terest in Sterne may have been commercial, it was at bottom lit- 
erary. Most of the recent so-called complete editions of various 
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authors, I told him, were only reprints of old collected editions, 
sometimes with the addition of an unimportant essay, story, or 
letter. Such, for example, was The Complete Works of Henry 
Fielding, Esq., just published by a New York firm. There were, 
however, interesting unpublished manuscripts of Sterne’s in the 
British Museum, a few scattered little things, and many stray let- 
ters, published and unpublished, some of which could be brought 
together. We agreed on a program and an honorarium. Jewett 
would have copies made of the British Museum manuscripts and 
such others as wore available ; and he would arrange for the 
proofreading of Sterne’s major works. I would look after all the 
new materials and write an introductory essay on Sterne. Thus 
began Lhe most pleasant and yet the most difficult piece of editing 
I have ever undertaken. As I proceeded, Jewett kept pace with 
me, step by step, as much interested in the work as I. 

When I made that bargain I did not know what I would be 
up against. In particular I was to have a difficult time with 
Sterne’s letters, the main published collection of which was 
brought out by his daughter, Mrs. Lydia Sterne de Medalle, 
seven years after Sterne’s death. These letters, some of them un- 
dated, were thrown together without much reference to time or 
place of composition, and I soon discovered by comparing them 
with the British Museum manuscripts that some had been altered. 

The piece de resistance in the British Museum collection was 
Sterne’s “Journal to Eliza,” written in 1767 when Sterne was 
fifty-four years old. It had been seen by several writers on Sterne 
but never published. Thackeray, for instance, had it by him when 
he was preparing an onslaught on Sterne in The English Hu- 
mourists and Roundabout Papers; and Percy Fitzgerald quoted 
from it in his Life of Sterne. I decided to publish it entire. 

The Eliza of the Journal was the young Mrs. Elizabeth Draper 
who at the age of fourteen was married to Daniel Draper, twenty 
years her senior, an official of the East India Company at Bom- 
bay. This child wife had two children, one born when she was 
fifteen years old and the other when she was seventeen. In 1765 
the Drapers brought their children to England and placed them 
in a school near London. The husband soon returned to India, 
leaving his wife behind under the protection of a rich retired 
commodore named William James and his charming wife Anne. 
Sterne began dining with the Jameses on Sundays in January, 
1767. There he met Mrs. Draper, then in her twenty-third year, 
and fell in love with her. 

Their intimacy, which grew rapidly, was broken within three 
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months when Draper summoned his wife home by the first boat. 
At the nows Eliza fell ill and Sterne feared that he was going to 
die. For consolation they passed much of their time in each other’s 
apartments. Mrs. Draper sailed for Bombay in April and the 
next month Sterne set out for Coxwould, his favorite Yorkshire 
parish, so ill that most of the way he had to lie on his back in his 
chaise as if he were but “a bale of cadaverous goods consigned 
to Pluto and Company.” There, in intervals between recurring 
hemorrhages, he set about completing his last literary legacy to 
the world, 

All summer long, when he was able, Sterne sat at his desk in 
Shandy Hall writing A Sentimental Journey or recording inci- 
dents and emotions in the Journal which he hoped would some 
time be read by Eliza. On his desk he placed her miniature to 
inspire him and encouraged a cat to lie near his elbow whose 
purring kept his emotions at an even temper. In imagination he 
fitted up and decorated an apartment and built a pavilion in 
the garden for Eliza in anticipation of the day when she would 
become mistress of Shandy Hall. Sometimes he had the hallucina- 
tion that Eliza walked into the room, looked over his shoulder at 
what he was writing, and vanished before he could speak to her. 
It was, however, no hallucination when one day his wife and daugh- 
ter, who had been living abroad, retm-ned to Coxwould. This was 
for Sterne “the last trial of conjugal misery.” All visions of Eliza 
were dissipated, and the Journal was laid aside forever. 

But Eliza lives on. Her gift to Sterne was that subdued emo- 
tional mood and delicate humor which permeate A Sentimental 
Journey. Without the memory of that girl his last book would 
have been something different. Under various names Eliza sat 
for the portraits of the brown lady, the grisette, the fille de 
chambre, Nanette, and even “poor luckless Maria.” Something 
of Eliza is in all of them. 

Now Thackeray, relying upon a letter of which the year was 
not given, in Mrs. Medalle’s collection, claimed that Sterne was 
making love to Lady Percy in April, 1767, while his heart was 
“breaking” over the loss of Eliza. The superscription of this 
famous letter was only “Mount Coffee-house, Tuesday 3 o’clock.” 
Sterne, professedly sitting there in dejection, wrote on gilt-edged 
paper to Lady Percy, whose “eyes and lips” had turned him into 
a fool, to ask her if she would be alone at seven and suffer him 
to spend the evening with her. Otherwise he would take a sorry 
hack and jog on to the theatre to Miss *»*****’ s benefit. On look- 
ing through the lists of benefit performances in Genest’s History 
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of the Stage I had to go back to April 23, 1765, before I could 
find a benefit for an unmarried actress on a Tuesday night, that 
is, nearly two years before Sterne first set eyes on Eliza. The 
benefit was for Miss Wilford, a beautiful dancer, who made her 
debut as an actress on that evening. Her name was disguised, I 
daresay, by Mrs. Medalle, in the seven stars, each standing for 
a letter in the name of Wilford. 

This was one of the more successful pieces of scouting that wen t; 
into the making of The Works and Letters of Laurence Sterne, 
which appeared in twelve volumes in January, 1905. There was 
a York Edition, a Sutton Edition, each limited, I think, to 750 
sets, and a superb Stonegate Edition of 150 sets printed on 
Japanese vellum. All three editions were generously illustrated 
by photogravures from paintings, sketches, and photographs. 
Yorick leaning over the gold bars of paradise, if he ever got 
there, must have been pleased with the honor paid to him. 

The stint was done. But I was not satisfied with my editorial 
work, which had had to move too fast in order to meet the demand 
for quick publication. I had no opportunity to check for mis- 
takes copies made by another hand than mine of manuscripts in 
the British Museum and elsewhere, though of minor misreadings 
I was reasonably certain. Moreover, the edition of Sterne’s works 
was hardly off the press before I heard of unpublished letters 
here and there in the hands of collectors and rare-book dealers. 
Above all there was a part of a Letter Book in which Sterne kept 
the first drafts or the copies of letters which he wrote to his 
friends. Some of the letters had never been published; others 
had appeared in a little book published twenty years after 
Sterne’s death, but had been regarded by critics as forgeries. 
These and other Sterne manuscripts had been recently acquired 
by the first J. Pierpont Morgan. My publishers were very glad 
to add a supplementary volume of letters. With all this fresh mate- 
rial at my disposal, I decided to write a new life of Laurence 
Sterne, So I at once started in. 

The summer of 1906, three months of it, I spent in England, 
with one excursion into Prance to go over the main part of the 
route of Sterne’s travels as described in A Sentimental Journey. 
I fix-st settled in York, the heart of the Sterne country, where I 
boarded with two Quaker spinsters who introduced me to Dr. 
George A. Auden, a local antiquary and physician to the cathe- 
dral clergy. I called on him and we hit it off perfectly. He knew 
more about Sterne than anyone else in York. Two or three years 
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before he hacl ached as guide to Dr. Osier in trips to Sterne’s 
three parishes in the neighborhood. They had a common profes- 
sional interest in Dr. Slop of Tristram Shandy , the man midwife 
who broke Tristram’s nose when he brought him into the world 
with forceps. Those very forceps Dr. Osier found and presented 
to the York Museum. Taking them in his hands, Dr. Auden 
showed me just how a fine nose might easily be flattened out al- 
most level with the face. 

In York I was made the victim of a good-natured practical 
joke. There were two offices near the cathedral, a little distance 
apart, where I hoped to discover something new of Sterne. One 
was presided over by A. H. Hudson, registrar of the Diocese of 
York, and the other by T. E. Whytehead, clerk of the Dean and 
Chapter. When I asked Dr. Auden to introduce me to these two 
officials so as to smooth my way, he abruptly turned the request 
aside with the remark that there was no need of that, for he had 
already spoken to both of them about me. He went on to say 
casually that though I might find Mr. Hudson rather brusque, 
Mr. Whytehead was “a man after my own heart.” I thanked Dr. 
Auden for letting me in a little on the character of these two 
men with whom I was to do business. 

The next morning I called on Mr. Hudson. He received me 
not brusquely but with a courtesy as fine as any I have ever met 
with. Without my asking it, he promised to bring together for 
my use everything in the Diocesan Records concerning Sterne. 
Happy over my success with a man called brusque in the York- 
shire dialect, I thanked him for his promise and walked on to the 
office of Mr. Whytehead who, as I entered, was sitting at a table 
facing the door, smoking a pipe. He did not rise to greet me 
nor did he invite me to sit down. He simply stared and asked me 
what my business was. I stepped forward, took a chair on the 
other side of the table, and began my story. While I was telling 
him that I wanted to examine the records of the Dean and Chap- 
ter for all the years that Sterne was a member of that body as 
a prebendary of York, he stopped me with the exclamation, 
“Young man, you don’t know what you are asking for. They are 
big books locked up in the cathedral. No one can see them with- 
out special permission.” 

Undisturbed by this outbreak, I lighted, with his consent, a large 
cigar, one of many that had sailed the seas with me. He watched 
me closely and looked as if he would like a cigar too. So I dipped 
into my pocket for a handful and asked him if he would like to 
try one. He took them all and spread them out on the table, felt 
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of each one, and remarked, “I don’t see how yon Americans can 
smoke green cigars like these.” He rose and placed them on a 
mantel where, he said, they would dry out in a day or two enough 
to smoke. 

Both of us a little more at ease by this time, I remarked that 
if he did not object I should like to ask Cation Watson, who, be- 
low the Dean, was the ranking member of the Chapter, if I might 
go through the records. “What! Do you know Canon Watson?” 
he exclaimed in surprise. “Oh, yes,” I replied, “he has granted 
me the unusual privilege of taking books out of the Library of 
the Dean and Chapter.” At once the Tartar civilized: “It will 
not be necessary for you to see Canon Watson. As you arc one 
of his friends, I will have one of the volumes brought over here 
tomorrow afternoon. Which one do you want first?” He informed 
me that the book must be read under his supervision, and he could 
be disturbed for no more than two hours, from two o’clock to 
four — adding with a grain of humor that there would be a fee 
of a shilling an hour. 

I appeared the next afternoon precisely at two o’clock, began 
reading in the volume which covered Sterne’s first years at York 
and Sutton, and was soon taking notes. Mr. Whytehead, who as- 
signed me to a seat at a table near his, was in no better humor 
than the day before. When I came upon a Battersea lease, which 
I remembered that Sterne somewhere referred to, I inquired what 
that was and got a thunderous answer: “A Battersea lease ! Don’t 
you know what a Battersea lease is? Don’t you know that the 
Church of York owns land in Battersea, London, which it leases?” 
A little farther on there was a long entry on the Reverend John 
Blake, Master of the Royal Grammar School near York. When I 
saw that name I could not help telling him that I had discovered 
the man, never before identified, to whom Sterne at one time 
wrote a number of confidential letters. Mr. Whytehead glared at 
me with fierce eyes and requested me in no uncertain words to 
break in on him no more. 

On the third afternoon he ordered me to go into an adjoining 
room with the book and to shut the door. I asked him whether 
he wasn’t afraid that I might cut out a page or two, say on Blake, 
if left alone. As to that, he said, he would have to take his chances. 
From that time onward I was entrusted with volume after vol- 
ume without supervision. And I heard no more about the fee of 
a shilling an hour, or about restricting my visits to two hours in 
the afternoon. 

In the meantime I had asked Dr. Auden why he had tricked 
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me by reversing the manners of Mr. Hudson and Mr. Whyte- 
head. He said it was because he wanted to hear the story I would 
tell of an unexpected encounter with a man like Mr. Whytehead. 
“By the way,” he added, “a small club of the young clergy of 
York — ten or twelve of them — have a nine o’clock supper to- 
gether every Sunday night. They have invited me for next Sun- 
day and asked me to fetch you along too. Will you go?” I went. 
They were a very interesting group of men somewhat different 
in outlook from any I had ever associated with at home. No vile 
gin cocktails, but just enough of the finest Scotch to keep the 
storytelling in full swing till midnight. Being a little obtuse, it 
did not then occur to me that this was the audience Dr. Auden 
had selected to hear the tale of my dealings with the Clerk of their 
Dean and Chapter. I did not flinch when the request for the tale 
came as if by chance, not by malice prepense. When the laughter 
was over I was questioned on American slang and colloquialisms, 
such as were just reaching these people, like “nothing doing,” 
“what is there in it for me?” and “it’s up to you.” “That’s the 
limit,” or “he’s the limit,” no one of the company had ever heard 
of. They looked blank at the expression until I illustrated its 
meaning by a pertinent example which they could all understand. 
Across the water, I said, a practical joke such as Dr. Auden played 
on me would be called the limit, and the man who perpetrated it 
would be the limit also. 

There was, however, a sequel so sad that I wished I had never 
told that story in York. Only a few days after that Sunday 
night, when I entered Mr. Whytehead’s office he was not there. 
In his chair sat a young man who said, “My father had a par- 
alytic stroke last night, ji am to take his place until he is able 
to return.” Mr. Whytehead was never to return. The son in 
temperament seemed to be just the reverse of his father. Much 
as I had interrupted the father with questions about this and 
that, so the son interrupted me with questions about Sterne and 
Yale. As I became better acquainted with him I remarked that I 
did not understand his father’s ways. This led to his saying that 
his father’s irritable temper, which had grown with age, was 
really the outcome of a nervous breakdown of some years before. 
As a matter of fact he was very much interested in what I was 
doing. “He was really fond of you and talked of you evenings. 
He talked particularly about the conversations with you before 
and after your day’s work.” I asked him about the “green 
cigars.” He said that Ins father smoked one of them every night 
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until they were all gone, complaining that he could not get such 
good cigars in England. 

From York my way led to the scenes of Sterne’s boyhood at 
Halifax, and then to London where I walked through streets 
and parks that Sterne had walked in keeping this or that en- 
gagement, so that I might form in my mind a composite picture 
of him moving about among his friends. 

Sterne preached but one sermon in London. It was a charity 
sermon which in his first fame he was invited to give in the chapel 
connected with the Foundling Hospital in Guilford Street. Know- 
ing that he would have a large audience of politicians, wits, and 
men of fashion, he entertained them with a Shandean perform- 
ance in which he asked God directly why He let some men grow 
rich and kept other men poor. His eloquent appeal for aid to 
the orphans sitting in the gallery was eminently successful. The 
collection taken while the choir was singing the anthem amounted 
to more than £55. Remembering this dramatic occasion, I went 
out to the Foundling Hospital for the service on a Sunday morn- 
ing. The gallery running round the lower end of the chapel and 
up each side was still there. The children were in their seats with 
their teachers and nurses among them. I took a seat in the gal- 
lery where I could look into the faces of the boys and girls. No 
one else was there ; the fashionable men and women of Sterne’s 
time had long since departed. That morning the old pulpit was 
deserted too. A high improvised pulpit had been erected to the 
level of the gallery, near where the children sat. A young man 
mounted the high pulpit, smiled towards the boys and girls, 
glanced at me in surprise, and began his sermon, choosing for his 
text the old nursery rhyme of “Jack and Jill” which he moralized 
to the good, I think, as well as to the amusement of the children. 

My explorations came to an abrupt close while I was in France. 
After a strenuous summer of extreme heat I fell an easy victim 
to ptomaine poisoning and was forced to give up my researches 
and go home before I had planned. For three months I laid Sterne 
aside. I could do no more than carry my routine teaching with 
the extra burden of a slight fever. 

Suddenly one morning I awmke feeling perfectly well. That 
very day I began the first chapter of a life of Sterne, which was 
to take me three years to complete, for the writing of books could 
he for me, as for every other college professor, only an avocation. 
Outside week ends and vacations, my work on the book was con- 
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fined to evenings, usually the four hours from eight to twelve 
o’clock. 

The Life and Times of Laurence Sterne was published by the 
Macmillan Company in May, 1909. As a compliment to the land 
of Sterne’s birth, I adopted certain English spellings which dif- 
fer from American usage. To some Englishmen of that time 
“honor” had no meaning unless it were spelled “honour.” A man 
out in Chicago, who regarded Sterne as “the foremost philos- 
opher of the world as well as the greatest wit,” was so offended 
when he opened the book and saw 1 me “toadying” to the British 
that he closed it again. He was affected, he wrote to me, in the 
same way as he would be if he saw the British flag flying above 
the Capitol at Washington. I assuaged his temper by promising 
never to do it again and he read the book. Indicative of the part 
Sterne has played in my life for forty years is the nickname I 
still bear — “My Uncle Toby” — the whimsical character in Tris- 
tram Shancly who would not harm a fly and w'hose light oaths 
the Recording Angel blotted out forever. The name was first trans- 
ferred to me by Dean Oertel while we sat talking with friends on 
an evening in the Graduates Club. 

Henry Fielding 

On that eventful Sunday morning when I agreed to edit Sterne’s 
works, I told Mr. Jewett that I must finish with Sterne by the end 
of the next year because I was preparing to write a life of “the fa- 
ther of the English novel.” But since I was myself unable to let 
Sterne go, five years slipped away before I returned to Henry 
Fielding. This interval turned out to be a piece of good luck be- 
cause within it or immediately afterwards while I was engaged on 
Fielding many new facts about him came to light. 

I was drawn to Fielding by an eager desire to relate the true 
story of his life so far as it could be ascertained, and to match my 
interpretation against the man his biographers depicted — a dissi- 
pated fellow, libertine, and spendthrift, always in debt, who bilked 
tradesmen and came down on his friends now and then for a dinner 
or a guinea or two which he never repaid. To this shabby picture 
were often added, as if his own, the darker vices of the most dis- 
reputable characters in his novels and plays. 

While reading the biographies of Fielding, one after another, 
I used to stop at times and look towards my bookshelves, where I 
kept in full sight the latest sixteen-volume edition of Fielding’s 
works, and wonder how they could have been written within the 
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space of twenty-five years by a Bohemian who spent his nights in 
taverns with noisy companions until three or four o’clock in the 
morning and then went home to begin his day’s work of writing 
with a wet towel round his head, as Thackeray imagined. As I read 
those volumes I could find nothing there to suggest “a hangover” 
in the score or more of plays, many essays, and four novels, each 
a masterpiece in its kind. At the head of the line was Tom Jones, 
in Fielding’s own phrase “the labour of some thousands of hours.” 
The more I pondered, the more the wonder grew at the sharp line 
which as a rule was drawn between the man and his books. Where 
and why, I asked myself, did the traditional Fielding originate and 
by whom was he built up? What, I asked, were the facts? The 
stories told of Fielding were mainly disproved by their absurdities. 

The task which lay before me was clear. It was to ascertain and 
correlate, if possible, the facts of Fielding’s career and to present 
and interpret them honestly and justly whatever might be the con- 
sequences. I embarked for England near June 1, 1911, for the 
summer, made several tours of the Fielding country, and sat in 
the British Museum, day after day, week after week, searching 
for the facts of his career. There was little help to be had from 
Fielding’s first biographer, Arthur Murphy, who instead of ascer- 
taining the facts of his subject’s life contented himself with inter- 
esting but apocryphal storieS. He claimed that when Fielding had 
contracted for a play or a farce he would go home late from a 
tavern and deliver to the players in the morning a scene “written 
upon the papers which had wrapped the tobacco, in which lie so 
much delighted.” Three mornings, Murphy added, were sufficient 
for a farce. This feat would require, according to my arithmetic, 
fifty papers a morning for Fielding’s shortest farce, and for the 
largest five times that number; or for a farce of average length 
150 pipes. Twenty-five pipes of English tobacco on a morning 
would be, I should think, all that a hard smoker could stand! As 
with his plays, so with his novels. Murphy would have it that Field- 
ing wrote Tom Jones merely for relief and amusement while he was 
Justice of the Peace at the London Bow Street Court; whereas he 
was in fact engaged for three years on that masterpiece and had 
it all completed before he assumed his judicial office. 

It appeared that by the irony of fate the Fielding legend was 
set going by Fielding himself. His portrait of down-and-out Harry 
Luckless in The Author’s Farce was taken for a portrait of its au- 
thor, though Fielding at the time was very likely living not in Grub 
Street but in Piccadilly. 

All through his career — as editor, pamphleteer, novelist, lawyer, 
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and Justice of the Peace in England’s most important municipal 
court — Fielding was engaged in innumerable literary and politi- 
cal controversies. When he was attacked in hostile newspapers he 
replied with devastating ridicule and irony, which aroused to a 
white heat enemies who had no way of retaliation except to endow 
him with all the vices they could discover in books he had written 
and in vile anonymous pamphlets which he had neither written nor 
read. “A heavier load of scandal,” he once said, “hath been cast 
upon me than I believe ever fell to the share of a single man.” 

Fielding died in Portugal, and was buried in a cemetery on a 
hillside which British merchants doing business in Lisbon had long 
ago chosen for their dead. In 1920 news reached me that the mas- 
sive marble tomb erected to his memory in 1830 was in need of 
major repairs. I undertook to help collect the funds necessary for 
its restoration. Our appeal to admirers of Fielding met with quick 
response, and within a short time checks were received amounting 
to $750. It required only $150 to relay the foundations of the 
tomb, clean it, and recut its inscriptions. The unexpended balance 
was turned over to the officials of the English Church at Lisbon as 
trustees, who were to invest it in British consols with the stipula- 
tion that the income be used for maintaining the tomb in per- 
petuity. 

The chaplain of the church sent me large photographs of the 
renovated tomb from various points of view, and with them careful 
copies of three Latin inscriptions. The longest ascribed to Field- 
ing the highest qualities of head and heart; he was a genius who 
sought in his writings to improve the conduct and character of 
men, though he himself was sometimes involved in vices and follies 
from which he should have kept free. When I read that qualifica- 
tion of excessive praise, I felt at first that no words of mine printed 
on paper could ever compete with words cut into marble. I soon 
regained my composure, however, on the reflection that words writ 
in marble cannot withstand wind and rain forever and that in the 
meantime few of the numberless visitors to the tomb of Fielding 
will be able to rend any inscription written in Latin. So I concluded 
that I had not wasted my time in writing a new life of Fielding, 
which appeared in the autumn of 1918 in three volumes under the 
title, The History of Henry Fielding. On its composition I ex- 
pended more thousands of hours than Fielding expended on The 
History of Tom Jones after which it was named,' but there the 
comparison ends. 
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XVII. Nomination for Governor 

A S I trust has been made clear m earlier chapters, my in- 
/ m Merest in politics dates from childhood, perhaps from the 
r time when, held tight between the knees of a black Re- 

JL. Jm^ publican farmer of Mansfield, I shouted out, to his as- 
tonishment, the name of the newly elected Democratic Governor 
of Connecticut. But even earlier than that, when I was hardly out 
of the cradle, I had to tell my father, whenever he asked for it, who 
was the Governor of Connecticut, whether he was a Democrat or a 
Republican. In my imagination a Governor was a very exalted 
person, a sort of superman, who ranked very little below God and 
the angels. 

In my boyhood there settled near our house in Gurley ville a man 
who had actually seen a Governor of Connecticut. More than that, 
he had had the honor in his youth of driving Gov. Clmuncey F. 
Cleveland of Hampton (1842— 44) into Hartford or New Haven 
for meetings of the General Assembly. (There were then two capi- 
tals of Connecticut. ) As I watched him at work in his shop — he was 
a harness maker — he often described to me the dignified Gover- 
nor’s luxurious coach drawn by four horses, black I think, over the 
rough roads of Connecticut hills. “You bet, when I set on that high 
seat with all them reins in my hands I had something to do with 
them hosses.” I sat and listened as if in fairyland. I had read, or 
my mother had read to me, the tale of Cinderella, of her coach 
gilded all over, six gray horses, and her coachman, his face covered 
with whiskers like the coachman who drove Governor Cleveland. 

The first Governor of Connecticut I ever saw was no slight airy 
being out of fairyland. He was a rather tall, substantial, fine- 
looking man, whose silk hat and long Prince Albert coat, “buttoned 
all down before,” made him appear taller and bigger than he was. 
He was dressed exactly like the minister of the little Methodist 
Church in Gurleyville on Sundays, only his clothes looked fresher, 
as if they were new. He rose, thrust one hand in the lapel of his 
coat and, after an ahem, let his voice go in sonorous speech. He 
spoke as one convinced of the truth of every word he uttered. He 
was, I thought, the greatest man in the universe of God and men. 
Later I was to associate with many Governors within and without 
Connecticut. I was to observe that there were limitations to their 
knowledge and that God had endowed them with a good share of 
the imperfections of human nature. Still my childhood feeling 
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about a Governor of Connecticut remained with me for a long 
time. 

Of course it never occurred to me that I was destined to join so 
august a company of immortals. That end was reached along a 
curious way, which I will describe. Bach in the days of President 
Wilson’s second administration a group of New Haven citizens, 
mostly Yale men, ten or twelve of us, began meeting at the Grad- 
uates Club on Thursday evenings. We used to stroll in an hour or 
more before dinner for drinks and a free and reckless discussion of 
state and national affairs. No politician, however high he climbed, 
was spared in the talk about him. Someone dubbed us “the Sunday 
School Class” of the Graduates Club. Our leader was Nod Osborn, 
the distinguished Editor of the New Haven Journal Courier. Next 
to him in our regard was Dr. Carmalt, an eminent surgeon, very 
brusque in speech and manner. Of the first days of the club there 
now remain in 191<3 only Boh Corwin, Professor of German, and 
myself. Among later members of the Sunda 3 r School Class were 
Professor Daniels, who had long been a member of the Interstate 
Commerce Commission, and Professor Vance of the Law School, 
by birth a Kentucky Democrat. There was an outer circle includ- 
ing President Hadley, who took part in all the talk. Some stayed 
on for dinner but most of them went home to dine with their 
families. 

During the campaign of 1920 the spirit moved me to make the 
Sunday School Class a speech in burlesque of Candidate Harding’s 
address to a company of theatrical people who visited him at Mar- 
ion, Ohio, in order to see face to face and hear the voice of a man 
who professed unbounded interest in the drama. His memory at 
fault, Harding made Shakespeare the author of a non-existent 
play, Charles the Fifth, and transformed a novelist, Richard 
Harding Davis, into an actor. The play he had in mind was doubt- 
less Henry the Fifth in which Richard Mansfield played the lead- 
ing role. My burlesque ran somewhat as follows: 

“This is one of the happiest days of my life. I extend to you all 
my most cordial greetings, Republicans and Democrats alike, if 
there are perchance any Democrats among you. You are perform- 
ing a great public service in holding the mirror up to nature. Per- 
haps you are unaware that when a young man I took an active part 
in amateur theatricals here in Marion, and was praised for the 
manner in which I performed leading roles. One play, as I remem- 
ber, was in French, and I had to learn to speak French in order to 
play my part. Perhaps, if I had gone on, I might have he'come a 
great actor instead of a great statesman. 
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“I once saw that great actor, Richard Harding Davis, if I re- 
member correctly, in a great play of Shakespeare’s, Charles the 
Fifth , if I remember correctly. He may have been related to me, 
for his middle name was Harding. Charles the Fifth, you know, is 
known in history as Charlemagne. That, you know, is a French 
name which, being translated into English, means Charles the 
Great. 

“There was in that gi-eat play one great scene which I shall never 
forget, It is the night before a great battle. The King and his gen- 
erals and aides are encamped on the side or the top of a hill. It is 
not yet quite dark. Rather, it is evening twilight. The earth will 
soon become enveloped in darkness. The King looks down into the 
wide valley where his men have pitched their tents. Lights flicker 
by the tents all over that wide valley. They are preparing their 
evening meal. The King turns to his generals and says he is going 
down among his men, nothing but common soldiers. He wants to 
talk to them, he says, as if he were one of them. His generals try 
to persuade him not to undertake so dangerous a journey, but in 
vain. All alone, he walks from tent to tent chatting with his men 
and comes back unharmed. 

“That great scene in that great play taught me a great lesson. 
It is that we should never look down upon people who have been 
less fortunate in life than ourselves as inferior beings ; for as my 
friend Harry Daugherty, who is sitting here by my side, has often 
remarked, ‘Warren, we are all created in God’s imaged 

“Now I must bid you all a happy good-by as I have to receive 
this afternoon a delegation of a Christian temperance society who 
are coming to ask me how I stand on prohibition. I need a little time 
to think out a courteous address which will please the reformers 
and assure me of their votes without, however, committing myself 
to any definite policy. As I look into your faces I can see that you 
at least are all patriots on whom I can depend for your votes in 
this great crisis now confronting the very existence of the Repub- 
lic founded by George Washington and Alexander Hamilton. 
‘Back to normalcy’ is my slogan.” 

This, my first political speech, I gave every Thursday evening 
through the campaign with such variations as seemed necessary. 
Dr. Carmalt, an octogenarian Republican who was always there, 
kept interrupting my oration with, “Shut up there, Cross, We’ve 
had enough of that damned rot.” 

The election over, the conclave met on the next Thursday to 
anatomize the corpse of the Democratic party. President Hadley 
and others were sitting on the sidelines. After a lively debate on 
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the ills which had killed the Democratic party, Nod Osborn brought 
forward a proposal for the resurrection of the dead here in Con- 
necticut. He would run, he said, for the United States Senate if I 
would run for the Governor’s chair. “What about that, Cross?” I 
replied that Barkis was willin’ provided we could frame a platform 
which would straddle every important question in Harding’s adroit 
way so as to get the votes on both sides of the fence. Nod asked for 
specifications, “Well,” I began, “there is the question of national 
prohibition. We are both agin that.” “No problem there,” said 
Nod. “You can pose as ‘a moderate dry’ and I will be ‘a moderate 
wet.’ That’s easy.” What is to be our attitude, I next inquired, 
towards the Ku Klux Klan, who were then, it was said, burning 
their fiery crosses on hillside pastures. “Don’t worry, Cross, about 
Ku Kluxers in the State. You can go ahead and rip them up the 
back. I will say nothing for or against them publicly. All I have 
to do is to tell their leaders privately that they have nothing to fear 
from Cross if he is elected. They will understand. They will line 
up for you.” When at last we reached the question of protective 
tariffs we had to stop and think hard. As political descendants of 
Thomas Jefferson we were bitterly opposed to all forms of special 
privilege. But as Connecticut politicians out to win, we knew that 
we must give the impression that we were “protectionists” without 
quite saying so. The formula we finally agreed upon as having a 
good squint each way was : “We are strongly in favor of a revision 
of the tariff for the benefit of Connecticut industries and the pro- 
tection of our workers against the sweated labor of Europe and 
Asia.” Then, satisfied with our deliberations, we went out to dinner. 

Nonsense may be but an ebullition of good sense. Harlequin, re- 
marked Thackeray, is a sober man at heart. That is sound psy- 
chology. No doubt Colonel Osborn and I had a submerged desire 
to sit for a term in the chair of a Governor or a United States Sena- 
tor. But there was then not even a remote chance to gain that dis- 
tinction. During the next years the Democratic state and national 
tickets went down to disastrous defeat. The skies brightened for a 
while in 1928 when the battle was fought under the banner of 
Alfred E. Smith. Still it was defeat as usual. During the campaign 
of 1928 many new young men became politically active and soon 
afterwards one of them, Archibald McNeil of Bridgeport, was 
elected Connecticut’s member of the Democratic National Com- 
mittee. He and his associates became known as the New Guard in 
distinction to the older leaders of the Democratic party who nat- 
urally were called the Old Guard. Between the groups there arose 
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considerable antagonism in a struggle for control of the Democratic 
State Central Committee. 

In the spring of 1930 both Guards were hard up for a candidate 
for a Governor willing to sacrifice himself on the altar of his party. 
McNeil called on Colonel Osborn, the patron saint of Connecticut 
Democracy, and asked him if he would accept the nomination if it 
were offered to him. The Colonel, who was forced to decline because 
of ill health, told him that Cross was his man. Near the same time 
while I was lunching at the Graduates Club with a tableful of 
friends, Professor Vance, who was among them, suggested that 
Cross ought to quit his political banter and seriously consider run- 
ning for Governor, now that he was retiring from the dcanship of 
the Graduate School. The upshot of the talk was that Vance was 
delegated to present my name as an available candidate to the 
Democratic Town Committee of New Haven, which was under the 
control of the Old Guard. I consented to the proposal, more m jest 
than in earnest. My time had arrived. 

McNeil now called on me to see whether I was of the right politi- 
cal caliber and character for a candidate for Governor. And after 
receiving Vance’s letter and making some further inquiries about 
xny qualifications for high office, the secretary of the local Demo- 
cratic Town Committee invited me to attend a banquet in honor of 
the Democratic State Central Committee late in June at Wilcox’s 
Restaurant over the waters of Savin Rock. I accepted the invita- 
tion. Arriving late, I was greeted in front of the restaurant by a 
group of politicians, reporters, and cameramen. On that spot my 
first photograph surrounded by politicians was taken, to the amuse- 
ment of my friends who saw it reproduced in the newspapers the 
next morning. But events were moving rather too fast for me. I 
quizzed a reporter, who said that the State Central Committee had 
just held a meeting in a private room and had agreed to send up a 
trial balloon on my candidacy. I asked him how he knew that. lie 
replied that someone had forgotten to close the transom over the 
door leading into the public dining room. 

Patrick B. O’Sullivan presided as toastmaster over the banquet. 
There were two or three eloquent speeches on the past achievements 
of the Democratic party in State and nation, interspersed with a 
damnation of Republican misdeeds. They were of that fervent 
kind that bring orators to their toes and sweat to their brows. Last 
on the program came an hour’s dreary speech read slowly by a 
Congressman imported from the Middle West, on the iniquities 
of the Hawley-Smoot Tariff Bill then awaiting President Hoover’s 
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signature. By that time the clock registered 11.30. Despite the 
hour, the toastmaster remarked that the audience expected a few 
words from me, and lie facetiously introduced me as a novice in 
Connecticut politics. The gist of my reply was this : 

“The people of Connecticut would like to know how our party 
stands on several important questions of today. Half a dozen is- 
sues lie at our feet to be picked up. I observe, for instance, that no 
one this evening has said a word for or against national prohibi- 
tion. Is there any truth in the rumor that both of the leading 
political parties are being urged to duck this issue in the coming 
campaign? Don’t do that. It is a stratagem of Republicans to de- 
prive us of an issue which they fear to meet. It is my opinion that 
a clear majority of our fellow citizens want to see the control of the 
manufacture and sale of alcoholic liquors returned to the State. 
You want to see it returned. I want to see it returned. We are all 
sick of bootleggers who are breaking the law and inducing others 
to break the law. Why are we silent?” 

I could get no further because of the commotion. After a shaking 
of hands I went home to sleep and dream. 

News was at once flashed across the country that at a Democratic 
rally in New Haven, Connecticut, Dean Cross of the Yale Graduate 
School and Editor of the Yale Review had come out strongly 
against national prohibition. Though a teetotaler himself, he de- 
clared that prohibition has no place in the Federal Constitution, 
that the control over alcoholic liquors properly belongs to the 
States. In an interview he said that he had no objection to being 
considered as a candidate for Governor of Connecticut on the 
Democratic ticket. Pressed by reporters afterwards, I rectified the 
statement in regard to my private habits. “I can’t say,” I told 
them, “that I don’t know the smell or taste of whisky. But I am not 
a habitual user. I never take a drink unless I want one.” 

Members of the Sunday School Class were pleased with the out- 
come of the rally. Colonel Osborn began to line up the newspapers 
of the State in favor of my candidacy. A group of young Yale 
professors, representing various faculties of the University, met 
and urged me to seek the nomination. On the other hand, a few of 
my friends advised ine to drop the idea of becoming a Governor, 
which in this State was only an empty title. They were Republicans. 
Likewise two Republican doctors, whom I had at times consulted, 
volunteered the opinion that I would likely break down under the 
stress of a campaign which would certainly end in defeat and dis- 
appointment. To check up on their opinion, I asked a Yale physi- 
ologist whether the strain of a political campaign or the strenuous 
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labors of a Governor, if I were elected, would end in physical and 
mental disaster. He asked whether I still had the habit of breaking 
the day’s work with an hour’s sleep. I told him that I did. His reply 
was, “Nothing can kill a man of your temperament.” 

As usual I went to Burkehaven, overlooking Lake Sunapee, New 
Hampshire, for the summer, canoeing, fishing, writing, picking a 
few bushels of blueberries, and swapping stories on the veranda of 
the post office with natives much like the members of the old House 
of Commons who in my boyhood gathered at the village store in 
Gurleyville; the main difference was that nail kegs and cracker 
barrels had long since given way to rickety armchairs. Through 
July I received many dippings from Connecticut newspapers an- 
nouncing that this or that town committee had declared for Cross. 
In August a majority of the delegates to the Democratic State 
Convention were reported to have taken final action in favor of my 
candidacy. It was predicted that Bridgeport would go Democratic 
by a plurality of more than 5,000, and that I would probably carry 
by good majorities Norwalk and Stamford, normally Republican 
strongholds. Two candidates for the nomination for Governor had 
withdrawn in my favor. There was nothing for me to do now, I was 
assured, except to write an acceptance speech. This information 
I took with a grain of allowance, for I yet had to reckon with lead- 
ers of the Old Guard who, though not hostile to me, were generally 
holding aloof from outward activity in my behalf. 

The Democratic State Convention on nominations was held on 
Wednesday and Thursday, September 10—11, at the Fort Gris- 
wold House at Eastern Point by the sea, across the Thames from 
New London. At the evening session Homer S. Cummings, an old 
Democratic war horse who had fought many battles in state and 
national politics, gave the keynote speech in which Cross was ex- 
tolled as a providential candidate. It was clear from the first that 
a large majority of the delegates were for Cross for Governor and 
were ready to accept such associates as he desired on the state ticket. 
But a bitter fight immediately developed between the Old Guard 
and the New Guard over control of the party organization. The 
Old Guard would listen to no proposals for change in the officers of 
the Democratic State Central Committee. The New Guard sup- 
ported me in a demand that the present officers, who had served 
for several years, resign and give place to others whose names I 
submitted for consideration. 

The crisis came at three or four o’clock on Thursday morning, 
when McNeil pounded on my bedroom door and told me* to get up 
quick. In slippers and pajamas (“wrinkled blue,” said the news- 
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papers), I jumped out of bed, ran into my sitting room, and 
opened the hall door where McNeil stood at the head of a line of 
men and women who had corne in distress to make me an early morn- 
ing call. They told me that the game was up, for a poll of the State 
Central Committee showed that the Old Guard was still on top. 
Now, if ever, was the time for me to speak up. 

As they filed out a smaller number of Old Guard leaders filed 
in. I greeted them cordially. I feared, I told them, that they mis- 
understood me : I had no animus against any one of them, but if I 
were to head the ticket I must he permitted to choose the managers 
of my campaign. They hotly replied that it was a prerogative of 
the Committee to elect its own officers without any dictation from 
the outside and that they intended to follow the usual procedure 
now. I remarked that I was merely asking something which they 
could easily do if they so desired. 

At this point a member told me to go to hell. I retaliated with 
equally strong words. The storm rose higher when I was charged 
with being not a Democrat hut a Republican in disguise, The 
storm quieting down a little, I told them to go their own way and 
count me out, for I could not trust the fate of my campaign to de- 
featists who had never won a state election for reasons I could 
only guess. They left the room abruptly. I crawled back into bed 
and slept without a break until the breakfast hour. The heading 
of one news item read: “Delegates meet Dean Cross in his pajamas 
and lose their shirts.” 

When I entered the dining room, tables were buzzing with stories 
of what had occurred in my apartment just before the birds of 
morning began to sing. The Convention was to meet for business 
an hour later. I let it be known that I would be on hand and explain 
why I could not accept the nomination for Governor, and then for- 
mally withdraw my name from consideration in favor of a compro- 
mise candidate who would be satisfactory to both wings of the 
party, for no bird can fly if deprived of one wing. 

Fearing a blowup of the Convention, the leaders of both fac- 
tions of the party asked me to meet them in a general conference. 
They were all there. A night without sleep was conducive to quick 
action. It was agreed that ex-Congressman Patrick 33. O’Sullivan, 
who was willing, should be recommended for election to the chair- 
manship of the State Central Committee and in this capacity man- 
age the campaign. I was delighted with the prospect of working 
with him, a Yale roan, able, and broad minded. It was then sug- 
gested that in the spirit of harmony the next highest place on the 
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ticket should go to Daniel J. Leary, a young Old-Guarder, who as 
Comptroller of the City of Waterbury had already shown extraor- 
dinary financial ability. After an interview with Leary I assented 
to his nomination as Lieutenant Governor in order to come to con- 
clusions while the Convention was waiting for us. In view of Leary’s 
subsequent financial career it should be said that he then bore an 
excellent reputation. His nomination, according to an editorial in 
the Waterbury Republican, was “gratifying to Waterbury.” 

In the absence of Colonel Osborn, who was too ill to leave home, 
I was put in nomination for Governor in an eloquent speech by 
Philip Troup, one of my former students, distinguished even in 
his undergraduate days as a debater and spellbinder. He described 
Cross as a man in whom were united the political philosophy of 
Thomas Jefferson and the humanitarianism of Abraham Lincoln. 
Like Homer Cummings, he could see God in the heavens coming 
to the rescue of the Democratic party. After several speeches for 
me and two passionately against me, I was nominated by acclama- 
tion as the Democratic candidate for Governor of the State of 
Connecticut. I was another Joshua destined to lead the Democratic 
party into a promised land, flowing not with water but with wine 
and milk and honey. I was surprised by the intimate knowledge of 
Holy Writ shown by my new Democratic friends. 

My acceptance speech was devoted largely to my ideas of the 
function and duties of a Governor in contrast with the views held 
by John Henry Roraback, the supreme ruler over the Republican 
cohorts of the State. I began by saying: 

“You have nominated me for Governor of the State of Connecti- 
cut. I accept the honor and the responsibility. I have not been a 
militant candidate for the nomination. But I owe my career to the 
social and educational institutions of the State, up from the red 
schoolhouse on the country hillside, through the public high school, 
and on to a university founded by the colonists far hack of the first 
days of the Republic. As a poor return for these benefits I stand 
ready in the present crisis to give to my fellow citizens such services 
as they may ask of me provided nothing is asked beyond my abili- 
ties. Whether these services, freely offered, arc wanted will be de- 
termined in November. Already I have been warned from the camp 
of the enemy that they will not be wanted. It is a solemn warning 
that no one bearing the Democratic badge can be elected Governor 
of Connecticut. In the conviction that the independence of the citi- 
zens of the State has been vastly underrated, I accept the chal- 
lenge, , . . 
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“If half of what has been alleged is true, the elections in this 
State have become a farce. Whoever is elected Governor or to any 
other office, state or national, on the Republican ticket is only the 
shadow of another man, Under whatever name Governors may come 
and go, the man who is really elected is another man who sits be- 
hind the screen. Public office in Connecticut is no longer a public 
trust. It is a private business. There is no hope for change in a 
situation disgraceful to democratic government except by a po- 
litical upheaval, smashing all party barriers. Put other men to the 
front in the state Republican organization, and the screen will still 
be there and the same man will be dictating through the screen. 
When did the State of Connecticut last have a Governor fi'ee to 
act on his own best judgment? Has there been any real Governor 
since Simeon Baldwin? Pic was the last Governor in the tradition 
of James E. English and Marshall Jewell — the one a great Demo- 
crat and the other a great Republican. Do the citizens of Con- 
necticut want another Governor ? Or are they ready to let the great 
office lapse? This is the main question in the campaign.” 

Other issues I discussed briefly. On prohibition I said: 

“Prohibition under the Eighteenth Amendment and the law 
enacted by Congress for its enforcement has collapsed. You cannot 
reform a nation by sending respectable citizens as fast as the courts 
can act to jail or prison for doing what they and their ancestors for 
generations have regarded as a matter of private concern. Presi- 
dent Wilson vetoed the Volstead Act, and Congress passed it over 
his veto. The Democratic party of Connecticut stands for the re- 
peal of this law and for the repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment, 
that the control of distilled and fermented liquors may be restored 
under the most rigid regulations to the States where it belongs. 
Action, is imperative if the people of the United States are to be 
kept from degenerating into a nation of gin drinkers with all those 
biologic, social, and economic disasters which are certain to come 
in the wake.” 

Immediately after the adjournment of the Convention, I ad- 
dressed, by invitation, the Democratic State Central Committee. 
The old officers having resigned, I drew from a vest pocket a slip 
of paper bearing the names of three persons whom I wished to take 
their places as managers of the strenuous campaign which awaited 
us. The names were Patrick O’Sullivan, chairman; Fannie Dixon 
Welch, vice-chairman; and Joseph Tone, secretary. My request 
was at once granted. Nearly everyone present took me by the hand 
and promised full support for the ticket. A day which broke in a 
political storm ended with the heavens serene and clear. There are 
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some old rhymes which my father who had been at sea used to re- 
peat to his children : 

Rainbow in the morning, sailors talie warning, 

Rainbow at night, sailors’ delight. 



XVIII. The Campaign 

j' ta ^HE committee of three who with the nominee for Gov- 
ernor were to plan and conduct the campaign chose 
|| New Haven for headquarters, a bare apartment of only 

-JIL. three rooms on Court Street, which we equipped with a 
few old chairs and desks, a telephone with a single extension, and 
a screen for confidential dealings with political visitors. The sub- 
ordinate staff consisted of one stenographer, one clerk (John 1C. 
Doughan, well acquainted with Connecticut politics), and “Big 
Boy” (John A. Donlan) to drive me o\er the State for conferences 
and speeches in an antiquated Buick, good for about thirty miles 
an hour. It was the setup of a political party submerged in poverty. 

Soon the little company was augmented by Kenneth Wynne 
who, when a young man just out of the Yale Law School, took an 
active part in the state campaign of 1910 when Simeon Baldwin 
was nominated for Governor. He could tell us how a state election 
was won by an expenditure of only $7,000. In several other re- 
spects there were resemblances between that campaign and the 
one W'e were about to wage. For fifteen years before the days of 
Simeon no Democrat had sat in the Governor’s chair. One Demo- 
cratic nominee for Governor after another had been smothered in 
the ashes of defeat. In 1910 Baldwin, having reached the age of 
seventy, automatically retired as Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court of Connecticut. With his consent a group of young Demo- 
crats, some of whom had studied under him in the Law School, 
brought him forward as a candidate for Governor and without 
much of a contest he received the nomination. Among the prime 
movers was Samuel Fisher, who was afterwards to perform dis- 
tinguished services for the State. Of them, too, was Norris Osborn, 
who gave him aggressive support in the New Haven Register, of 
which he was then Editor. In a still younger set associated with 
them were Philip Troup, of the eloquent tongue, and Kenneth 
Wynne, who served through the campaign as head of the pub- 
licity and speakers’ bureau. 

These and other men, young and old, working in harmony with 
the regular Democratic organization, were out to make a supreme 
test of the vitality of the Democratic party in Connecticut. Demo- 
crats as well as Republicans shook their heads as they watched en- 
thusiastic neophytes trying to run a campaign in the vain expecta- 
tion of victory. But the so-called neophytes knew what they were 
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about. Baldwin was elected Governor by a small margin. Two 
years later, when the Republican party split into two camps, the 
regulars under President Taft and the progressives under Theo- 
dore Roosevelt, he was reelected by a large majority, bringing in 
with him the rest of the state ticket, a Democratic Senate, and a 
House almost evenly divided between the two parties, though the 
Republicans held on to the edge. Five of Connecticut’s six Repre- 
sentatives in Congress were also Democratic that year. 

After Baldwin left the Governor’s chair, the shadow of another 
fifteen years of almost complete defeat fell upon the Democratic 
party. Within that period no Democratic candidate for Governor 
came near election. In 1925 the State Senate was adorned with 
only two Democrats, and in 1927 the two shrank to one. The next 
year when A1 Smith ran for the presidency, the Democratic party 
in the State began to crawl out of the shadow. In 1930 it seemed 
that the time had arrived for the remnant of the group who had 
stood behind Baldwin to unite with another group which had 
sprung up in the meantime to make the supreme test once more for 
a return to power. When I now look back upon the desperate situa- 
tion into which I stepped, I am astounded that I ever dared to 
enter a game in which the cards were all stacked against me. I 
was confronted with a hard, ruthless, closely integrated Republi- 
can organization, obedient to the wall of one man, J. Henry Rora- 
back. I could not count upon the full support of my own party, 
certain leaders of which, it was alleged, had been kept quiet for 
years by retaining fees and other emoluments dropped from the 
Great Man’s table. It was often asserted that Connecticut was 
cursed with a double machine. As a rule, all officeholders were Re- 
publicans, with the exception of small groups here and there who, 
it was charged, were given jobs in various departments on the 
recommendation of a few members o! the Democratic party who 
were on friendly terms with the Republican leader. Whatever their 
political complexion, officeholders, no one denied, could he shaken 
down for such contributions as were deemed necessary to assure 
a Republican victory. 

Such was the opposition, somewhat exaggerated in the public 
mind, which a Democratic candidate for Governor had to face in 
1930, with funds barely sufficient for the running expenses of a 
central office and for slight assistance to the towns in bringing 
out the Democratic vote. For these purposes some $15,000 was 
collected, most of it coming from men and women who rarely or 
never contributed to political campaigns. It was clear that the elec- 
tion could be won only in the outmoded way; upon issues to be 



230 Connecticut Yankee 

presented and argued throughout the State. These issues were 
embodied in a straight and clean-cut platform which any reader 
could understand. Republican newspapers for the most part made 
sport of it. Except for the stand taken against prohibition which, 
they said, was a moral, not a political issue, the platform was only 
a series of promises concocted to flimflam voters. When the cam- 
paign got into full swing, however, they had to open their eyes to 
the appeal which flimflams were making to the electorate. The 
Hartford Courant stood almost alone among Republican news- 
papers in warning their party at once that they were to have a 
real campaign on their hands. 

On examining the outcome of the election of 1928 when the 
Democrats made a good showing under the banner of A1 Smith, I 
concluded that neither of the two political parties could really 
claim as certain a majority of the voters of the State, that in the 
present circumstances there were thousands of voters, so-called 
independents, who notwithstanding party preferences would likely 
cast their ballots in accordance with their honest views on the ques- 
tions submitted for their determination. If I were able, with the aid 
of other speakers, to present these questions clearly' and persuade 
the voters that the Democratic platform was right on all or most 
of them, the election might be won. My estimate was that 50,000 
votes outside the Democratic party would be sufficient for a close 
victory. 

On this assumption I went to work. I set out immediately to visit 
as many towns in the State as there was time for. Usually I made 
three half-hour speeches every night including Sundays. Some- 
times the number ran up to four or five. Occasionally, too, I worked 
in four o’clock rallies in small villages. Several times a week I also 
attended political luncheons of the Federation of Democratic 
Women’s Clubs presided over by Fannie Dixon Welch, who with a 
little company of young women traversed the State, adding largely 
to their membership everywhere. Rarely was I home for bed be- 
fore one or two o’clock in the morning. Altogether I made during 
the campaign as many as 170 speeches, all but a dozen, perhaps, 
purely extempore. This method of speaking, without manuscript 
or even notes, enabled me to fit my words to the temper of my 
audience whatever it might be. Reporters who followed me were kind 
enough to keep out of the newspapers such indiscreet remarks as 
I sometimes made in a spirit of fun. 

I did not hit the trail at once. A wise friend, who had read reports 
of some of my first speeches, criticized them as too impersonal. I 
must bring in, he said, more humorous incidents of my career to 
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lighten up sober discussion of the issues at stake in the campaign. 
An occasion came for trying out this advice when I made the 
principal address at a Democratic rally in the town hall of Tolland, 
the county seat of my boyhood. I stepped to the front of the plat- 
form and began with “Mr. Chairman, fellow Democrats, and lost 
Republicans who have come in here to inquire the way home.” 
This greeting put the audience in the proper frame of mind for a 
familiar cracker-barrel talk seasoned with the native dialect which 
they all liked to hear. 

I related for them stories of my boyhood and youth which made 
them laugh. I gave them an account of the county celebration at 
Tolland marking the hundredth anniversary of the signing of the 
Declaration of Independence, which, I reminded them, came from 
the brain of Thomas Jefferson, the founder of the Democratic 
party. With other children and their parents, I told them, I came 
over the hills to Tolland from Mansfield on the day before the cele- 
bration, sitting on a floor of straw in a cart drawn by two yoke 
of oxen gaily decorated with small flags and bunting. The next 
day I marked by visiting the county jail to see the cells where 
two young Mansfield fellows had slept for a month for stealing a 
hive of bees, too severe a punishment, I thought, just for a love of 
honey. 

The greater part of my talk was capped with political allu- 
sions. I lamented, for instance, the loss to education in the passing 
of “mental arithmetic” such as was once practiced in the old red 
schoolhouse, whereby boys and girls became adepts in numerical 
processes without the aid of slate or paper and pencil, just letting 
the head do the work in the way God intended. This art, I claimed, 
had been of great use to me during the Hoover depression; for 
every night I could calculate my losses of the day by merely looking 
at the figures which my mind projected into the air. 

The Republicans had held their state Convention, a cut and 
dried affair of two or three hours, and their nominee for Gov- 
ernor, Ernest Elias Rogers, then Lieutenant Governor, had begun 
to read campaign speeches on what his party had done for Con- 
necticut, evading or ignoring at first the issues I was raising. I 
showed my audience a newspaper with a front-page photograph of 
the towering Republican chief standing between the then Gov- 
ernor and Lieutenant Governor Rogers, who were looking up- 
wards into the face of their master, as one whose political genius 
they admired. How long, I inquired, are the citizens of this State 
going to lie under the incubus of a man who every two years makes 
and unmakes a Governor who will be subservient to his will? 
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A little perplexed over how to answer this rhetorical question, I 
observed in the audience Henry Hanks of Mansfield, nearly ninety 
years old, the last surviving grandson of the man who set up the 
first silk mill in the United States. In my youth he was a breeder 
of “fancy fowls.” From the platform I asked him if he remem- 
bered that when a boy I paid him $5 for a gamecock. He replied 
that he well remembered the sale and that I got my money’s worth. 
This conversation led to the trouble I had with settin’ hens. “Take 
the eggs out from under one,” I said, “and throw her out of the 
nest, and she will come hack as soon as she is left alone. Put chest- 
nut burrs into her nest in place of eggs, and she will still come 
back. The only way to get rid of a settin’ hen is to kick her out of 
the coop. Likewise the Republican organization and its leader 
have been settin’ on rotten eggs for fifteen years without hatching 
out any chickens. The only way you can get rid of this old hen 
is to throw her out into the snows or cold rains of next November.” 

Another story I told at Tolland was of my experiences with ob- 
stinate cows which kicked and would not give down their milk. My 
political opponents did not take me up on the settin’ hen, but one 
of them remarked in a speech that my only qualification for the 
office of Governor, so far as he could see, was that I still knew 
how to milk a cow. 

National prohibition lent itself to a display of fireworks. In 
spite of the fact that a large and influential section of the Republi- 
can party was clamoring against prohibition, Roraback decided 
that the safer way was to straddle the question, with a leaning 
towards the political drys. He hammered through the Republican 
Convention a candidate for Governor whose lips, the /press said, 
never touched liquor and yet who had no conscientious scruples 
against permitting others to drink as much as they pleased. In 
harmony with the views of his candidate, Roraback insisted upon 
a verbose prohibition statement in a vague platform which, ap- 
propriating an animal that Theodore Roosevelt introduced into 
politics, I described as weasel words. Each sentence was a weasel 
to kill the sentence immediately preceding, until a reader reached 
the last sentence which I myself dispatched. All the words then lay 
dead, void of meaning. 

To manipulate the straddle required three kinds of speeches. 
There were the bone-dry Republican spellbinders who toured coun- 
try towns under the hallucination that farmers were red hot for 
national prohibition. They said that Dean Cross would never live 
to see the Volstead Act repealed. In following them I sometimes 
asked my audience if they were advised to cut out buttermilk as a 
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beverage and feed it to the pigs who love it for its exhilarating 
effect if mixed with cornmeal ; or to cut out the root beer they made 
from a secret receipt handed down by their grandmothers ; for both 
buttermilk and that delicious beer which sparkled and trickled 
pleasantly clown the throat sometimes contained more than half of 
1 per cent alcohol, which was all that the Volstead Act allowed 
within the law. 

A second set of spellbinders were the very moderate wets, sent 
into special communities, who thought that the alcoholic content 
of beer might be raised without harm to 2, 3, or even 4 per cent. 
The third, those assigned to large cities, were cautiously in favor 
of a repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment if a safe way could be 
found to do it. But calling a general convention of all the States, 
as Dean Cross suggested, would be a dangerous procedure, for 
such a body, once in session, might throw overboard the whole Con- 
stitution of the United States. We must wait and be patient a little 
while until the demand for repeal became irresistible. 

In the meantime I was discussing prohibition from all points of 
yiew that occurred to me, enlivened by three-minute burlesques 
of the three types of speeches which I have described. But when the 
Republican candidate for Governor was persistently asked whether 
he was in favor of returning to the States the control over alco- 
holic liquors, he merely replied that as a member of a Republican 
General Assembly he once voted against ratification of the Eight- 
eenth Amendment. There w T as very little more for me to say. This 
evasion left the question at issue to be determined by the electorate 
without further ado on my part. Thereafter in my speeches I used 
to take a step forward to the edge of the stage and say, “Now we 
come to the subject of national prohibition. Perhaps up in this part 
of the State you are all in favor of national prohibition. But I 
am in favor of a repeal of the Volstead Act and the Eighteenth 
Amendment as quickly as possible.” Then amid laughter I took 
up other pertinent issues of the campaign. 

I inquired why the delay in proceeding with plans for the con- 
struction of the Merritt Parkway, a project which was already 
authorized by the General Assembly to provide, in addition to the 
Post Road, an ample outlet for automobile traffic through Fair- 
field County to New York and points farther south and west. I 
inquired also why politicians treated humorously the slogan, “Take 
the farmers out of the mud,” for many rural roads were almost if 
not quite impassable during the rains and break-up of the frost 
in March and April. The farmers, I submitted, needed good roads 
. at all times for taking their dairy and other products to market 
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It so happened that in the previous April while I was being driven 
through the ruts of a Mansfield dirt road at the rate of ten miles 
an hour, I asked the man at the wheel to speed up to fifteen miles 
an hour. Almost immediately a spring snapped. I walked the next 
mile or two as the surer way to keep an appointment at a village 
store, where I told the story to a group of farmers and others. In 
my speeches I advised farmers to unite in an effort to persuade the 
next General Assembly to make an allocation from the Highway 
Funds sufficient to initiate improvements in rural roads through- 
out the State. Going further, I described to general audiences a 
rough plan for an ultimate system of coordinated highways, then 
regarded as but an idle dream. 

I could joke about habitual wets who voted dry for political 
reasons or about shoveling farmers out of the mud, but there was 
at least one subject which was not suited to jesting. The State’s 
sanatoria for the treatment of tubercular patients had become 
alarmingly inadequate. The chairman of the Tuberculosis Com- 
mission informed me that the growing waiting list for admission 
to these sanatoria had already reached four hundred; ancl many 
letters came to me from poor families saying that they were un- 
able to care properly for their members suffering from the dis- 
ease, in some instances that a wife or husband, a son or daughter, 
had died for want of hospitalization. Steps for relieving this situa- 
tion, I promised, would be taken immediately if I were elected Gov- 
ernor. My political opponent came back at me in his usual way. 
Ignoring the need of larger facilities for the treatment of tuber- 
culosis, he read at an Italian rally statistics purporting to show 
that Connecticut under Republican administrations had long stood 
“in the forefront ... in humane work.” He threw in a few 
ironic remarks on my awakened “interest in the women and chil- 
dren of the State” and in “humanitarian measures” as a means of 
corralling votes for myself. His thrusts at my concern for the sick 
and dying were not well taken by the public. 

Greater harm was done to the Republican cause by Rorabaclc, 
who made me the subject of heavy humor. I was “Dean Somebody” 
whose name he couldn’t remember. We were not personally ac- 
quainted. In fact, I had never seen him and knew him only by re- 
port and by some of his works which lay unconcealed. My main 
quarrel with him was that he was the president of a large public 
utilities corporation, and at the same time head of the dominant 
political party, which controlled both branches of the Legislature. 
“Ye cannot serve God and Mammon.” In that experiment, I said, 
God is the one who is likely to be left in the lurch. 
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In previous campaigns Roraback had rarely come out in the 
open as a spellbinder. Ilis function had been to direct the storm, 
when there was any, from behind the scenes. But this year tilings 
were not going very well for him on the stump. The Republican 
campaign lacked fire. Cross was getting altogether too much 
publicity in the press which he supposed he owned. So he decided 
to enter the lists as the superspokesman of his party. His aim was 
to break clown any imaginary appeal I might he making to the 
electorate as a man qualified for public office. In a speech at Red 
Top (Harvard’s rowing headquarteis on the Thames) he declared 
that I was a pedagogue without any experience in public affairs. 
God save Connecticut from a pedagogue in the Governor’s chair. 
In another speech at the Hartford Club he described me in pitying 
language as “the dear old gentleman down at Yale who, I under- 
stand, is for old-age pensions, and if I were in his place, I’d he 
too.” A system of old-age pensions, he estimated, would cost the 
State a hundred million dollars. How, he inquired, can that vast 
sum be raised? (As it happened, the kind of pension system I had 
in mind could probably be financed by a $8 poll tax.) He predicted 
that the Republican candidate would be elected by a vote of 2 
to 1, that is, by a plurality of 135,000 ! 

Roraback’s Hartford speech came as a thunderbolt to his own 
party, for there was a growing sentiment, irrespective of political 
considerations, in favor of old-age pensions as a substitute, so far 
as possible, for the poorliouse over the hills of this fair State. He 
was denounced by the press as a callous politician of a bygone 
age and advised to make no more speeches. He took the advice and 
retired to his former seat behind the screen to perfect a political 
organization already unsurpassed by any other State in the coun- 
try. 

At once I became known as “the dear old gentleman down at 
Yale,” and was often so introduced at political rallies. I admitted 
that I was eight years older than Roraback and four years older 
than Rogers, adding that they would catch up with me in time 
if they lived the good life. Age, I contended, is a biological ques- 
tion. There is, for example, Schuyler Merritt down in Stamford, 
hale and hearty at seventy-seven, whom Roraback is letting run 
for Congress on the Republican ticket, without criticism on the 
score of age. The trouble is that there are a lot of Republicans 
in the State who, drinking wet and voting dry and as a result 
breaking down, cannot understand how a man like myself who has 
reached the age of fifty and upwards can still be in sound health 
with no indication of a congested liver or ulcers on the walls of his 
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stomach. The only hope for them is to come over into the Demo- 
cratic party where they will be permitted to drink dry even though 
they vote wet. 

Though Roraback quit electioneering, the Republican High 
Command, taking a leaf out of his Red Top attack on me, pro- 
ceeded to deflate my claims to qualifications for the governorship in 
comparison with my rival’s enviable record in business and state- 
craft. Tor this purpose use was made of the “deadly parallel” in 
a full-page advertisement published in newspapers all over the 
State. Under Rogers was a long list of activities rising higher and 
higher in importance as one read down the column. Under Cross 
were blank spaces everywhere, except for an item here and there 
such as “Edited Stevenson’s Travels with a Donkey.” Rogers was 
still doing things, while I had been retired by Yale on reaching 
the age of uselessness. 

This political abuse, too overdone to have much effect upon the 
electorate, supplied me with good material for the rest of the 
campaign. During the last days of speechmaking I carried that 
advertisement along with me and substituted in place of my own 
name those of Washington and Lincoln to show how badly they 
would fare when contrasted with the achievements of the Republi- 
can candidate for Governor. Unlike him neither of these heroes of 
the Republic began his career in the silk business. Washington’s 
first job was as a surveyor of land beyond the Blue Ridge. Lin- 
coln’s first job was as a rail splitter. Unlike Rogers, neither of 
them was ever a dealer in grain, though they both liked to watch 
corn and wheat ripen ; neither of them became the president of a 
trust company ; neither of them received his first training in states- 
manship as alderman and Mayor. And so on, to the conclusion 
that neither George Washington nor Abraham Lincoln could have 
met the high standards for public office set by J. Henry Roraback 
and his first lieutenant, Harry Mackenzie. 

There was another onslaught from the same source which was 
intended to finish me for good. Under Republican auspices one 
John J. Splain, a political officeholder, a friend of Eamon De- 
Valera, and Vice-President of an organization known as the 
Triends of Irish Freedom, addressed to me a scurrilous circular 
letter. It charged me with being Ireland’s “implacable enemy” be- 
cause back in 1920 1 signed a petition urging members of Congress 
to vote against a resolution to recognize the then nonexistent Irish 
Republic, on the ground that any interference with the domestic 
policy of a friendly foreign nation like Great Britain was clearly 
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against international law as interpreted throughout the history 
of the United States. 

Several days before the open letter appeared it was whispered 
about that the Republican organization had something up its 
sleeve which would be a knockout blow from which Cross could 
never recover. Having a good intelligence service, I got hold of 
an advance copy of the Splain letter and so was ready with a reply 
the moment it appeared in the press. I did not deny that I had 
signed the petition with sixty-odd others, most of whom were Re- 
publicans, and that under the same circumstances I would do the 
same thing again. I asked any Republican politician who differed 
from me to recall to his memory that foreign powers had sometimes 
tried to intervene in American affairs and our ancestors had told 
them where to go. In particular I asked Ernest Rogers how he 
stood on the question raised by Splain. Silence reigned. 

Soon after this A1 Smith passed through the State on his way 
to Boston to make a speech in behalf of Joe Ely, who was running 
for Governor of Massachusetts. It was arranged for him to say a 
few words in favor of the Connecticut ticket at stations where his 
train was scheduled to stop. Immense crowds gi’ceted him in Stam- 
ford, Bridgeport, New Haven, and New London. In New Haven 
the throng was so dense that several policemen were required to 
conduct me to the rear platform where A1 stood waving his brown 
derby while the train slowly pulled in. We shook hands amid cheers. 
A1 made a ripping speech of five minutes, Then as a climax to the 
scene he presented me with a hat, in size and fashion like his own. 
At once two brown derbies exactly alike began waving high. (In 
an autobiography nothing should be concealed. The hat which 
A1 crushed down on my head had been bought for the purpose by 
Joe Tone.) 

On the long midnight drive home from Thompsonville, where I 
made my last speech the night before election, I mused, half awake, 
half asleep, on my chances. My audiences, I reflected, have gen- 
erally been large. Among them have been scattered Republicans. 
The speeches have been regarded by the press as good copy. On 
the other hand, they say that Republicans listen to me only for the 
stories I tell and that very few of them will vote for me. Is that so? 
There will certainly be some defection among the Democrats. I 
remembered a town where only a dozen Democrats attended a rally 
instead of the two hundred I expected. But an independent Re- 
publican of that town who is going to vote for me claims that 
more than four hundred other Republicans will vote the same way. 
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If so, the town is safe. Then there is another and larger town where 
no more than fifty greeted me, though the hall was large enough 
to seat eight hundred or a thousand. This means defeat for the 
Democratic ticket there. 

My mind wandered into more auspicious incidents of the cam- 
paign. A group of thirty-three staunch Republicans down in 
Greenwich, bankers, lawyers, and merchants doing business in 
New York, have issued a large broadside declaring that they intend 
to vote for Dean Cross this year and wishing others to do so, for 
“we believe in the man and the principles he stands for.” A leading 
citizen of Darien, an Independent in politics, has published in a 
newspaper a page advertisement urging Republicans to oust “a 
boss-ridden party” by voting for Dean Cross. In New Haven and 
elsewhere Republicans and Independents have come out in state- 
ments advocating my election. So, too, have the Crusaders, a large 
organization opposed to the Eighteenth Amendment. 

Then I thought of a memorable day which I passed in the north- 
ern towns of Litchfield County. After making two speeches in the 
afternoon to old-time Democrats, I drove to the Knickerbocker 
Hotel in Canaan, J. Henry’s “home town,” for dinner and another 
speech. While sitting on the veranda, I saw coming up the walk a 
large man whom I had not seen for several years. He was Michael 
Idvorsky Lupin, one of the eminent scientists of his time, then 
living more or less in retirement in Norfolk. He had come over, he 
said at once, to tell me that he and ten or twelve Republican leaders 
in the neighborhood were going to vote for me. The others, he 
added, would have liked to come also, but they did not quite dare ; 
he had, however, permission to give me their names. It was a roster 
that amazed me. While reliving this scene in memory, I could say 
to myself that I had stormed and damaged J, Henry’s fortress, but 
whether I had taken it, nobody yet knew. 

The next morning I voted early, in jest asking an officer as I 
entered the booth how to split a Republican ticket. Hand on lever, 
I stood smiling at the cameras and then hastened home to take up 
the revision of The Development of the English Novel at the point 
whore I had left off in September. This did not mean that I had 
no hopes of election. Far from it. But as I well knew, a candidate 
for office who talks mainly to people who are in friendly accord 
with his own political principles is likely to forget that there is a 
large body of citizens who are in complete disagreement with him. 
Whether it was defeat or victory, I resolved to keep the hair on my 
head. 

I went to the Graduates Club for luncheon. The talk was all 
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about the prospects of my election. As I was leaving I greeted two 
Republican friends who were sitting at a small table. Stepping 
aside to speak to another, I overheard one of them say to the 
other something like, “Cross won’t be so happy when he gets the 
news tonight. It’s too bad. He doesn’t seem to know that he can’t 
possibly win. I wonder how he will take his defeat.” I went down 
to Democratic headquarters to inquire how things were going. 
The vote being cast, I learned, was heavy for an off year. This news 
I regarded as a good omen. I then returned home for a good rest 
— two hours’ sleep — so as to be in condition to watch, if necessary, 
till morning. 

By eight o’clock I received an urgent summons to headquarters, 
where a crowd was gathering. New Haven’s report was already in. 
In quick succession came reports from the other large cities, Hart- 
ford, Bridgeport, and Waterbury, and the smaller cities, showing 
with only two exceptions, overwhelming pluralities for the Demo- 
cratic ticket. Norwich, Norwalk, and Stamford were safely Demo- 
cratic. Then came reports from smaller towns, some of which went 
Democratic for the first time in many years while others still re- 
mained in the Republican column though with reduced pluralities. 
At ten o’clock something rather queer occurred. Suddenly many 
small towms became silent. Towards midnight reports which ap- 
parently had been held up by concerted action rolled in over the 
telephones thick and fast. At 12.30, all but four towms having been 
heard from, the Associated Press announced my election. The 
State was clearly slipping from Roraback’s pocket. 

It was a wild night everywhere in Democratic circles. When I 
reached home fifty or more neighbors, as many Republicans as 
Democrats, were there with congratulations, Photographers, of 
course, were on hand to take pictures in all sorts of poses. On the 
way to salute me were a thousand paraders carrying red torches 
and headed by a brass band. I addressed the crowd from the front 
porch, while some of them were climbing through the windows of 
the house. They overran it but found nothing worth taking, for I 
was a poor man. The party did not break up until Aurora began 
to open her golden gates. 

By good luck all members of my family were in that happy 
company: my first son Wilbur with his wife Alice and their chil- 
dren, Wilbur, twelve years old, and his brother Robert, four years 
behind him; and my second son Avery with his wife Ella and her 
intimate friends. All of them were asked by reporters to relate 
such anecdotes about me as they remembered, particularly when 
we were on long summer vacations at Burkehaven. My sons and 
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their wives were rather careful not to give me away. Not so my 
grandson Wilbur the third, who remarked: “If you could see my 
grandfather . . . out getting blueberries with an old pair of 
pants, an old shirt, and a farmer’s straw hat, you wouldn’t think 
he was Governor-elect of Connecticut.” When asked whether he 
did not regard his grandfather as really a great man, he replied, 
“Oh, yes, he is a great man. He gives me a lot of Christmas and 
birthday presents and puts a lot of money in the bank for me.” 



Bob, who was already developing a sense of humor, listened to his 
brother and smiled. 

Morning newspapers shone with the headlines of “A Democratic 
Sweep.” It was not, however, a “clean sweep.” Cross was elected 
Governor by a plurality, according to later official returns, of 
5,465. But the rest of the Democratic state ticket lost by almost 
7,000 votes; and both branches of the General Assembly remained 
under Republican control, though with a greatly reduced number 
of seats. Of the five Democratic candidates for Members of Con- 
gress two were elected — Augustine Lonergnn of the first district 
and William Tierney of the fourth distinct. Not then knowing the 
value of sheriffs in political organizations I did not understand 
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why the Republicans took special pride in the election of their 
candidates in “all the counties save one.’ 5 Had the Democratic 
party exerted its full strength, it could have carried its entire 
state ticket and elected four Members of Congress instead of two. 
Still, it was so notable a victory that it dumfounded Republicans. 
The political reporter of the Hartford C entrant, who had proved by 
an elastic use of statistics that my election was impossible, ap- 
parently failed to provide himself with an up-to-date photograph 
of “the dear old gentleman down at Yale” in case of a miscalcula- 
tion in his prophecy. So lie had to display a photograph taken 
back in the days when I wore a walrus mustache of the kind which 
scared children. 



XIX. An International Jest 


"^HE election over, there remained the victory dinner at 
M the Hotel Bond in Hartford. It was expected that I 
|j would take the occasion to announce what big things I 
was going to do as soon as I was seated in the Gov- 
ernor’s chair. As I did not know what I could do with a Republican 
General Assembly, I thought it the better part of valor to keep 
silent on political questions until my Inaugural Address, when I 
could lay directly before the Legislature a program for their con- 
sideration. Accordingly I left politics, state and national, to be 
discussed by Congressman-elect Lonergan, and by Governor-elect 
Ely of Massachusetts, who had been invited to make one of the 
principal addresses, and contented myself with relating some of 
the incidents of the campaign, keeping clear of controversial ques- 
tions except by innuendo. 

I had come through the ordeal of the campaign, I said, in better 
physical condition than when I entered it, while my aides broke 
down at frequent intervals. Joe Tone, for example, who was at 
the telephone most of the day and made speeches as soon as dark- 
ness came on, lost his voice; and Patrick O’Sullivan was always 
having colds which at last terminated in a bad case of grippe that 
put him to bed. On the other hand, I emerged from the campaign 
without a trace of a cold, with never a scratch in the throat and my 
voice as clear as a bell. How do I account, I asked, for my escape 
from the plight of my aides? Well, for one thing, I rarely got home 
from speechmaldng until an hour or two after midnight and that 
was too late for a bath. Nights out like that meant that I must sleep 
till ten or eleven o’clock in the morning, again an hour altogether 
too late for a bath before breakfast. In the thick of a fight it is 
dangerous to stop for a bath. 

I went on to tell of my experience in boyhood and youth with 
the washbasin and the washtub in the great unwashed age of the 
countryside, when, it was sometimes said, farmers got safely 
through the summer with one good washup in the millpond after 
the haying season. Later on, when I entered college, I formed the 
habit, on a doctor’s advice, of taking a tepid bath once a week 
and a cold sponge bath out of a washbowl every morning. Still 
later, as soon as I could afford a bathtub of my own, I always 
ducked myself in cold water on rising. The shower bath, except 
for athletes, had not yet come into fashion. All went well with 



An International Jest 243 

me as I lay in a bathtub with the cold water flowing over me 
from the faucet until about 1920, when I began to have serious 
trouble with my sinuses. I was sneezing all day long. A doctor tried 
a number of usual remedies. He even gassed me. Nothing availed. 
I was desperate. 

One day I sat down alone to diagnose my case, if I could, with- 
out the aid of doctors. Why is it, I wondered, that for a long series 
of years a cold bath had an exhilarating effect and then suddenly 
a cold bath put me out of commission? In a moment I had the 
secret. It was the Volstead Act. Before enactment of that famous 
law, I used to complete my eokl ablutions with a grain alcohol 
rubdown. After that unfortunate day I could get no pure grain 
alcohol without a doctor’s prescription which cost $3. So I resorted 
to so-called alcohol rubs, polluted with formaldehyde, which apart 
from its nauseous smell irritated my thin skin terribly. As a short 
way out, I threw aside all alcohol, defiled and undefiled, and took 
my cold baths straight. It was then, as I remembered, that my 
sinuses fell into evil ways. To test out my diagnosis I resolved to 
go three weeks without touching water except for drinking. At 
the end of that period of abstinence I was cured of sneezing. 

No man really knows why he holds to this or that opinion. My 
hostility to national prohibition, I daresay, had its inception in 
my experience with formaldehyde. 

As my fellow Democrats seemed to be interested in what I was 
saying, I gave them a short historical sketch of bathing among 
various nations, which I improvised from half-remembered notes 
I had once taken down in cursory reading. I could find, I asserted, 
no statement in the Bible that Moses, who talked with God, ever 
took a bath; and it is well known that the children of Israel, God’s 
chosen people, were so afraid of wetting their feet, except in re- 
ligious ceremonies, that they preferred to remain captive in Egypt 
until the waters of the Red Sea were opened to give them a passage 
through over dry land. On the other hand, the Romans, once a 
hardy race who built an empire, degenerated under the influence 
of public baths into a people so effete and dissolute that they be- 
came an easy prey to the barbarians who overran Italy and sacked 
and burned Rome. Remembering the fall of the Roman Empire, 
England looked askance upon bathing down to a century ago. The 
Reverend Laurence Sterne often spoke of himself as “a lousy par- 
son.” The Earl of Essex I can still hear calling loudly for a clean 
shirt at the court of Queen Elizabeth. This is an indication that he 
was nothing more than a lousy courtier. Apparently at that time 
Queen Elizabeth was quite alone in the habit of taking a periodic 
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bath. Of her I find it written by a contemporary : “She hath built 
herself a bath, wherein she doth bathe herself once a month whether 
she require it or no.” 

Not until the administration of President Fillmore, less than a 
hundred years ago, was a bath installed in the White House with 
running water, both cold and hot. The President’s request of Con- 
gress for an appropriation for a bathtub in the executive mansion 
awoke a storm of criticism which shook the nation. He was de- 
nounced in the press for a desire to indulge in a luxury quite out 



of keeping with democratic America. Physicians declared that it 
was dangerous to bathe in the latitude of Washington during the 
winter months except under medical advice. For the protection of 
her people, white and black, Virginia laid a special tax of $30 a 
year on every bathtub brought into the State, and for a similar 
reason Massachusetts forbade the introduction of any bathtubs 
into that State under the penalty of a fine. And Hartford and 
many other cities quadrupled water charges to all their inhabitants 
who had bathtubs in their houses. 

Certainly President Fillmore stirred up the hornets. And who 
was he? He was one of our so-called “dough-faced” Presidents, a 
Whig, who lined up with the “Know-Nothings” and finally went 
over to the Republican party where he met his fate. In ability he 
in no way compared with the great men of the Republic— W ebster, 




yin International Jest 245 

Clay, Calhoun, Hamilton, Jefferson, and Washington — who, if 
they ever bathed, said nothing publicly about it. 

And if, as some may infer, I shy at bathtubs, I have with me sev- 
eral great predecessors in the Governor’s chairs — John Winthrop 
for instance, who obtained from Charles II a charter uniting all 
the Connecticut settlements, or Jonathan Trumbull whom Wash- 
ington called “Brother Jonathan,” neither of whom ever saw any- 
thing resembling a modern bathtub. I should feel honored by the 
comparison between them and me if it were made by someone other 
than myself. I advised my brother Democrats to be careful when 



they stepped, into bathtubs where more accidents occur than in 
flights through the air. 

This address was taken to heart by many who did not bear it. 
Newspapers had headlines reading something like: “Governor 
Cross of Connecticut says he never takes a bath.” The president 
of a bathtub concern protested against my attack on a business by 
which he made his living; and the secretary of another concern 
informed me that she could show me how a bath need consume no 
more than three minutes of my valuable time. Less seriously, a 
friend in South Africa sent me from that distant clime a beau- 
tifully carved scraper of the kind used by the natives of Zululand 
instead of water for removing the sweat of their bodies. 

Best of all, a friend in Italy sent ine a copy of Guerin Meschino, 
a comic weekly something like Punch , published at Milan. It con- 
tained two cartoons. Over one was the inscription : “The new Gov- 
ernor of Connecticut, who is seventy years old and in the best of 
health, declares that he owes his excellent condition to the fact 
that he has never taken a bath.” The other inscription modified 
this extreme statement by saying that I owed my youthful energy 
to the habit "of going months without a bath.” One cartoon rep- 
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resents a man wiping his neck as he stands bent over a washbowl 
and crying to a maid-servant to bring him a stimulant for he feels 
exhausted. In the other a mother is scolding her small son for re- 
fusing to get into a bathtub. Facing her in a defiant attitude, 
legs far apart and hands behind his back, the boy is saying, 
“Mamma, I want to grow up to be the sort of man Dr. Cross is.” 



XX. The A rt of Hamstringing a Governor 

W HEN it was said that I had no qualifications for 
political office except that I knew, how to milk a 
cow or “break up” a settin’ hen, I used to quote 
to myself a remark of Ilenry Adams who wrote, 
“Knowledge of human nature is the beginning and end of political 
education.” Thereon I reflected that I had been unconsciously 
learning a good deal about the ways of mankind ever since my 
boyhood days when I was clerk in a village store. Someone who 
was acquainted with stories of that cracker-barrel age predicted 
that when I was promoted to the chair under the gilded dome I 
would turn out to be another “Connecticut Yankee in King Ar- 
thur’s Court.” That was a good jest. But before writing his story, 
Mark Twain had to find out what was going on in King Arthur’s 
Court. 

So I had to find out what special functions would fall to my lot 
as a Governor of my native State. I spent the two months between 
my election and inauguration in a study of the administrative 
structure of the State government. I was amazed at its heterogene- 
ous character and its dispersion of powers among elective officers, 
commissions, and boards acting more or less independently instead 
of being strictly responsible to the Governor in whom, says the 
Constitution, shall be vested “the supreme executive power of the 
State.” In this survey I came to some definite conclusions as to 
who among the major Commissioners, supposed to be the direct 
arms of the Chief Executive, were doing their work well and who 
were easy-going politicians. Their annual reports told the story. 
They were all, I observed, Republicans. 

I called on Governor Trumbull, who greeted me cordially, and we 
were photographed together on the steps of the Capitol. He re- 
ported to his friends, one of them told me, that I was not a bad sort 
of chap. He invited me to a conference to consider the appointment 
of a committee to study questions connected with unemployment, 
which was increasing at an alarming pace ; and to sit in with the 
Board of Finance and Control through December so that I might 
see lvow the business of the State was being conducted. To this body 
of ten members, which included the state elective officers from the 
Governor downward, the General Assembly had granted, for the 
long periods when it was not in session, vast powers, executive and 
semilegislative. Though the Governor was ex-officio chairman of 
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the Bora-tl, it was so constituted, it seemed to me, as to act as a 
parlial check on the exercise of his executive authority under the 
Constitution. The members of this powerful Board, supreme above 
all other departments of State, were all Republicans with the ex- 
ception of one Democrat of doubtful authenticity. I wondered how 
I should get along as chairman of a group of men of this political 
complexion, who could give me a run-around whenever they dared. 
Would my “knowledge of human nature” be sufficient to prevent 
that spectacle? I did not exactly worry. But I scratched my head. 

In the meantime I began a round of visits to the educational, hu- 
mane, and penal institutions of the State, about which there had 
been much wild talk during the campaign. My guide was Edward 
E. Hall, Commissioner of the Board of Finance and Control, who 
had an intimate knowledge of them all. Reporters often followed 
us to listen to questions and comments for a story. The chairmen 
of Boards of Trustees, with two exceptions, and all the superin- 
tendents of humane and penal institutions, with one possible ex- 
ception, were Republicans. I talked with patients, prisoners, and 
waywmrd boys and girls wherever I went. In the hospital for the 
insane at Middletown the superintendent led us into a ward of 
noisy women who were, he said, on the road to recovery. As we 
stepped into the hall the superintendent announced “Governor 
Cross” and I at once extended my right hand towards a woman 
standing near the door. She straightened up, drew back, and 
shouted, “I am a Republican. I do not care to shake hands with a 
Democrat.” According to the story I read in the newspapers the 
next morning, I remarked to the little company of Republicans 
with me, “Now you see where the Republican majority in Con- 
necticut has gone.” Similarly at a later date an inmate of the State 
Prison at Wethersfield appealed to me, in an open session of the 
Board of Pardons, of which I was chairman, for a mitigation of his 
severe sentence on the ground that he was the only Democrat in 
that institution. 

Of the nineteen judges of the Supreme and Superior Courts, 
every one an able and upright man, only three were Democrats. 
Among the judges of the Court of Common Pleas, there was no 
Democrat. All the judges of the city, borough, and town courts 
were an integral part of the Republican political organization. 
If here and there a Democratic judge or prosecutor was admitted 
to this inner circle, he was a man who would “listen to reason” and 
create no disturbance in the usual administration of justice in 
the minor courts. 

The Republican leaders looked upon my election as a fluke which 
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they would never let happen again . What worried them most was a 
fear that a Democratic Governor might disrupt their beautiful 
system for the control of all offices in the state government. To 
prevent this political catastrophe, it was announced in the press 
tAVO days after the election that the General Assembly avouIcI be 
advised among its first acts to curtail the Governor’s appointive 
power so far as this could be done without violating the Constitu- 
tion of the State. By skillful use of legislative machinery the Re- 
publican organization, it Avas argued, might gain rather than lose 
prestige during a Democratic administration. There avus, too, a 
hint that the Governor could be discredited by the disapproval of 
such measures as he might advocate. It seemed incredible that any 
political party could adopt so stupid a policy ; more incredible 
still that it Avas willing to show its hand before playing the game. 

Ready for tire game, win or lose, I was inaugurated Governor 
of Connecticut, January 7, 1931. For the first time I met Avith my 
staff and ExecutRe Secretary, Kenneth Wynne, for luncheon at 
the Hartford Club which I made my headquarters. Gene Tunney, 
a member of my excellent staff Avhom I appointed major, I jocosely 
designated as my special bodyguard. That afternoon in a gorgeous 
procession led by cavalry and the Governor’s Foot Guards and the 
Putnam Phalanx, all resplendent in the British uniforms of colo- 
nial days, Governor Trumbull and I A\ T ere driven to the Capitol 
where an immense throng greeted with an uproar two men in silk 
hats who walked side by side over the esplanade up steps to Avide- 
swung open doors. A Yale classmate, standing by, smiled to see me 
dressed in that style as I lifted my hat to him. 

The oath was solemnly administered by Chief Justice William 
M. Maltbie. I had addressed many audiences under strange cir- 
cumstances, but never under any so strange as this ; for the white 
light of a photographic set-up beat upon the throne and blinded 
my eyes, rendering invisible everything before me except the bald 
head of my friend, Freddy Baker, the Republican clerk of the 
Senate, who avrs sitting on the secretary’s platform just below 
me. Keeping my eyes upon my manuscript, now and then glancing 
down for relief upon a head which resembled a cherub’s, I read my 
Inaugural Address to an unseen audience in front of me and to 
that wider unseen audience which, heard my words as they came 
over the air. 

The temper of the address and the legislation I recommended 
were generally approved by the press and the public irrespective 
of party. Many editorials declared that I described precisely the 
kind of nonpartisan government which the citizens of the State 
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had long been looking for in vain. Some amusement was created by 
my references to or quotations from Darwin, Dickens, and Chaucer, 
which were too far afield, it was thought, from the subject in hand. 
There was indeed a story afloat that when I mentioned the name 
of Chaucer in a passage on prohibition a member of the House 
inquired of his neighbor in the next seat who Chaucer was and 
received the reply : “Why, don’t you know? He is a minister over 
in Wethersfield.” Naturally Republican leaders who were inter- 
viewed by reporters were chary of comment. The “boys” had not 
had time to get together and talk it over. 

In dealing with men who differ with you the only way to accom- 
plish anything is to find some common ground, wherever possible, 
to start out from. After the inauguration ceremonies the General 
Assembly recessed until January 15. On the very day of recon- 
vening I requested an appropriation of $10,000 to defray the cur- 
rent expenses of the commission to investigate the unemployment 
-'situation, which had been organized by Governor Trumbull in 
consultation with me. Favorable action on this recommendation 
was immediately taken under a suspension of the rules in both 
Houses. This was my first act under the principle of partnership 
in legislation solely for the public welfare. An appropriation of 
$100,000 was also approved for clearing certain state forests of 
brush and dead wood and improving state parks, on the stipulation 
that the funds be used to relieve unemployment by giving work 
during the winter and early spring to several hundred idle men 
who knew how to swing an axe. This project which succeeded be- 
yond the most sanguine expectations anticipated in a small way 
the Federal Civilian Conservation Corps camps. 

I was in no wise deceived by these gestures of friendly coopera- 
tion. There was no occasion for believing that the Republican or- 
ganization had abandoned its announced purpose of hamstringing 
a Democratic Governor by some sort of jugglery with the Con- 
stitution and the laws defining his functions. The only doubt I had 
was just what the procedure would be. I did not have to wait long 
for an answer. On January 30 Raymond Baldwin of Stratford, a 
member of the Judiciary Committee, introduced into the House of 
Representatives a bill, “providing that each nomination by the 
governor for appointment, by and with the advice and consent 
of the Senate, of any commissioner or other state officer, shall be 
transmitted to the Senate on or before the first day of April of 
the year in which the term of office of such commissioner or other 
state officer is to expire. If any such nomination so transmitted 
shall not have been confirmed by the Senate within fifteen days 






THE GOVERNOR OK CONNECTICUT 

Portrait by Charles Hapkinstm. W.'VJ. 






The Art of Hamstringing a Governor 251 

after such transmission, the office shall be filled by concurrent vote 
of both Houses.” The general aim of this bill was to strip the Gov- 
ernor of his most important appointive powers. Its immediate de- 
sign was to make certain the reappointment of all Republican 
Commissioners whose terms of office were approaching their end. 

It was said in justification for the Baldwin bill that the No- 
vember election was really a Republican victory in that the Re- 
publicans came into control of both Houses of the General Assem- 
bly and carried their entire state ticket except their candidate for 
Governor. Cross crept in by a relatively small plurality, “almost 
insignificant in comparison with the total vote.” In the circum- 
stances, “the Democratic Governor ought to consider himself as 
hardly more than a guest in the state government” and “if he 
conducts himself in any other way he should be suppressed by 
whatever legal measures can be created for his suppression.” My 
reply, whenever it was asked for, was that the Republicans on their 
state ticket who were elected likewise crept in by small pluralities 
and so might be regarded as guests to be held in check by the 
Republican organization, as they undoubtedly would be. As for 
myself, I made it clear that I was nobody’s guest. For good meas- 
ure I added that the number of Democratic Representatives had 
doubled since the election of 1928 and that of the thirty-five mem- 
bers of the Senate fourteen were Democrats, 

The Baldwin bill never got beyond a first hearing. It was over- 
whelmed with denunciation and ridicule by the press of both po- 
litical parties. The most influential Republican newspaper in the 
State declared in a leading editorial that Cross “should be a full 
Governor just as much as though he had had a majority of 50,000 
and a full ticket of elective officials with him.” J. Henry Rorabaek, 
I was told, met with several Republican editors and scolded them 
for their treatment of a measure of which he approved as just the 
thing to keep a Democratic Governor under proper restraint. 

There was nothing for me to do hut to go about my business as 
Governor in King Arthur’s Court. As I sat in my office I now and 
then looked across the room to a fine portrait of Mark Twain hang- 
ing on the wall, or stopped to read Ins advice to a group of young 
men and women, which vested in a frame on my desk: “Always do 
right. This will gratify some people, and astonish the rest.” 

Weeks before the deadline set by the proposed Baldwin bill I 
submitted to the Senate all ray nominations which required con- 
firmation by that body or by the General Assembly as a whole. 
To emphasize the principle of partnership in government, I oc- 
casionally sent in names in pairs, one Democrat and one Republi- 
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can at a time — a policy that lent some color to the sobriquet which 
A1 Lavery, the Republican President pro tem of the Senate, gave 
me of Trader Horn. With one exception, all my nominations 
to commissionerships were promptly confirmed. Richard Joyce 
Smith, a brilliant young Assistant Professor in the Yale Law 
School, whom I nominated as a member of the Public Utilities 
Commission, was at once rejected. He was altogether too wise and 
too progressive a young man to be satisfied with a formal adminis- 
tration of antiquated laws governing the public utilities of the 
State. Naturally my nominations for the reappointment of judges 
of the Superior Court, mostly Republicans, met with immediate 
approval. 

The attempt to annul the Governor’s appointive powers by cir- 
cumventing the Constitution having failed, Republican leadership 
tried to usurp the function of the Supreme Court of the State by 
claiming that certain statutes conferring upon the Chief Executive 
the right to nominate to the General Assembly judges of the 
Court of Common Pleas and of the City Court of New Haven were 
unconstitutional. The Assembly passed bills repealing the statutes ; 
and I vetoed them, inquiring why constitutional doubts disturbed 
no one until the election of a Democratic Governor. The Republi- 
can leader of the House moved the passage of the bills, “the Gov- 
ernor’s veto to the contrary, notwithstanding,” Only a majority 
of votes was necessary to do the business for him. But his party had 
an adverse public opinion to reckon with. All my judgeship ap- 
pointments were eventually confirmed. 

Near the time of my election the Judicial Council of Connecticut 
recommended to the General Assembly that in place of the present 
city, borough, and town courts there be established a District Court 
system in which the judges should be appointed by the Governor, 
subject to confirmation by the Senate and the House, In my In- 
augural Address and in two special messages to the General Assem- 
bly I urged this recommendation as a means of mitigating the 
influence of politics on our minor courts and of integrating them 
into a coherent whole with common ideals and procedures. But 
though the draft of a bill -was introduced, it never stood a chance. 
It was rejected by a party vote, ostensibly in part on the ground 
that it would be unconstitutional but really because it would elim- 
inate a host of jobs. 

All the jobs in the lower courts thus made safe, from the judges 
down through deputy judges, prosecutors, and other officers, in 
some instances as many as ten or twelve to a court, there was no 
further interference with the Governor’s appointive function. I 
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was now free to go ahead with more than a hundred appointments, 
major and minor, which could not be transferred to the jurisdic- 
tion of the General Assembly without amendments to a score of 
statutes, a political undertaking altogether too conspicuous to 
attempt without evoking public condemnation. I reappointed the 
Republican Commissioner of Public Health, and replaced the Re- 
publican Commissioner of the State Police, over whom hung a 
cloud, with able Anthony Sunderland, who was an officer in the 
National Guard. The political hotbeds of certain state institutions 
could be cooled by splitting the trustees between the two parties. 
I began the policy of appointing to important boards and com- 
missions outstanding lawyers and businessmen who, though they 
would never submit to the abuse heaped upon candidates for office, 
were always ready to serve the State in any other capacity desired. 

Meanwhile I saw cast aside measures which I regarded as of 
vital importance. A bill introduced at my request for the appoint- 
ment of a nonpartisan committee to report on a plan for the reor- 
ganization of the state government in the interest of economy, 
efficiency, and centralized responsibility, though it made consider- 
able appeal to business members of the Legislature, was at last 
killed by the intervention of the outside Republican organization. 
The request that a committee be appointed to canvass state and 
municipal tax systems “with the aim of a more equitable distribu- 
tion of the tax burden and the relief of our industries, our rent- 
payers, and our real estate owners” also fell by the way, as did a 
bill to give the Public Utilities Commission adequate jurisdiction 
over rates and service of light and power companies and the issue 
of new securities. 

Several ideas, it was apparent, lay behind a do-nothing policy. 
One was that the Governor was overreaching his constitutional 
function in recommending specific measures to the General As- 
sembly instead of leaving it to that body to determine for itself 
what legislation was necessary to meet this or that situation. He 
must be kept where he belonged. Another was that the Governor 
must be restrained from appointing committees to report to the 
next General Assembly as if he expected to be reelected. He seemed 
also to assume in his recommendations that the industrial depres- 
sion would not be over by 1933. This was true only in so far as 
I regarded the immediate future as uncertain and wanted the state 
government to be forearmed with plans to deal with any crisis 
which might arise, first of all by reducing expenditures and level- 
ing off inequalities in taxation. 

It did not occur to me that there could be any objection to such 
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procedure until I learned by chance one day that the Appropria- 
tions Committee of the House had denied my request for a renewal 
of a grant of $100,000 for continuing work on the woodlands the 
next winter, on the ground that favorable action would have a bad 
psychological effect upon the State because of the inference that 
in the opinion of the Legislature the industrial depression might 
last for another year. At that time Calvin Coolidge was writing 
for the newspapers short syndicated articles on “the retardation 
in business,” in one of which he ventured the prophecy that business 
would soon strike its old pace partly through new enterprises 
springing up, such as Tom Thumb golf. In this unreal atmosphere 
of wishful thinking I was trying in vain to take precautions against 
the future. When the crisis came two years afterwards, it had to 
be met in part by a drastic cut in the salaries of all employees in 
the service of the State. 

Although many measures near my heart miscarried, all were not 
lost. As soon as jobs had been mostly distributed in a way fairly 
satisfactory to both political parties, opposition to the legislation 
I desired became less active. Republicans and Democrats joined 
hands in an act authorizing the Governor to appoint a commission 
to investigate the subject of old-age pensions and to report its 
findings and recommendations at the next session of the General 
Assembly. And the Senate confirmed without opposition my nom- 
ination of Joseph Tone, a member of the A.F.L., to be Commis- 
sioner of Labor and Factory Inspection. With his assistance Con- 
necticut was to become a leader in progressive legislation for 
improving the condition of industrial workers. At the same time 
the first effort was made to take the farmers out of the mud by 
an allotment of $3,000,000 a year from the highway fund for rural 
roads. Looking towards the completion of the Merritt Parkway, 
for which surveys were being made and land purchased, the Gen- 
eral Assembly authorized the Governor to appoint a commission 
of nine members to cooperate with the Highway Commissioner in 
making the Parkway, when constructed, a thing of beauty and 
safety. The project was charged with life by an appropriation 
of $1,000,000. 

The General Assembly approved a building program of some 
$8,000,000 for humane, educational, and penal institutions, with 
emphasis on sanatoria for tubercular patients, to be expended 
during the next two or three years. So large an undertaking was 
made feasible by a surplus in the treasury of nearly this amount, 
which was accumulated during prosperous years, then, alas, at an 



The Art of Hamstringing a Governor 255 

end. I was particularly pleased when the long-drawn-out contro- 
versy over the site of a new home for children suffering from bone 
and glandular tuberculosis was finally settled by the purchase of 
a large tract of land fronting on the sea. On my request Cass Gil- 
bert designed the main building. Fortunate, too, was the site 
chosen for a Veterans’ Home at Rocky Hill overlooking the Con- 
necticut River. Provision was also made for the most enlightened 
treatment of first offenders among the inmates of the State Prison 
at Wethersfield by the purchase of 1,600 acres of land in Enfield 
with the buildings thereon for a prison farm, to he named after 
Norris G. Osborn, long chairman of the Board of Directors of the 
State Prison. 

My first experience with a Legislature has long since become a 
pleasant memory. Too much, I now feci, was said about my being 
lonesome. My dearest political enemy, Maurice Sherman, Editor 
of the Hartford Courant, wrote in lofty language: “Governor 
Cross stands out as a solitary figure on Capitol Hill. He is a sort 
of Olympic Jove, but he seeks no encounter with the giant crew, 
who, let us hope, will not seek to pull him from his regal state.” 
Never before nor since have I come into comparison with the om- 
nipotent and immortal Greek god, who had a devil of a time with 
the giants when they climbed Mt. Olympus to drive him from his 
throne. More picturesquely, a stalwart visitor from Missouri, 
descending for his imagery from Mt. Olympus to the lower world, 
remarked that a man in my situation reminded him of “a celluloid 
rabbit chased through hell by a pack of asbestos hounds.” 

The fact is I was supported by large minorities in the legis- 
lature under the skillful leadership of Frank Bergin in the Senate 
and William Citron in the House, who on important hills demanded 
yea and nay votes. The Lieutenant Governor, Samuel Spencer, and 
the Republican leader of the Senate, William Lecte, were both 
Yale men; and as often as once a fortnight Chief Justice W. M. 
Maltbie, another Yale man, came into my office for a talk on things 
in general. And when I went over to the Hartford Club for lunch- 
eon I sat at a round table in a company which included my class- 
mate Lucius Robinson, Bill Corson, Ed Day, Andy Gates, and 
other Yale men. With us too was Maurice Sherman, a graduate 
of Dartmouth, and M. Lewin Hewes, a Maryland Democrat by 
birth, who could quote Scripture to corroborate any opinion he 
held, however fantastic. I was never alone anywhere. 

The first of the Republicans on Capitol Hill to call on me was 
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Albert La very. He usually greeted me at the beginning of the 
legislative week to inquire how I was getting along. Because of his 
wit he was a very popular toastmaster, and he once introduced me 
as Trader Horn at a banquet of the Connecticut Chamber of Com- 
merce. “Though I may be Trader Horn in the disguise of a Gov- 
ernor,” I replied, “I have never been able to do business with A1 
Lavery, he is so different from my Democratic friends who always 
spread their cards out on the table. With them the trade is quickly 
over, whoever wins. But Al, he always puts on a poker face when 
I try to find out what he will give me in exchange for the tusks of 
a dead elephant. . . . 

“Last month Al laid aside his poker face for a face of another 
hue, which alarmed me when I first saw it. As President pro tem 
of the Senate, you know, he rvould automatically become Governor 
of the State if both the Governor and the Lieutenant Governor 
should step out for any reason. Sam Spencer became so ill in 
March that the Senate had to pass a resolution for his quick re- 
covery. A few weeks later I fell sick with the grippe, which kept 
me in bed for ten days, longer than usual, I suppose, because 
neither the Senate nor the House sent me resolutions to help me 
on the road to recovery. On the very morning of my return to my 
office Al walked in to inquire how I was feeling. I told him that 
I was perfectly fit again. As he looked me over while I was sitting 
at my desk and smoking a Connecticut seedleaf, his face grew pale 
and troubled, I have seen many sad faces in my life, but none so 
unutterably sad as Al Lavery’s on that dismal morning. The tusks 
of the dead elephant I still have with me. They are no longer avail- 
able for barter in view of the election next year.” 

The General Assembly recessed for a week in May in order to 
give me time before final adjournment to consider a last group of 
bills submitted for my approval or disapproval and thus to prevent 
me from exercising the Governor’s right to pocket vetoes. When 
they met on May 27 to adjourn sine die I duly reported to them 
that I had signed all the bills which came to me during the recess 
except two or three “for restoring the civil rights of certain Re- 
publicans in different parts of the State who had been convicted 
of crime.” These I could not sign, I explained, because no one of 
the beneficiaries had by him the necessary fee of $5, the standard 
price in Connecticut for regaining civil rights once lost through 
indiscreet conduct. I further expressed the hope that the two hun- 
dred or more members of the General Assembly would come to 
the rescue of these poor devils and make up a purse of $15 for 
their benefit so that three good votes might be recovered for the 
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nest election. This was the first opportunity I had to condemn a 
racket which the best men in both parties still deplore. 

“And now, as I hid you good-by with best wishes for the fu- 
ture, I hope that I may see some of you back here two years hence.” 



XXL Connecticut and the Washington 
Bicentennial 


H ^IME was when a Connecticut Governor had little to do 
§j except when the General Assembly was in session. Dur- 
« ing the intervals of his absence the routine of his office 

.-JlL. was entrusted to a clerk who might be kept on for a half 
century, whichever political party were in power. But years be- 
fore I ascended the throne the work of the Governor and the social 
demands made upon him had so increased that it became necessary 
for him to have a well-equipped office of assistants and to be at 
the Capitol for consultation on several days of the week. Owing 
partly to the problems rising out of the industrial depression, I 
soon saw that in order to perform the heavy and exacting duties I 
had undertaken I must devote my undivided attention to the peo- 
ple of the State. I made the governorship a full-time job. This was 
an innovation. 

An important part of the State’s business was conducted through 
the Board of Finance and Control, over which the Governor pre- 
sided. The Board had, for instance, power to add, at its discre- 
tion, to the appropriation of the General Assembly for any depart- 
ment or institution of the State, and upon it devolved supervision 
of the large building program. For many years it had delegated 
some of its powers to an Executive Committee comprising the 
Governor and a few others of its members. The times were so 
serious that I asked the Board to discontinue its Executive Com- 
mittee and to meet as a whole, usually once a week. Hereafter also 
all the members present at any meeting were required to sign the 
minutes ; and no increase in an original appropriation by the Gen- 
eral Assembly was to be made except over the signatures of every 
member of the Board. 

There was rarely any intrusion of politics in our deliberations 
except by one member, who was easily squelched. I even ventured 
on the reappointment of a Republican, Edward F. Hall, as Com- 
missioner of the Board, being well enough acquainted with him to 
know that he would put the public interest far above partisanship 
in carrying out my policies. One day an old-time politician greeted 
Commissioner Hall : “You’re ahell of a Republican, Ed. Why don’t 
you now and then trip up the old man? You have plenty of 
chances.” If I was ever tripped up by Ed Hall, I was unaware of it. 
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My recreation was confined mostly to tours over the State, occa- 
sionally across the border, to address by invitation various groups 
and organizations. On the assumption that I had not wholly given 
up the intellectual life on becoming Governor, I was frequently in- 
vited to appear before college and university faculties and students 
for talks on subjects half literary, half political. In the list were 
two formal Phi Beta Kappa addresses and four lectures on fiction 
at Amherst College. Students were so persistent in their inquiries 
about the chances of success in a political career that I wrote an 



article on “Young Men in Politics” for the April, 1932, Forum , 
One particular pleasure was association with the many racial 
groups within the State, among all of whom I made lasting friend- 
ships. Their folkways interested me ; and at the same time I was 
impressed by the quick ease with which they fell into old Yankee 
traditions. Despite racial differences it was plain we were all fast 
becoming one people in this State. The new knowledge of Connecti- 
cut I was gaining was a light of hope for the future shining through 
the darkness of the depression. 

One morning I received, and immediately accepted, a formal in- 
vitation to attend the annual convention of the Connecticut branch 
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of the A.F.L., to be held in Bridgeport. When I stepped upon 
the platform, I was greeted with a stare by a large audience of 
men, many of whom were smoking pipes. I did not know what that 
stare meant until the chairman introduced me as the first Gov- 
ernor of Connecticut who had ever accepted an invitation to address 
the A.F.L. Having already come out for organized labor by ap- 
pointing an A.F.L. man Commissioner of Labor, I now said that 
I stood squarely for collective bargaining. The hysterical recep- 
tion of that announcement made it difficult to go on. 

The climax of the many patriotic celebrations of 1931 was the 
sesquiccntcnnial of the surrender of Cornwallis at Yorktown on 
October 19, 1781. On the request of Governor John Garland Pol- 
lard of Virginia and the Richmond Blues, I attended, accompanied 
not only by my staff but by the Connecticut Governor’s Foot 
Guards and the Putnam Phalanx. Never was I more proud of my 
State than when I saw everybody near me stand .and applaud as 
the Connecticut troops passed the reviewing stand. President 
Hoover, the guest of honor, was among the first to rise to his 
feet. 

On my return to Hartford I installed in my office a bust of Wash- 
ington. Yorktown was a prelude to state and local celebrations, 
the next year, of the Bicentenary of Washington’s birth, for which 
Connecticut and her municipalities were already making elaborate 
preparations. Sometime in November while I was sitting by the 
plaster of Paris bust of Washington, I received a visit from the 
Reverend Richard Arden Morford who had come to invite me to 
give the usual annual patriotic address on Washington’s birthday 
before the Washington Association of New Jersey at Morristown. 
At first I declined the honor because of many engagements, a list 
of which I read to him from my appointment book. Still he per- 
sisted. I weakened a little when he ran over the names of states- 
men, scholars, and orators who had addressed the Association 
during the lost half-century. When he saw that I was wilting be 
played his trump card. “You know, Governor, that there is an 
honorarium of $300.” He smiled. I smiled, too, and said, “I will be 
with you and my subject will be ‘The Character of George Wash- 
ington.’ ” 

February 22, 1932, was a memorable day in my life. In the 
morning I addressed the returning alumni of Princeton University 
in old Nassau Hall on the edge of the battlefield where Washing- 
ton won a notable victory over the British when the American 
cause was waning. In that hall, too, the Continental Congress some- 



Connecticut and the W 'ashing ton Bicentennial 201 

times met after it was forced to leave Philadelphia. President Hib- 
ben introduced me. As I looked down the long narrow room flanked 
with cheering Princeton men I saw hanging on the wall to my right 
Peale’s portrait of Washington and I fixed in my imagination the 
very spot where Washington once stood when the President of the 
Continental Congress congratulated him on his “brilliant mili- 
tary exploits” and “the late glorious peace.” 

Washington’s historical associations' with old Nassau so filled 
my mind that I forgot to take from my pocket the address I had 
prepared for the occasion and spoke extemporaneously on the pri- 
vate life of Washington, mainly in his youth: on the hoy who 
never told a lie and at the age of six proved the existence of God 
to the satisfaction of his father; the boy who like other Virginia 
boys could never learn to spell words correctly and yet was ad- 
mitted to William and Mary College to study surveying; on his 
love of the ladies before he was subdued by Martha Custis, his 
love of music and amateur acting, of noisy companions and racy 
stories, and the whistle of bullets on his first military expedition 
into western Pennsylvania when commissioned as lieutenant colonel 
by Governor Dinwiddie of Virginia. And so on to later years when 
he entertained Lafayette and other intimate friends at Mount Ver- 
non and lighted them to bed at midnight. I claimed Washington as 
a Yale man as well as a Princeton man because both of these famous 
colleges conferred upon him the degree of LL.D. I had a good 
time with those Princeton men. 

After the battle of Princeton, Washington went into winter 
quarters at Morristown. So after my informal speech at Prince- 
ton I drove to Morristown for my “$300 address” in which I drew 
a full-length portrait of Washington, man of unconquerable will. 
And that evening I returned to New* Haven in time for a dinner 
with the Second Company of the Governor’s Loot Guards to whom 
I recounted the incidents of a long eventful day. Three speeches 
in one day was a token of what was to come after. 

I was in New York by invitation to take part in the representa- 
tion of two great scenes in Washington’s career. With me as 
aide was Maj. Gene Tunney of my official stafF. In the morning 
we drove down to the Battery to greet a George Washington on 
his arrival to bid farewell to his Generals at Fraunces Tavern. We 
were the guests of Jimmy Walker, then Mayor of New York, and 
Grover Whalen, master of ceremonies. In a little company we stood 
on the landing at the foot of Wall Street to welcome the hero of 
the Revolution as he stepped ashore from his scarlet-covered 
barge equipped with oars and oarsmen in white uniforms, and an 
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outboai’d motor which had helped them row across the bay from 
Jersey. On first sight of Washington the boys sitting on the wharf, 
their legs dangling over the water, shouted “Hello, George.” 
Washington smiled and waved a hand towards them. 

A platoon of mounted police led the way to Fraunccs Tavern. 
The improvised Washington rode in the old coach which conveyed 
his namesake in 1789 to his first inauguration as President of 
the United States, followed by another coach full of notables of 
his day, among them his generals and Governor Clinton of New 
York. The rest of us marched to the tune of the “Washington Post 
March” played by the New York Police Band. The step was a trifle 
quick for our legs, encumbered as we were with top hats and cut- 
aways. Arriving- at Fraunccs Tavern, Washington was left at the 
foot of the stairway while his generals and a few of us mounted to 
the “long room” with a long table. Near one end of the table 
assembled some of Washington's companions in arms, among 
them Knox, Gates, Wayne, Steuben, Kosciusko, and Connecti- 
cut’s Israel Putnam. At the other end of the table stood Jimmy 
Walker, Grover Whalen, Gene Tunney, and myself. The contrast 
between the two groups struck me as very funny. At a signal the 
Commander in Chief entered the room and took a position among 
his generals. Raising a glass of wine to his lips, he drank to their 
future happiness, grasped their hands, one by one, and bade them 
a solemn farewell. 

When the salutations were over the impersonator of George 
Washington, who had not been thoroughly trained in the role he 
was to play, seemed uncertain what else he should do. He began 
a genial talk with his generals and took a drink or two of hard 
stuff with them. I whispered to Grover Whalen to tell him to quit 
all that and to walk out, as the real George Washington had done, 
silent and alone, ahead of his generals. They could come back 
afterwards and drink all they liked at lunch. 

Washington made six trips into or through Connecticut, which 
was loyal to him to the core. His last visit was on his triumphant 
tour of southern New England in the autumn after his inaugura- 
tion. He came back to meet his old fx-iends and to acquaint him- 
self with the common people of the northeast, their habits, the yield 
of their soil along the valleys, their pioneer industries in the larger 
villages, and their ways of life in general. It was a leisurely ti-ip, 
this time not on horseback but in a coach drawn by four horses 
over his old route from New Haven to Springfield and Boston via 
Middletown and Hartford, where he purchased cloth for a suit of 
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clothes al the first woolen mill built in the State. lie often put up 
at tin inn and after breakfast or before dinner walked about the 
village to view the prospect from surrounding hills. In his diary 
he wrote: “There is a great equality in the people of this State. 
Few or no opulent men — and no poor.” But he was irked by the 
Connecticut law which prevented traveling on the Sabbath Day 
and made it expedient for him to pass a Sunday at a poor inn and 
listen to “two very lame discourses” in a village meetinghouse. 

Of high international import were three special trips which 
Washington made in 1780-81 from his headquarters on the Hud- 
son over to Hartford and beyond to confer with Itocharuheau and 
other French officers in command of several thousand soldiers in 
Newport, Rhode Island, who had been sent across the seas by 
France to cooperate with him against the British in the hope of 
bringing the war to a speedy close. The main question at issue was 
the best disposition of the French troops. Neither of the first two 
conferences settled the matter. The third was a triumph for Wash- 
ington’s strategy. At noon on September 21, 1781, Washington 
and General Knox, who had arrived at Hartford two days earlier, 
met Rochambeau and his officers in gay uniforms and conducted 
them in a full-dress military parade to Wethersfield where the con- 
ference was to be held. With Washington were Governor Trumbull 
and Colonel Wadsworth as advisers. The next morning Rocham- 
beau accepted Washington’s plan for the campaign. The French 
troops at Newport were to join Washington’s army on the Hud- 
son. Army and Navy were to threaten New York, then in the hands 
of the British, and move southward as circumstances might per- 
mit to attack Cornwallis, wherever he might be. The outcome was 
the victory at Yorktown where they found him. 

The three days of entertainment at that conference cost the 
State £291, of which more than half went into wines, punch, toddy, 
grog, brandy-slings, and broken glass. In addition to so large a 
sum in good Connecticut currency, Washington entered in his 
account book a personal expenditure of £33 10.?. High drinking 
which gave a wide range of choice to different palates no doubt 
contributed to a quick decision on the strategy destined to win 
the war. 

Because of Washington’s intimate associations with Connecticut 
many celebrations were planned throughout the State, which were 
in a general way under the supervision of a commission appointed 
by the Governor with the approval of the General Assembly. By 
general agreement Lebanon was selected for the last of these — 
Lebanon where time had stood still for a century and a half, leav- 
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ing the village nearly as it was when Washington first saw it. In 
all ways the scene was reminiscent of the Revolution. The plat- 
form on which I stood was in the rear of the beautiful church de- 
signed by Col. John Trumbull, the great portrait painter, who was 
the second aide-de-camp to General Washington. Before me was a 
large Yankee audience of my own lineage in which were represented 
all the patriotic organizations founded to keep in memory from 
generation to generation our War of Independence. From my 
point of vantage I could look some distance down the mile-long 
Lebanon Green where Washington had reviewed Connecticut mili- 
tia and Rochambeau had encamped with five regiments of French 
troops on his way from Newport to Washington’s army on the 
Hudson. Facing the Green in full sight were the house of Governor 
Trumbull and his War Office, where he had conferred not only 
with Washington and Rochambeau and Lafayette but with Frank- 
lin, Jefferson, and John and Samuel Adams. There William Wil- 
liams and other freemen met in 1770, after the Boston Massacre, 
and drafted a declaration of rights and liberties, six years before 
the Declaration of Independence. 

As I was then midway in a political campaign it was quite 
natural for me to congratulate Lebanon on being the birthplace 
of six Connecticut Governors and to express a wish that I had lived 
in the good old times of Jonathan Trumbull who was elected 
unanimously to the high office for fifteen consecutive years with- 
out the trouble of stumping the State. The remark seems to have 
had some effect, for in the following November election Repub- 
lican Lebanon gave me 141 votes against 61 in 193*0 ! 
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E ARLY in 1932 the political cauldron began to boil and 
bubble. One day in March a stalwart and fine-looking 
■ man was ushered into my office at the Capitol. He an- 
I nounced that he was a Republican from Missouri on the 
way from Boston to Washington for a conference with President 
Hoover. He remarked that lie had heard in Boston that I was 
seeking the nomination for Vice-President on the Democratic 
ticket. I sketched out for him the true story, which was about like 
this : The proposal that I try for the nomination for this high 
office really originated with a group of Connecticut Democratic 
politicians who were endeavoring to shove me out of the Governor’s 
chair in favor of another man “who would listen to reason.” Once 
in the air, it was taken up by the press along the Atlantic seaboard. 
Now and then a newspaper even came out for me as President on 
the ground that it would be an interesting experiment to have in 
the White House “a man who tells right out what he thinks about 
things ... in ordinary words such as you use around your own 
house.” On mature consideration, however, most newspapers came 
to the conclusion that my age was rather too advanced for a Presi- 
dent’s job, though I might be able to endure the light labors of a 
Vice-President. As a precedent was cited Senator Henry Gassaway 
Davis of Maryland, whom the Democrats once nominated for Vice- 
President at the age of eighty-one. True, he wasn’t elected, but he 
would have been good for two terms and for several years of rest 
thereafter before passing on into paradise at the ripe age of ninety- 
three. Still, though I was comparatively a young man, I told the 
Missourian that he need have no fear that I would enter the lists 
against his friend, Vice-President Charles Curtis. 

Again, as two years before, the Democratic party in Connecticut 
approached the campaign, this time national as well as state, with 
a cupboard which was bare. In the emergency I came forward with 
a cheque large enough to pay the rental of Bushnell Memorial 
Hall, across the street from the Capitol, for the May Convention 
called to elect delegates to the Democratic National Convention to 
be held in Chicago six weeks later. For months a storm had been 
brewing between the two bitter factions in the party which I had 
tried in vain to mitigate. When all hope was lost I withdrew and 
let the rain fall and the wind blow wherever they might list. 

• Pandemonium reigned (this is a pun) for two days at the Con- 
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vention in the Buslmell Memorial. It was a noisy contest of ap- 
plause, boos, and catcalls between the Old Guard, augmented by a 
newcomer, Mayor Hayes of Waterbury, and the New Guard who 
had lost some prestige since 1930. Each faction was after full con- 
trol of the Democratic organization — specifically of the National 
Committeeman and Committeewoman and the delegates to the Na- 
tional Convention. The Old Guard, who were in a small but safe 
majority, wanted the delegates instructed to vote for A1 Smith, 
and the New Guard, who were for Franklin Roosevelt, wanted them 
to go to Chicago without instructions on the presidential nominee. 
In the maneuvers of the Old Guard there was a covert intent to 
chuck me out as candidate for Governor. Any move, however, in 
that direction was for the present rendered inexpedient by the loud 
reception of my opening address to the Convention. 

Except for this address, I kept away from the Convention hall 
and made it clear that I would take neither side in the acrimonious 
disputes which were certain to arise. I had pleaded for cooperation 
and had been unheeded. Now it was up to the delegates to work 
out their own salvation and save the party from disruption and 
disaster. Rut I had on the floor of the Convention two able repre- 
sentatives, Kenneth Wynne and my friend Dick Smith of the Yale 
Law School, to report to me from time to time what was going on 
and to urge harmonious action whenever there was a chance. 

With a whoop and a yell the Convention quickly passed a resolu- 
tion instructing the delegates to the National Democratic Con- 
vention to vote as a unit for the nomination of Alfred E. Smith for 
President and to keep it up until released by him. This resolution, 
suddenly sprung on the Convention by the Old Guard and put 
through by a viva-voce vote, flabbergasted the friends of Roose- 
velt, of whom there was a large minority. In turn the New Guard 
introduced a resolution endorsing Archibald McNeil for reelection 
as National Chairman, which on a roll call was defeated by a com- 
paratively few votes. Needless to say, no resolution concerning 
myself either for Governor or for a place on the national ticket 
showed its head. The Old Guard was technically in command. Its 
position nevertheless was perilous for itself and for the party. 

In the crisis, both Guards being a little nervous over the situa- 
tion, Professor Smith stepped forward with a resolution, seconded 
by Kenneth Wynne, to the effect that the election of a National 
Committeeman and Committeewoman be left to the delegates to 
the Chicago Convention on the understanding that they should 
seek the advice of the Governor and adhere to it. After considerable 
debate this action, which squinted two ways, was taken. I inter* 
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preted it to mean that the two Connecticut members of the Na- 
tional Committee were really to be appointed by myself. In spite 
of all maneuvering by the two Guards I had come out on top by 
keeping quiet. 

The Connecticut delegation was borne to Chicago on a special 
train named “The Charter Oak,” which pulled out of New Ilaven 
on a Saturday in June. Just before leaving the station a snapshot 
was taken of me in the engineer’s seat, hands on the wheel, as a 
symbol of leadership ! The Charter Oak halted for several hours in 
Detroit, time enough for the admirers of Father Coughlin to drive 
out to his Shrine of the Little Flower. I went along with them. To 
their disappointment, the radio priest was not there. He was al- 
ready in Chicago promoting the political interests of Roosevelt. 
Near an ugly tower, denominated a shrine, was Father Coughlin’s 
plain church, where most of us attended Hass. Two young priests 
with beautifully trained voices officiated at the altar. I had a pleas- 
ant talk with them before leaving. The next morning we all ar- 
rived in Chicago and put up at the Hotel Sherman for a week of 
bedlam at the Stadium where the Democratic Convention was held. 
In miscellaneous ways I performed meticulously the duties of a 
leader of the Connecticut delegation, which included a short speech 
seconding the nomination of the Happy Warrior and the honor 
of carrying at the head of a noisy procession a banner bearing his 
name written in large letters. 

At length came the memorable session of Friday evening, July 1, 
when on the fourth ballot Governor Roosevelt was nominated as 
the Democratic candidate for President of the United States. Not 
being in the secret, I went over to the Stadium expecting that this 
ballot would be inconclusive like the previous three. But when in 
the alphabetical call of States California, whose delegates had been 
pledged for John Garner, the favorite son of Texas, went over 
to Roosevelt, it was reasonably certain that the Democratic ticket 
would be Roosevelt and Garner. In rapid succession, State after 
State jumped on the band wagon. Connecticut was the first not to 
be stampeded. As A1 Smith had not yet released the Connecticut 
delegation, I quietly cast her sixteen votes for him and was loudly 
applauded by his friends in well-packed galleries. Really, however, 
I was like the boy who stood on the burning deck whence all but 
him had fled. 

There were lively scenes at the Hotel Sherman and elsewhere 
that night, The “unholy deal” between Roosevelt and Garner was 
denounced. Portrait posters of Roosevelt were ripped to pieces 
and insane rumors were afloat as to what was going to happen in 
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the Convention hall the next day. Two hours after midnight Roose- 
velt called me over the telephone from Albany for a little talk. I 
promised my full and ardent support and told him that I had al- 
ready arranged for a meeting of the Connecticut delegation in the 
morning to elect the State’s representatives on the National Com- 
mittee. 

At that meeting I recommended the reelection of Archibald 
McNeil as National Committeeman. Debate on the question was 
forestalled by a request from Roosevelt himself, presented by 
Homer Cummings, that we take this action. The vote for McNeil 
was unanimous. Trouble arose when on my own request Fannie 
Dixon Welch was nominated for National Committcewoman. A 
hot debate ensued. I argued that, though I had no personal objec- 
tion to a rival candidate whom certain delegates had in mind, 
Roosevelt was entitled to have in this position a woman devoted 
without any doubt to his cause. Then I put the question on a viva- 
voce vote and declared Mrs. Welch elected. At once irreconcilable 
members of the Old Guard jumped up and walked out of the room 
in a huff, as if by concerted action. 

The tussle between the two factions was renewed at the Conven- 
tion for the nomination for state ticket, held in September, as two 
years before, at the Hotel Griswold on the rocks of Eastern Point. 
Without formally announcing my candidacy for renomination as 
Governor, I let it be known that I was in a receptive mood. In the 
meantime I sought to smooth out all factional differences. 

The stumbling block to agreement was Daniel J. Leary whom 
the Old Guard wanted renominated for second place on the ticket. 
My opposition to Leary was based on my experience with him 
during the campaign of 1930. A pleasant fellow enough, his ten- 
minute speeches were nothing more than an appeal to his audiences 
to vote the Democratic ticket because of the multitude of jobs 
which would fall into the laps of the faithful as soon as the Demo- 
crats came into power. As a dealer in beverages during the prohibi- 
tion era, he evoked considerable mirth just before the campaign 
was closing by issuing a circular letter to his fellow bottlers of the 
State urging them to vote for him on the ground that it would be 
a good thing to have a bottler at the Capitol to fill quick orders. 

The political situation was apparent on my arrival at Eastern 
Point towards evening on Wednesday, September 7, to listen to 
the eloquent keynote speech of Robert Butler. The rank and file 
of the delegates, as shown by the applause, expected my nomina- 
tion for Governor without a contest. The leaders of the New Guard 
submitted to me for approval a partial list of nominees for the 
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entire ticket. The Old Guard likewise had their partial list, which 
they did not divulge beyond the name of Leary for Lieutenant 
Governor, on whose nomination they were to insist to the bitter end. 
If I would accept him, it was intimated, nominees for the rest of 
the ticket would be left for negotiations with me. Otherwise, they 
would ignore my opposition to Leary and proceed in their own 
way, which was rather cleverly devised. It was clearly their intent 
to move my nomination for Governor by acclamation and then 
move that the same action be taken for Leary as Lieutenant Gov- 
ernor, and so on down through the rest of their ticket. The weak 
point in this program was the assumption that my desire to go on 
as Governor was so strong that, however much I might squirm, I 
w'ould be forced to take the punishment they had in store for me. 
There they were mistaken. 

That night I slept soundly while others were conferring, for I 
had thought out with Kenneth Wynne a plan to outmaneuver my 
political enemies. On waking in an elated mood, I began to hum 
the famous lines of the Earl of Montrose : 

He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 

Who dares not put it to the touch 
To win or lose it all. 

Primed for a fight, I drew up a ticket in the morning with the aid 
of a few friends. In place of Leary we put Thomas Hewes or 
Michael Connor, the choice between them to be determined by the 
general situation as it might develop. 

The Convention, called for ten o’clock, did not convene until 
nearly noon. It was three o’clock when Kenneth Wynne, whom I 
had chosen to put my name in nomination, took the platform and, 
in accordance with my request, asked Chairman Butler that the 
nomination of Governor be held in abeyance until after the nomi- 
nation of a Lieutenant Governor. The proposal was greeted by 
Leary’s followers with boos, hoots, and cries of “shut up” and “put 
him out,” which were, however, soon drowned by the wild cheering 
of the rank and file of the delegates. The Convention was in an 
uproar. Quiet partially restored, there followed a series of events 
more dramatic than I anticipated. Against the protests and yells 
of Leary’s friends, the Convention voted a recess, which lasted for 
an hour, for conferences between the leaders of the two factions, in 
which I maintained an immovable stand against Leary, though I 
was willing to consider another Waterbury man instead of him. 
Almost equally objectionable were certain nominees proposed for 
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other places on the state ticket, whose names wei’e then first made 
known to me. With them and Leary as running mates, I could see 
nothing but defeat for us all on election day. I surmised that this 
was the intent of a double-headed machine. 

The recess over, the Convention was informed that no agreement 
had been reached. Thereupon, on the motion of Wynne, the dele- 
gates voted amid more yells and applause that the rules of the 
Convention be suspended and the nomination of Governor be de- 
ferred until all the other nominations were made. When the fury 
awakened among Leary’s friends by this action had subsided, the 
men on the ticket I had drawn up in the morning were nominated, 
one by one, without contest. Thomas Hewes was the nominee for 
Lieutenant Governor. For better or for worse we had put the fate 
of the Democratic party in Connecticut as well as my own fate to 
the test and had won. As I walked through one door into the Con- 
vention hall to deliver my acceptance speech, Leary’s followers 
were walking out by another door into the lobby. 

The Republicans nominated as their candidate for Governor my 
three-term predecessor, John H. Trumbull, who, after my inaugu- 
ration in 1931, remarked, according to a report from the golf links 
of St. Petersburg, Florida : “I believe that I could have defeated 
an opponent had I wanted a fourth term, but carrying out tradi- 
tions of the family I told party leaders I did not choose to run.” 

The campaign was late in starting. Time was required for bring- 
ing the two Democratic factions to an understanding ; and the Re- 
publican leaders were concealing the hand they intended to play. 
The interim was mine to find out, so far as I was able, how I stood 
with various groups of citizens ii’respective of party divisions, first 
of all with the farmers. I visited all the country fairs to which I 
■was invited, inspecting the exhibits, discussing with the farmers 
their problems, of which the most acute was the sad case of milk 
producers who were receiving from distributors no more on the 
average than 3$! a quart for their fluid milk. My advice, which met 
with approval, was that an appeal for remedial legislation be made 
to the next General Assembly and the Governor whoever he might 
be. That was the closest I came to politics. As a result of my can- 
vass of country districts and industrial centers, I concluded that 
I was likely to receive enough rural and labor votes, taken together, 
to offset any losses because of factional quarrels within the Demo- 
cratic ranks. 

To appease these quarrels the Democratic High Command 
brought into the State several prominent men of the party who, 
after strenuously opposing the nomination of Roosevelt, had come 
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out for his election in no uncertain language. Conspicuous among 
them were Governor Ritchie of Maryland and Governor Ely of 
Massachusetts, who was a favorite of the Connecticut Democracy. 
They both urged complete support of the national and state tickets 
and predicted victory. The climax of this appeasement effort was 
a trip of A1 Smith through the State along the shore to Provi- 
dence and Boston. Wearing a brown derby which matched his, I 
boarded his train at Stamford. As I entered his private car I saw 
seated together in the rear leaders of the Old and New Guards, 
neither of whom, if I read their looks correctly, seemed quite at 
ease. I rode on as far as New London, where I left the train for 
Hartford. All the way heavy autumnal rains poured down. Great 
crowds nevertheless greeted A1 at all stations where the train was 
scheduled to stop, the largest being in New Haven. His voice al- 
ready husky, he did not dare to speak in the wet air. So he gestic- 
ulated and threw cigars into the crowd and gave reporters copies 
of the speech he would have liked to make, telling everybody to cast 
a ballot for a straight Democratic ticket, state and national. 

This pantomime journey was followed by big rallies throughout 
the State, in nearly all of which both factions took part. On the 
surface reconciliation seemed complete, except in Waterbury 
where an attempt was made to stage mainly an Old Guard rally, 
to which I was not to be invited. I announced, however, that I would 
be there and have something to say. Then the invitation came and 
I was loudly acclaimed by the rank and file for my nerve. What I 
most missed when the campaign got into full swing was the pres- 
ence of Roosevelt himself. Early in September Mr. and Mrs. Roose- 
velt had indeed been given an enthusiastic reception in Bridgeport 
as the guests of Mr. and Mrs. McNeil, but that was a social affair. 
And a few days before the election he drove into Connecticut from 
Massachusetts but lie had to cut short his tour because of a very 
hard rain. In neither instance was lie visible to the great mass of 
voters who determine elections. Still, it seemed reasonably certain 
that he would carry the State. 

It was well on in October before the Republicans showed their 
hand on the state campaign. I was then basing my claims for re- 
election on my record, and tried to enliven the details by describing 
the ways in which political opponents frustrated some of my plans 
for the promotion of the public welfare. It was all rather good- 
natured ridicule which audiences greeted with laughter. To my 
surprise there were few or no retorts from Republican orators. At 
the same time Mr. Trumbull, making little or no attempt to justify 
the behavior of the leaders of his party in the General Assembly of 
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1931, was extolling his three administrations during which he pur- 
sued a pay-as-you-go policy and created a large surplus in the gen- 
eral funds of the State. I replied that I, too, advocated the same 
fiscal policy in my first Inaugural Message but was prevented from 
putting it into effect by Republicans who denied me the legislation 
necessary in a period of depression which they regarded as only 
psychological. 

There was one light passage of arms between us. Mr. Trumbull 
intimated that I was showing a lack of devotion to my State by 
smoking Sumatra cigars. This was a good opening for the retort 
that the wrapper of my favorite cigar was shade-grown, native 
tobacco, which, though it looked like the product of a rich tropical 
valley, really came from the rich valley of the Connecticut River. 
The binder, I admitted was grown in Ohio and the filler in Penn- 
sylvania, States which were now going over into the Democratic 
column. 

By this time it was clear that the Republican High Command 
had adopted the policy of ignoring what I might say. Let Cross 
go on talking until he talks himself out. Pay no attention to him. 
Give him no chance for comebacks. Organization, not talk, will 
eliminate a Democratic Governor for good. Get the full Repub- 
lican vote out on election day. That is all there is to it. Such, I 
imagined, was the advice which Roraback received from his lieu- 
tenants, who were this year managing the Republican campaign 
for him. 

“The boys” were more brazen in their methods than they were 
two years before. They openly organized all the departments of 
the State, except those under Democratic control, for the collec- 
tion of campaign funds and for work on election day. They ap- 
pointed a chairman, a secretary, and a treasurer of their organiza- 
tion, who in turn appointed one or more agents in each department 
to “shake down” employees and to distribute cards inquiring of 
them what automobiles they would have available for taking voters 
to the polls. For the faithful, election day was to be a grand holi- 
day. Several employees asked me if they should sign the cards. My 
advice was to wait awhile and see what would happen. Reporters 
got hold of these cards and inquired of various Republican heads 
of departments whether they were distributed with their knowl- 
edge and approval. Some heads were silent. Others approved and 
added that they could see nothing wrong in the procedure. The 
whole story was played up in the newspapers and was savagely 
condemned by Republican and Democratic editors alike. After 
exposure, the organization went on with the job under cover, and 
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in order to raise sufficient funds Commissioners or their deputies, I 
was told, were compelled to take a hand in the shaking-down 
process. 

It was believed by rank partisans that they had got me this 
time. Within the Capitol, in the very anteroom of my office, it was 
asserted that I could not possibly be reelected. 

I came out with a five-point program, combining the old and 
the new, looking forward, I hoped, rather than backward. The five 
points were headlined in the newspapers and ably discussed by 
editors, for the most part favorably. The contest was clear-cut. It 
was a contest between a party which had a progressive program 
and a party which had an organization strong enough, it was 
thought, to whip into line all its members. The issue was doubtful. 

The morning of the day arrived when the issue was to be set- 
tled by the electorate. I voted early and was in my office at the 
Capitol at the usual hour. Disturbing rumors immediately began 
to come in. I was being heavily cut, it was said, in W aterbury. On 
the heels of this story an independent Hartford Republican, 
greatly excited, came into my office with the news that the Demo- 
crats in his ward had no automobiles to bring voters to the polls, 
while the Republicans had automobiles without number. On inquiry 
over the telephone I learned that the situation was the same in other 
wards of the city. I learned, too, that the reason given for the lack 
of Democratic automobiles was lack of funds. Was it true, I won- 
dered, that certain Democratic leaders were working in collusion 
with the Republican organization for my defeat? If so, the only 
hope was that the number of Republican votes for me would bal- 
ance any Democratic loss. Before the day was over I corralled a 
score of automobiles with the aid of a few friends. New hope also 
came when I was told that Hartford Democrats in large numbers 
were walking to the polls. 

That evening I sat with friends at the Hartford Club listening 
to election returns. In another room at the end of the hall were 
ex-Governor Trumbull and his family, and we had a pleasant con- 
versation. In a long room between, the chef and his waiters were 
making preparations for an elaborate victory supper for the ex- 
Governor and his political friends to be served at midnight. The 
situation caused some humorous comment. By ten-thirty when 
the votes for me were piling up in cities, boroughs, and many coun- 
try towns I felt certain that I was elected Governor again. On a 
dare of a member of the Hartford Club I ate three sandwiches 
from a table intended for others, drank a Manhattan, went over 
to the Hartford Times building for a tabulation of the votes, and 
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started for home to receive the greetings of my family and neigh- 
bors (among whom there were as many Republicans as Demo- 
crats), and to make porch speeches to delegates who came to bid 
me good morning and good luck. 

The full election returns, as they came in the next morning, 
seemed peculiar. I was elected by a plurality neaidy twice as large 
as in 1930, but the other nominees on the Democratic state ticket 
failed of election by a few hundred to a few thousand votes. Loner- 
gan, the Democratic candidate for Senator, was elected, while 
Citron, the Democratic candidate for Congressman-at-Large, was 
beaten by over 2,000 votes. Of the 6 candidates for Congress the 
Republicans elected 4, all but 1 on a close vote. Roosevelt, who 
stood on a platform for repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment, lost 
in Connecticut to Hoover, still advocating prohibition, by a plural- 
ity of nearly 7,000, though a referendum on a petition to Congress 
to submit to the States a virtual repeal of the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment was carried by a vote of 6 to 1. 

This illogical outcome of the election indicated that there had 
been much cutting by members of boLh parties, by several thou- 
sand Democrats, presumably irreconcilable A1 Smith supporters, 
who voted for Iioover, and a still larger number of Republicans 
who voted for me. The Democrats who cut me appear to have been 
of the faction whose leaders tried to play hide-and-seek with me 
in the State Convention that nominated me for Governor. A leader 
of this faction told me face to face that he was sorry I had been 
elected. I asked the reason. He replied that as a lawyer he was re- 
ceiving from the State less professional business under my admin- 
istration than under my predecessor’s. 

On the whole, the election showed that the Democratic party, 
despite its divisions, was working its way to the front line in Con- 
necticut. Republican candidates who won came through on slight 
margins compared with previous years. My plurality was so large 
that I could no longer be called “a guest” at the Capitol. Augustine 
Lonergan was to be tile first Democratic Senator from Connecti- 
cut for more than a half century and the State Senate was to have 
a majority of one after eighteen years of waiting. 

To have one House of the General Assembly Democratic gave 
me particular satisfaction. How that happened is an untold story. 
That one Senator necessary for a majority came from a rock- 
ribbed Republican state senatorial district, largely rural. A friend 
over there remarked to me one day that he wished he could vote 
for me, but he couldn’t do that, for he was a Republican ; hut “I 
can tell you ’bout a Democrat over here who if he was nomnated 
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for the Senate he’d be ’lectcd. Everybody knows him and every- 
body likes him. I’d have to vote for him.” “I s’pose you’d have to 
vote for me, too, if I’m nomnated,” I remarked, “for we all three was 
born in the same town.” “I dunno. Might, but get him nomnated 
fust,” he replied. Edwin Dimoek, the man to whom he referred, was 
nominated and elected then and twice afterwards with increasing 

t o 

pluralities. 

Democratic control of the Senate was disquieting to those Repub- 
lican Commissioners who, though they were to come up for reap- 
pointment, acquiesced in having their departments made the cen- 
ters of intense political activity in the hope of ousting me out of 
office. A fortnight after the election one of these Commissioners 
called on me to say that he had been offered a big job outside the 
public service and that it would help him to come to a decision in 
regard to it if he knew whether I intended to send his name to the 
Senate for reappointment. I advised him to take the big job if he 
wanted to play safe. Of course I could not initiate the appointment 
of any commissioner who had taken, in what he regarded as his own 
interest, a flier on my defeat. 

If a man loses a bet, he has nothing to complain of, however seri- 
ous the consequences may be. The moral is that otherwise one 
should never bet. I have sometimes bet, but always well within my 
means so that if the other fellow won I should not be financially 
embarrassed (a word I learned with difficulty to spell correctly 
when a boy). Ten days after the election I made my last public 
bet, which was the smallest since childhood. It happened in this 
way: I was attending the annual conference of the New England 
Council in Boston, where in a financial discussion I explained the 
difference between a bank that is 100 per cent liquid and a pro- 
hibitionist who in his habits is 100 per cent liquid. The treasurer of 
the Council, John S. Lawrence, remarked that Harvard was going 
to wallop Yale in the forthcoming football game at New Haven. 
I asked him how much he was ready to risk on his foreknowledge. 
“One cent,” he replied. I took the bet which was recorded by a 
representative of the Associated Press who spread the news over 
the length and breadth of the land. 

Yale won by a score of 19 to 0. The Harvard man was slow to 
ante up. Hence arose the problem of how to get from him that If. 
I could not bring suit against him because gambling debts are un- 
collectible in both Massachusetts and Connecticut. Nor could 
Lawrence, he was told by a legal friend, send If by post without 
violating a Federal law which prohibits the use of the mails in 
connection with games of chance- So to avoid committing a crime 
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he eventually sent me the red coin as a gift. For its safe arrival 
he enclosed it, glued to a visiting card, in the smallest of a series 
of eight envelopes, one within another, with registry and special 
delivery stamps amounting to 24$. He claimed, however, when in- 
terviewed by the press, that he made a quarter out of a one-cent bet 
by selling my signature for a half dollar. When a man is foolish 
enough to bet he may technically win and yet really lose. This lesson 
I pass on to all who hazard their money or their jobs on the un- 
predictable outcome of a game or an election. 



XXIII. The General Assembly of 1933 

Banks, Labor, and Alcohol 

P"" - I! ^HE General Assembly convened on January 4, 1933. 
H The Democrats of the Senate, with their majority of 

I one, chose as their floor leader Frank Bergin, who had 

-A- brilliantly served in this office under my first adminis- 
tration and as their President pro tempore David Goldstein. The 
Democrats in the House, where they were in an aggressive minor- 
ity, elected as their door leader John A. Markham. The Repub- 
lican leader of the Senate was Howard W. Alcorn, and of the 
House Raymond Baldwin, who in 1931 had joined with others in 
an attempt to shear the locks of the Governor, whose head was not 
yet bald. The Speaker was William Hanna of Bethel, a neighbor 
of Harry Mackenzie. The three were able young men, socially 
agreeable, representing, however, the Republican organization 
rather than the rank and file of their party. Their function, it 
was anticipated, would be not merely to harass a Democratic Gov- 
ernor but to kill the legislation be might advocate in so far as that 
could be clone without arousing a hostile public opinion to the dan- 
ger point. For the Republicans a fly in the ointment was the elec- 
tion to the Senate of that Democrat in a hitherto Republican 
district, Dimock of Mansfield. On the first returns Dimock’s plural- 
ity was announced as only one vote. Another count of all the votes 
of the district, it was then hoped, might give the election to his Re- 
publican opponent. But while this question of a recount was in the 
air, it transpired that, owing to a mistake in the tabulation of 
votes, Dimock’s plurality was not one but a hundred and one, al- 
together too many to overcome. The fly remained in the ointment. 
At the same time many Democrats, among them the Governor, 
feared that danger lay in wait for them in a Senate where the 
Democratic majority was but one. Already there was an ugly 
rumor that a Democratic Senator might line up with Republicans 
in an attempt to cripple the Governor. 

Nevertheless, as if only serene days lay ahead, I urged in my 
Inaugural Message that both political parties, working together, 
keep an eye single upon the public welfare ; for it is written “When 
thy eye is single thy whole body is full of light.” “Nothing can be 
accomplished,” I commented, “whenever the mind moves in the 
darkness op in the twilight of partisanship,” To the best of my 
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ability I argued for the enactment of legislation which had failed 
in the last General Assembly and for the immediate consideration 
of financial and social legislation made necessary by the continu- 
ing depression which was producing a crisis in the affairs of the 
Commonwealth. 

By February 1 it became evident that a deal was forming be- 
tween a small group of Democratic Senators and Republican lead- 
ers, within and without the Assembly, for a division of the spoils of 
city, borough, and town courts. Three Democratic Senators who 
were under the influence of a leader of the Old Guard bolted, and 
on Washington’s Birthday, according to reports, met with two 
lieutenants of the Republican organization to determine who were 
to be judges of the courts of Hartford and vicinity. Subsequently 
they settled the judgeships for all the minor courts of the State, 
except one or two which for lack of agreement they had to leave 
to the mercy of the Governor. In general, if not in all cases, the 
recommendations of five politicians were approved by the Assem- 
bly on joint resolutions. Fifteen of the eighteen Democratic Sena- 
tors kept out of the deal. On roll calls they voted as a rule nay. 

In an interview with reporters I described the men who put 
through the deal as maggots on the body politic, like the maggots I 
used as a boy to watch break out of huckleberries, crawl over them 
for a while and feed, and then grow sluggish and perhaps drop 
dead. The disquisition, which w’as regarded as a humorous exag- 
geration, caused but slight offense. Editorial comment was very 
savage on the judgeship deal, which, it was feared, might be the 
first step towards a general coalition in the Senate to scrap the 
Governor’s legislative program. The fear proved ungrounded. 
After the three bolting Democratic Senators had split up the minor 
courts to the satisfaction of the Old Guard, they fell into line, with 
now and then an exception, in formal support of the measures ad- 
vocated in the Democratic platform and in my Inaugural Message. 

With Senator Cooney, a very astute and likable young man 
then associated with the Old Guard, I had many informal talks 
over prospective legislation, one of which neither of us can ever 
forget. Early in the session a member of the House introduced, 
by request of the tax collector of West Haven, a bill providing 
in its main intent for the taxation of all real estate owned by 
Yale University outside New Haven if used for athletic pur- 
poses. Yale was already paying taxes on its ball fields where a fee 
was charged for admission to public games, but claimed, under its 
charter and subsequent legislation, exemption of taxation on a 
large tract of land in West Haven which was being developed as 
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a recreational center with tennis courts and golf links solely for the 
use of students and faculty. A special bill aiming openly at the 
taxation of this recreational center stood no chance of favorable 
action by the General Assembly. So its proponents looked about 
for some way to make the bill appear more general in character 
though serving the same purpose. With the aid of the State Tax 
Department, they undertook a survey of all the athletic fields of 
educational institutions within the State and discovered, so they 
thought, that among them all Yale was the only one which owned 
athletic property outside the town wherein a school or college had 
its local habitation. In the light of this discovery the original bill 
was amended by substituting “educational institutions” in place 
of Yale University. By this clever device the way seemed to be 
cleared for taxing Yale’s athletic development in West Haven 
without raising a rumpus elsewhere. Towards the dose of the ses- 
sion the amended bill was rushed through both branches of the Gen- 
eral Assembly without a public hearing. I returned it to the Gen- 
eral Assembly with a veto message in which I took the position that 
physical training as a means of preserving the health of students 
was a part of the educational process. The House immediately re- 
passed the bill over my veto. 

Action by the Senate on my veto was scheduled to be taken the 
next day. I thus had but a few hours for preventing if possible my 
veto being overridden by the Senate. In a search for another edu- 
cational institution besides Yale which might be affected by the 
bill, I picked up the telephone and asked Monsignor Flynn, the 
Chancellor of the Catholic diocese of Hartford, whether St. 
Thomas Seminary, a divinity school for the training of Catholic 
clergy, and its athletic field were in the same town. He replied that 
its main buildings were in Bloomfield but that if an athletic field 
were developed it would run over the boundary line into West 
Hartford. Thereupon I told him w'hy I had asked. He was greatly 
disturbed. As it was too late for a public hearing, one or the other 
of us suggested that a conference be held in the Governor’s office 
during the afternoon with the Catholic Bishop of Hartford and 
himself and such others as I might think it well to invite. I immedi- 
ately called into my office Senator Cooney, a sponsor of the bill, 
for one of our little talks. He informed me that my veto would cer- 
tainly be overridden in the Senate the next morning and then 
launched out on some severe criticism of Yale’s attempt to escape 
just taxation on its real estate. While he was proceeding at a good 
speed I interrupted him to remark that as a good Catholic he ought 
to know that St. Thomas Seminary would be hard hit by the bill 
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as the boundary line between Bloomfield and West Hartford ran 
straight through its property, perhaps cutting off the athletic 
field. “Bishop McAuliff'e and Monsignor Flynn,” X informed him, 
“are coming in for a conference with me at four o’clock and I am 
sure that they would like to hear you expound your views on the 
taxation of educational institutions.” He stared, then smiled, and 
said a conference was not necessary for he would have the bill 
tabled when it came up for passage in the morning. In this manner 
the bill was quietly put to death. 

A series of measures which failed in the General Assembly of 
1931 now failed again, partially or completely, because of Repub- 
lican opposition. Proposals for amendments to the Constitution 
for giving the Governor larger veto power over legislation and for 
establishing a District Court system in place of local minor courts 
went down to quick defeat. So, too, fared old-age assistance and 
jury service for women and several other measures. The Repub- 
lican leader of the House feared that if women were permitted to 
sit in the jury box, they would lose “that sweet femininity that 
makes the sex so blessed.” I was amused as well as startled by the 
fact that the Democrats in the Senate voted solidly for the Dis- 
trict Court bill on the very clay when three of them were in the 
midst of the court deal against which the press was thundering. 
Rather more consideration was accorded a recommendation that 
the Governor be authorized to appoint a commission to make an 
exhaustive study of our public service statutes with a view to their 
complete revision, and their extension, where deemed necessary. I 
did not get that authority. Perhaps I was premature in suggesting 
that the time was arriving when the State would be faced with the 
problem of rural electrification at low cost to consumers. I soon 
saw that I had merely hoisted a red flag which frightened electric 
light and power companies. 

The fiscal condition of the State was then a cause of great con- 
cern. During the last twelve months the income from taxation had 
been falling off heavily. Without drastic remedial legislation, the 
deficit promised to amount to $13,000,000 or more by June, 1935. 
I suggested temporary expedients for ameliorating the desperate 
situation, such as the abolition of the office of coroner, whose in- 
vestigations of former times were already being largely conducted 
by the State Police, and of the traffic court of Danbury, which had 
no value, so far as I could see, except as one court more for judge- 
ship deals. 

All these recommendations were anathema to politicians whose 
interest was first in jobs. A bill authorizing the Governor to ap- 
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point a commission to report on a plan for the reorganization of 
the State Qovernment two years hence was overwhelmingly de- 
feated in the House ; and when it came up for action in the Senate, 
one Democrat being absent, the result was a tie vote which was 
broken by Lieutenant Governor Wilcox who cast his vote against 
the measure. Nothing was left on which there was agreement for 
the reduction of expenditures except a cut in the salaries of state 
employees and officers, the details of which were to be worked out 
on a graduated scale of percentage by the Board of Finance and 
Control. Generous as was the cut it came nowhere near balancing 
the books. The drop in the Governor’s annual salary was from 
$5,000 to $4,300. In my Farewell Address to the General Assembly 
I asked the members why they did not cut their own compensation 
to the same tmie, by which, according to my mental arithmetic 
$100,000 might have been prevented from going down the river. 
They laughed. 

On taxation the same policy of delay was adopted. The Gov- 
ernor was granted authority, under pressure of the Connecticut 
Chamber of Commerce, to appoint a commission of seven experts 
and businessmen to submit to the next General Assembly a plan 
for a comprehensive revision of the existing structure of state and 
municipal taxation. But no legislation besides the salary cut was 
enacted for the immediate ease of the fiscal situation. The State was 
to go on piling up during the next two years a deficit against which 
there was no check except such as might be devised by the Board 
of Finance and Control, to whom the buck was passed. 

In sharp contrast was the nonpolitical manner in which the Gen- 
eral Assembly dealt with the banking and insurance crisis. On my 
arrival in Washington very early in the morning of Saturday, 
March 4, to attend the inauguration of President Roosevelt, I was 
informed by reporters that the President intended to proclaim a 
bank holiday after taking the oath of office. That night I hurried 
back to Connecticut to take such action in behalf of the State as 
might be necessary in connection with the President’s proclama- 
tion. I found that Lieutenant Governor Wilcox, acting as Gov- 
ernor in my absence, had unearthed an old statute which enabled 
him to designate Saturday and the ensuing Monday as “days of 
fasting” and as such he declared them to be “legal holidays.” On 
Monday I extended the proclamation to Tuesday and Wednesday. 
This was the best that could be done, for there was no Connecticut 
statute empowering the Governor to proclaim specifically bank 
holidays. .... 
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I immediately called a conference of the leaders of both po- 
litical parties and representative bankers in different parts of the 
State to meet with me on Tuesday morning, the first legislative 
day of the week, to consider a program which might safeguard all 
the State’s banking institutions, whatever their character. On that 
very day the General Assembly passed a bill under a suspension 
of the rules, conferring upon the Governor the power to declare 
“legal holidays to be known as bank holidays” during which all 
banking transactions were required to be suspended except that 
the Bank Commissioner, with the approval of the Governor, might 
prescribe for any or all state banks regulations in conformity wdth 
the regulations “prescribed by the Secretary of the Treasury with 
the approval of the President of the United States.” At once I 
signed the bill and issued a proclamation which I had already writ- 
ten. 

This was the first of seven acts which, taken together, gave am- 
ple protection to Connecticut banks of every description. The 
time was also auspicious for new measures providing for the merger 
of two or more banks and for a restricted system of branch bank- 
ing. For all this legislation, usually originating in the Senate, 
credit was due to the leadership of Senator Wadhams, himself a 
banker, whose sound judgment, based upon long experience, car- 
ried great weight with both political parties. 

Some hesitancy over insurance legislation was quickly overcome 
when the tired president of a life insurance company, at my request, 
appeared before a conference of legislators to tell the story of the 
demand of policy holders, large and small, for the immediate cash 
surrender values of their policies or for loans upon them. The next 
day Senator Blackall, Chairman of the Insurance Committee, in- 
troduced a bill which gave the Insurance Commissioner, subject to 
the approval of the Governor, almost dictatorial control over the 
State’s life insurance companies during the bank-holiday period. 
Without debate the bill passed both Houses under a suspension 
of the rules. By this act loans and surrenders were carefully regu- 
lated in the interest of insurance companies and policy holders 
equally. 

Meanwhile the unemployment situation was becoming more seri- 
ous. A procession of “Hunger Marchers” who were tramping the 
State halted at Hartford and surrounded the Capitol. They 
brought a petition demanding of the Assembly an appropriation 
of $10,000,000 for the “relief df men and women out of work. Police 
kept them out of the Capitol while five of them came in to see me. 
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I received their petition to be passed on to the Assembly and held 
out hopes to them for help either from the State or the Federal 
Government. They left in good cheer. I sat for a long time at my 
desk to think over what could be done for all in their situation. 

A delegation of Mayors also came to urge that the State take 
over all welfare work. The Connecticut Unemployment Commis- 
sion, it was conceded, had been of great help to municipal commit- 
tees in an advisory capacity. But more than advice was now needed. 
The Mayors suggested that the General Assembly lay a special 
sales tax, or issue serial bonds, or divert a part of the income from 
the existing gasoline tax for aid to the unemployed. 

No relief program such as was submitted by the Mayors and 
hungry men and women, I soon discovered, was in immediate sight. 
Nothing more could be expected from legislation than wider leeway 
for municipalities to issue bonds. The 169 cities and towns of the 
State were to be left to bear individually the fast-increasing bur- 
dens of unemployment which were causing distress in industrial 
centers such as Connecticut had never known before. Suddenly the 
face of the picture changed when in May, 1933, Congress passed 
the National Industrial Recovery Act for giving financial assist- 
ance to the States, many of which could no longer cope with the 
rising tide of cost for relief. I immediately requested the four floor 
leaders of the Assembly to draft a bill to set up machinery for re- 
ceiving and allotting, under state supervision, Federal grants to 
municipalities for relief purposes. The result was an act creating 
for the State a Municipal Finance and Unemployment Relief 
Commission of five members besides the Governor who was to serve 
in an ex-officio capacity. On June 7, the day the Assembly ad- 
journed, I put my signature to a measure for the control of mu- 
nicipal finance so drastic as to make my hair stand on end like 
Macbeth’s after he had murdered Duncan. The Commission, for 
instance, was empowered to authorize during the emergency a 
municipality to issue serial bonds for unemployment relief under 
the State’s guarantee for their payment. In case of default on the 
payment of interest thereon, the Commission might apply to a 
judge of the Superior Court for the appointment of a receiver for 
that municipality. In face of these dangerous provisions I ap- 
proved the bill because it placed municipal relief under state super- 
vision and permitted the Commission to apply to the Federal Gov- 
ernment for such financial aid as Congress might make available 
“for emergency, industrial, or unemployment relief purposes.” 

The story of what was accomplished is too big and too intricate 
to relate here. It is a marvelous story. I recall the excitement occa- 



284 Connecticut Yankee 

sioned by the first Federal grant which was engineered by Mr. 
Hook, chairman of the old Connecticut Unemployment Commis- 
sion. With Newton Brainard, chairman of the new Commission, he 
went to Washington on June 15 and obtained within ten minutes 
a promise from Harry Hopkins, the Federal Administrator, of a 
large grant for reimbursing the towns to the extent of one third 
of their relief expenditures during the first three months of 1933. 
The check, made out to the Governor of the State of Connecticut, 
arrived ten days later. It read $858,526. This was but the be- 
ginning of monthly grants running at times from one to two mil- 
lion dollars. In the course of a year and a half the municipalities 
received more than $30,000,000, a sum almost equivalent at that 
time to the entire annual revenue of the State from taxation, in- 
cluding the tax on gasoline. Towns which had been fearing bank- 
ruptcy came through safe and sound. Very few of them were forced 
to issue bonds for relief. None went into the hands of a receiver. 

Along with the industrial depression, Connecticut was invaded 
by sweatshops which were the wings of garment concerns located 
in New York City. Like a plague they spread out through Fairfield 
and New Haven Counties, on to New London, and up river val- 
leys. It was estimated that by the end of 1932 there were as many 
as two hundred of them in the State, of which some fifty could be 
counted in New Haven alone. The managers of these New York 
outposts, who were really contractors, usually set up their shops in 
a loft or abandoned factory which they equipped with a few sewing 
machines for finishing shirts, underwear, and dresses, the material 
for which, cut into patterns, was shipped to them from New Yoi'k 
manufacturers. Another type of contractor farmed out work to 
be done at home; and the worst type of the lot took on girls as 
apprentices for a three months’ trial at 5 # an hour, or in some in- 
stances without any wage at all, firing most or all of them at the 
end of the period as “incompetent.” 

Commissioner Tone, with the aid of other members of the De- 
partment of Labor and Factory Inspection, made a survey of these 
contemptible sweatshops and aroused public indignation against 
them by numerous addresses before audiences of all sorts through- 
out the State. He raided some of the worst of them and drove them 
out of the State. But existing laws were inadequate for coping 
with “fly-by-nights.” He appealed to the General Assembly for 
new and drastic legislation which I supported with all my might. 
Here was a question of the welfare of workers, of fair wages and 
sanitary conditions of labor, which far transcended party politics. 
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Both Republicans and Democrats united in enactments which, in 
their judgment, would enable Commissioner Tone to remove a dark 
blot on the body politic. 

The legislation adopted for this purpose was at once simple and 
effective. It made mandatory that all “manufacturing and me- 
chanical establishments” be registered with the Commissioner of 
Labor and Factory Inspection by persons conducting them, and 
that no new establishment of this kind be opened or permitted to 
change the location of its business without his written approval. 
Incidental to the enforcement of the law, the Commissioner and his 
deputies were given freedom of ingress, without obstruction, into 
any place of business described in the statute. Sweatshops were 
no longer to be allowed to flourish behind locked doors in a loft 
or in dwelling houses and apartments. In dealing with cunning and 
unscrupulous employers of labor, Commissioner Tone had a hard 
time of it, but he made such rapid progress in ridding Connecticut 
of sweatshops that within a year only one here and there escaped 
discovery and extermination. 

The Commissioner was also authorized to appoint a woman, 
under the title of Industrial Investigator, to inspect various occu- 
pations relative to wages paid women and minors, their hours of 
labor, and their health as affected by their special employment. He 
selected as his first Industrial Inspector Helen Wood, later suc- 
ceeded by Edna Purtell, wide-awake young women who by strenu- 
ous efforts immensely improved the labor conditions of their sex in 
factories and miscellaneous occupations. And beyond expectation 
new legislation was enacted for the benefit of women and minors of 
both sexes. Early in the session a bill was introduced in the Senate 
for the creation of a Wage Board in the Department of Labor 
and Factory Inspection, with power to determine and enforce in 
any industry a scale of fair minimum wages. Nobody thought 
there was a ghost of a chance for its passage. As the weeks wore 
on it seemed to be slowly dying. But on the day before adjourn- 
ment, it suddenly rose from the dead and after being amended in 
some respects easily passed both Houses of the General Assembly. 
Such legislative action in the State was revolutionary. Nothing 
like it, I think, had occurred in Connecticut since colonial days. 

Harmonious action on labor was a lull in a fierce political storm 
which shook Connecticut’s Capitoline Hill over legislation for con- 
trolling the manufacture and sale of alcoholic liquors in the event 
that the Volstead Act were liberalized or the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment repealed. A Commission of seven members which was ap- 
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proved by the press generally prepared a liquor bill. It was re- 
ceived by the Assembly in ominous silence. Then talking in low 
voices was heard around the lobby of the Capitol. There were con- 
ferences between outside politicians and members of the Assembly 
in small dark rooms under the eaves. Rumors were soon afloat that 
the Commission’s liquor bill was to receive its quietus, first in the 
House where the Republican majority was overwhelming and then 
in the Senate by a coalition between the Republican minority and 



those Democratic members who had taken part in the minor court 
deal. It leaked out that another bill was to be substituted which 
would decentralize liquor control, presumably by turning it over 
to the counties where it was in the old times before national pro- 
hibition came in, when the issuance of licenses by county commis- 
sioners was a weapon of tremendous political power. 

As soon as I became convinced of the essential truth of these ru- 
mors which were becoming more explicit every day, I went over the 
radio on the evening of my birthday, April 10, in a sober address 
to the people of the State on the crisis in liquor control which was 
near at hand. In broad outline I described to them the Commission’s 
bill which aimed to prevent the manufacture and sale of alcoholic 
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liquors from falling back into the old arena of political manipula- 
tion. I told them that though I stood unalterably for the bill I must 
have their immediate active support in order to win the battle 
against the relentless opposition of politicians who put patronage 
above the public welfare. I appealed to them, if they agreed with 
me, to make their views known, by letter and telephone, to the mem- 
bers of the General Assembly, whose leaders I named. 

The response to my appeal was instant and beyond my fondest 
expectations. Nearly all the newspapers of the State came out 
vigorously for centralized control under the Commission’s bill. 
Likewise the clergy of every communion, Catholic, Protestant and 
Jew. Likewise men of all professions and occupations, educators 
and civic and welfare orders and associations, without distinction, 
whether they were for or against an emasculated Volstead Act and 
the repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment. At no time in my long 
memory had there ever been so widespread an awakening of public 
opinion in the State. Telegrams, letters, resolutions, and telephone 
messages bombarded my office and members of the General As- 
sembly. It was one loud voice in support of the Governor, reverber- 
ating over the hills and through the valleys of Connecticut. 

Nevertheless, in defiance of public opinion, the Republican or- 
ganization moved forward with its secret plan and on April 13 
the House received from the Judiciary Committee a report recom- 
mending the rejection of the Commission’s bill and the passage of 
a substitute, not for the control of all kinds of alcoholic liquors, 
but merely for the control of the manufacture and sale of beer 
up to 4> per cent alcoholic content, as had been made legal by the 
Congress of the United States. The reason given by the leader of 
the House for the exclusion of spirituous liquors was that, while 
the demand for beer regulation was urgent, legislation in regard 
to liquor of high alcoholic voltage could wait for further consider- 
ation until after the State had ratified an amendment to the Fed- 
eral Constitution repealing the Eighteenth Amendment ; perhaps, 
a political prophet predicted, some two years hence, if ever. 

Members of the House who had not been let into the secret con- 
claves were amazed by the extreme decentralization of wine and 
beer control which in its downward course did not stop at the coun- 
ties but sank to the low level of the towns, any one of which might 
regulate the manufacture and sale of legal beer and wine in almost 
any way it desired. Town clerks were designated as the agents for 
the issue of permits, for which any citizen twenty-one years of 
age or over, whoever he might be, an A1 Capone for example, was 
eligible if he had $25 in his pocket. There were no restrictions on 
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the days of sale except Sundays and none whatever on hours of 
day or night. If a town so ordained, it might have a chain of 
saloons, centers of political intrigue, running the length of every 
street. As a cool-headed Republican remarked, “the bill contained 
the best method in the world for putting beer and politics to- 
gether.” The proposed act was popularly named the “Baldwin- 
Alcorn Beer Bill,” for the reputed authors were Raymond Baldwin 
and Howard Alcorn, the respective Republican leaders of the 
House and the Senate. 

When Mr. Baldwin presented the new bill and moved that it be 
made the order of the day for April 18, the House was thrown into 
an uproar. He was asked if the Judiciary Committee had arranged 
for a public hearing on so important a measure. He replied that 
there was no time for that. Then the fun began. A Republican 
member protested against this haste, flourishing his arms and 
pounding his desk. Others followed suit. From time to time in the 
confusion of debate motions were made that the House adjourn, 
none of which prevailed. A facetious member proposed adjourn- 
ment until January, 1935. In the end April 18 was set for action. 

On the evening of April 14 I went on the air again to explain 
the provisions of the beer bill which I denounced as a subterfuge 
to kill the Commission’s bill. I asked that the fight be kept up re- 
lentlessly. Lieutenant Governor Wilcox as the high-ranking Re- 
publican of the Assembly was delegated to reply to my onslaught. 
He evaded the main question, state vs. town control, confining his 
speech to mild abuse of an emotional Governor and to the inquisi- 
tional character of the Commission’s bill because it provided for 
inspectors who were free to nose around in any place where alco- 
holic liquors were sold. I countered by recalling that the State also 
had bank, factory, and milk inspectors to see to it that the law 
was enforced. 

By noon of April 18 gallery and lobby were filled with visitors 
who came to listen to what proved to be an acrimonious four-hour 
debate, in the midst of which Representative Goodman, as pre- 
arranged, quietly moved that the Bald win- Alcorn bill be amended 
by striking out all after the enacting clause and inserting in lieu 
thereof the Commission’s bill. This action was taken, after a pro- 
longed hot debate during which the leader of the House failed in an 
attempt to force an adjournment. The bill was passed by a ma- 
jority of 4 votes, 63 Republicans voting for it in defiance of their 
leader, Two days later the amended bill passed the Senate by a 
vote of 27 to 7, and on my quick signature the Commission’s 
bill became a law, having lost in the progress through the General 
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Assembly nothing but its title. Mobilized public opinion had won 
a notable victory over a political organization. 

It soon became clear to everyone that the act- needed several 
amendments, but all attempts at revision met with the loud op- 
position of the young Republican masters, who said that the Gov- 
ernor had got the act he wanted and now let him take the respon- 
sibility for the consequences. I determined, on the day before the 
General Assembly must adjourn, to shift the failure of necessary 
amendments upon the shoulders where it belonged. At the opening 
of the session that morning I sent in to that honorable body a 
special message expressing disappointment that no consideration 
had been given to certain proposed amendments to the Liquor Con- 
trol Act, generally regarded as essential, and particularly to one 
for rectifying an oversight in the bill which would work injustice 
to hotels in the sale of wine and beer. At that late date no action 
could be taken except on a suspension of the rules, a motion for 
which failed of passage in both Houses. And the Senate refused 
to receive my draft of a bill for the .benefit of hotels, on the pretext 
that the Governor was overstepping his constitutional powers in 
suggesting legislation in so definite a form. I took the rebuff in 
good humor and left the next card to be played by three prominent 
Republicans of Hartford who called on J. Henry Roraback with 
the request that he give the word to his lieutenants to let “the 
Governor’s” amendments go through — or Cross would sweep the 
State in the next election. One of the three told me that Roraback 
was really in favor of the Commission’s bill but had opposed it and 
its amendments because I had not reappointed two Republican 
Commissioners of large departments whom, above all others, he 
wished to have retained. He had waited, he said, a long time to see 
what I would do. In other words, he was waiting for me to let him 
have those two Commissioners in exchange for Republican sup- 
port of a liquor control act on which he knew my heart was set. I 
was in no mood for a trade of this kind. I preferred a fight to the 
finish. 

What happened that night I never knew except by inference. 
The next morning a series of amendments was introduced and all 
quickly passed the Senate without debate. An hour or two later 
the House took concurrent action. Evidently Roraback had given 
new commands by which he saved the Republican party from 
complete disaster. As for me, I had won, with the aid of the public, 
centralized control of the manufacture and sale of alcoholic 
liquors under a Commission of three members to be appointed by 
the Governor. 
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Before the General Assembly adjourned I set a date, under the 
authority of a special Act of that honorable body, for the election 
of delegates to a Convention for the purpose of ratifying or re- 
jecting an Amendment to the Constitution of the United States, 
as proposed by Congress, for the repeal of the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment. On Tuesday, July 11, at ten o’clock in the forenoon the dele- 
gates met in the Hall of the House of Representatives for that 
historic Convention. As I sat on the sidelines watching the pro- 
cedure, the fifty delegates one by one answered yea on the question 
of repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment. There was no debate. 

Connecticut was the twelfth State to ratify the amendment for 
repeal. In a short speech the president of the Convention, Lucius 
Robinson, predicted that national prohibition would soon be at an 
end. In a longer speech, in which I emphasized “the stupendous 
task” which awaited us in the enforcement of the State’s Liquor 
Control Act, I enlarged rhetorically on Robinson’s prediction, 
saying: “The Eighteenth Amendment seems to be going rather 
fast. I look forward to the time, not far off, when it shall be com- 
pletely gone, leaving only the memory of it behind. When that 
time comes, you men and women who have fought the good fight 
. . . may furl your banners and lay them aside among memora- 
bilia for the edification as well as the entertainment of your de- 
scendants.” That time came in December. 



XXIV. Rest from Labor 


AFTER the adjournment of the General Assembly I en- 
joyed several weeks of comparative rest from daily labor 
r » under the Capitol dome reverberating with voices. On 
JL JH^Monday of Harvard’s Commencement week (June 19), 
I gave in Sanders Theater the annual Phi Beta Kappa oration 
under the auspices of the Harvard Chapter. It was in my estima- 
tion the most signal honor in my literary career to be invited to 
take a place in the long line of scholars and men of letters who 
since colonial days had addressed Harvard members of America’s 
oldest and most distinguished academic society. I ventured to take 
a cue for my address from that famous Phi Beta oration which 
Emerson delivered at Harvard in 1837, reminding my audience 
that 1837 and 1933 were alike in that they were both years of 
“economic confusion and public upheaval,” and yet Emerson had 
no word about hard times, which must have been in the minds of 
all his hearers. “Looking beyond turmoil and distress, he did not 
let his gaze wander, for more than a moment, from the ultimate 
triumph of the human spirit over material things.” He believed 
that “the day is always his who works in it with serenity and great 


By a coincidence Archibald MacLeish, another Yale man, gave 
the Phi Beta Kappa poem in which he retold the last incidents in 
the story of Ulysses’ ten years of wanderings back to his Ithacan 
home which he had left peaceful and prosperous, only to find the 
land now in the throes of war and distress. The poem was a happy 
application of an ancient myth to the wide world of 1933. Both 
of us had essentially the same theme. 

The next Thursday I was in Cambridge again, with Maj. Gene 
Tunney, to attend the Harvard Commencement, which was held 
under an immense tent erected in the historic Sever Quadrangle. 
It was the last time that A. Lawrence Lowell was to preside over 
the ceremonies of Commencement Day, for he was then retiring as 
President of Harvard after twenty-five years of distinguished serv- 
ice not only to Harvard but to university education throughout 
the country. From him I received on that memorable day the hon- 
orary degree of LL.D. along with Alfred E. Smith and the British 
and French Ambassadors to the United States. I was now both a 


Yale man and a Harvard man. 

The midsummer Governors’ Conference was held this year in 
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California, for the discussion of problems which are supposed to 
concern all the States of the Union. Kenneth Wynne, a perfect 
traveling companion, went out with me. On the way we stopped 
over in Chicago, where with other Governors from the East and 
South we visited the World’s Fair as guests of the officials. Towards 
evening the whole party, Governors, aides, wives, and other mem- 
bers of their families, boarded the Governors’ Special for the 
Golden Gate. 

Just across the California border near Truclcee the train came 
to a sudden stop at midnight and the whistle blew. Some of us 
thought it was a holdup. Women screamed and all of us were a bit 
frightened. But it was only the end of our railway journey. Soon 
Governor Rolph, state and municipal officials, and Will Rogers 
were jumping aboard. They had crossed the mountains in a caval- 
cade of automobiles to greet us in a fake holdup, conceived and 
executed, I daresay, by the humorist of the movies. They had an 
old cannon drawn up to give us a nineteen-gun salute. But as it had 
to be reloaded for each shot it was slow shooting. So to keep us 
awake huge roman candles were shot off between times, Meanwhile 
our special cars were safely sidetracked. Most of us decided to 
remain aboard until daybreak, some sleeping, some refreshing 
themselves in the observation car. 

Early the next morning we were all taken by automobile to 
beautiful Lake Tahoe. On a slope above it was a very fine stand of 
tall and graceful fir trees, which was being christened Governors’ 
Grove. Each Governor in the party was asked to dedicate a tree 
in his own name to his State. For Connecticut I chose a perfect fir 
which rose high above many othez-s and was, according to a forester, 
about my own age. 

After luncheon we drove to Truckee, a small ramshackle town 
frequented by lumberjacks and cowpunchers who put on a rodeo 
for our entertainment, under Will Rogers as commander in chief. 
For two hours we sat on a platform watching that exhibition of 
horsemanship, under heat so terrific that now r and then we had to 
step down on the thin grass to keep the soles of our feet from 
blistering. Then we took our seats in a long train of automobiles for 
a three-hour trip over the Sierras to Sacramento, halting only at 
the Danner Monument near the site of the cabin where in covered 
wagon days forty of eighty Illinois men and women and children, 
overtaken by blizzards and deep snows on their way to the El 
Dorado of the West, perished from hunger and cold. That dreadful 
tragedy my father used to tell me about when I was a boy. 

The dark cloud which hujig over our spirits there lifted as we 
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went on and began to climb the mountains along the edge of deep 
wooded canyons, magnificent in their changing colors under the 
light of a brilliant sun. In the distance the Sierras looked like long 
thin knives which needed sharpening. Then we went over the top 
and made the long descent into the broad California plains. The 
day, from one midnight to another, closed with a dinner given to 
the Governors by the city of Sacramento and a reception by Gov- 
ernor and Mrs. Rolph at the Executive Mansion. 

The next morning, the Governors met for the first session of 
their Conference in the Chamber of the House of Representatives 
at Sacramento with the members of the legislature, then in session, 
as spectators. It was a formal affair. Governor Rolph bid us wel- 
come in an eloquent speech, and silver-tongued Governor Black- 
wood of South Carolina responded in still higher-sounding phrases. 
The Secretary of War, George H. Dern, was there also, to bring 
the greetings of President Roosevelt and, at his request, to urge 
cooperation of the States with the Federal Government in the in- 
dustrial emergency. Thereupon Governor McNutt of Indiana 
moved that the Governors pledge “their full-hearted active sup- 
port of the President’s recovery program.” As prearranged, I 
made a short speech seconding the motion, which was unanimously 
carried. Thus ended the preliminary session of the Conference. 

A few hours later we moved on to San Francisco in a special 
train, were met by a military guard, and later repaired to the 
Memorial Opera House (I think) where we were seated on the 
stage with the Mayor and other city and state officials. I sat be- 
tween the chairman and Will Rogers, facing an immense audience. 
At last Will was called on for a speech. In burlesque of preceding 
orators, who had extolled San Francisco above the highest heavens, 
he praised some of the less admirable characteristics of “Frisco,” 
and went on to say something about Los Angeles, which no one had 
yet mentioned. As soon as he uttered the word “Frisco,” the chair- 
man nudged him in the back and in a sharp whisper asked him to 
cut out all that, for it would offend San Franciscans. But Will 
kept on saying “Frisco” in nearly every sentence, offering as his 
apology that as everybody down his way always called the city 
“Frisco,” he supposed “Frisco” was the right name. 

The Conference got down to business the next morning in the 
Supreme Court Chambers at San Francisco and put in the day 
discussing tax exemptions and the sales tax. One day we spent 
visiting the Yosemite. As we came down into the park after view- 
ing the valley from Glacier Point, I was a little startled by the 
sight of a big black bear sitting by the roadside while deer were 
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feeding near him. A harmless fellow, we were told, just sitting 
there as a beggar for a morsel of sweetmeat from passersby. We 
were warned if we gave him a pittance to drop it on the ground and 
let him pick it up, or he would grab both pittance and hand, mak- 
ing no distinction between the one and the other. Like the race 
of men, he would take everything within his reach. 

We dined sumptuously at a hotel facing Glacier Point and 
waited on until darkness settled down on the valley to see the fa- 
mous firefall down that great height. The first sight of it was a 
bright light on the edge of Glacier Point rising, it was said, from a 
burning mass of fir bark which in a few minutes was pushed over 
the precipice, falling in a cataract of red-hot coals down the sheer 
mountainside. The spectacle was a bumptious stunt of man to out- 
rival nature. 

After a full day and the night before in Yosemite we left on a 
midnight train for Los Angeles. The slight business of the Con- 
ference over, everything was now to be play. I kept close to Will 
Rogers whose comment on the Governors I liked. He wondered 
why “Cross of Connecticut, a pleasant fellow who has a bunch of 
degrees after his name till it sounds like a radio station . . . was 
slumming in politics.” 

One evening Will presided as toastmaster at a banquet given at 
the Ambassador Hotel by the city of Los Angeles. At the head 
table were the visiting Governors, Governor Rolph, and local of- 
ficials. He addressed us not as distinguished guests but as “dis- 
tinguished guys.” One by one he asked the Governors to rise as he 
presented them to the diners with wisecracks, giving them no chance 
to come back at him until he reached me. I had been talking about 
“Bacon and Shakespeare and Winchell,” he claimed, until he had 
all he could take of it. He described me as “an old barking prairie 
dog” and, after a little hesitation, remarked, “I think I had better 
let him bark for a few minutes.” 

I had to accept the challenge. In turn I described Will as a 
prairie dog who with a rougher voice than mine was trying to 
climb into a Governor’s chair, who had been Mayor of Beverly 
Hills but, for reasons everybody knew, had not been reelected, 
who was now afflicted with the delusion that he was Governor of 
Oklahoma because he was born there. While running on in this 
way, I observed for the first time that no woman at the tables was 
smoking a cigarette. I paused to congratulate them on never hav- 
ing acquired a habit common among the ladies of the Atlantic 
coast of smoking two or three cigarettes between the courses of 
a dinner. This praise of California ladies broke their icy-cold 
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behavior. They lmd refrained, it appeared, from smoking out of 
respect to a dignified bench of Governors, who, they assumed, had 
no human frailties. I had hardly ceased speaking before the smoke 
of a hundred cigarettes began curling up from all parts of the 
large dining hall. 

Will or somebody else arranged for a grand entertainment of 
the Governors’ party at Hollywood, which began with a noon re- 
ception and luncheon at which Jean Harlow acted as hostess for 
the studios. At the luncheon I was assigned a chair between her 
and Marie Dressier. It was a difficult seat, for I had to adjust my 
conversation to two different tunes, alternating one with the other. 
Marie Dressier liked to talk about her art and the roles she had 
taken, and insisted that she was going on to the end in spite of the 
fact she was suffering from a mortal disease. I admired her more 
and more as she went on from incident to incident in her career. 

Jean Harlow, the first of the platinum blondes, also talked about 
herself when encouraged to do so by several questions I asked. 
She, too, was devoted to her art ; but she was less independent in 
character. When I offered her a cigarette she turned to Marie 
Dressier and asked her if she might take a few whiffs. Marie re- 
plied, “I think, my dear, that you had better not smoke in this 
company.” But when I lighted a cigar, Marie changed her mind 
and told Jean that she might have just one cigarette. Before the 
luncheon was over Jean Harlow told me the story of her famous 
platinum gown, which she wore on that occasion. 

When I next visited Hollywood both Jean Harlow and Marie 
Dressier were no longer living. 

One day I broke away from the rest of the party to visit the 
University of California at Los Angeles for a more normal day 
with my friends there, President Ernest Moore, a former colleague 
on the Yale faculty, and Professor Frederic Blanchard, who had 
been one of my students in the Graduate School. A few years be- 
fore, President Moore had driven me out to look over the new site 
of the University — acres of wild land on the lower slope of the 
Santa Monica Mountains, overlooking Hollywood with a distant 
g lim pse of the Pacific Ocean. Since then great and beautiful groups 
of buildings had risen. It was a remarkable achievement and I al- 
most wished that instead of “slumming in politics” I had joined the 
faculty three years before as a lecturer after my retirement from 
Yale. As it was, I accepted an invitation to give one lecture the 
next March before faculty and students. 

The day of rest with old friends put me in prime trim for the 
next morning, which was Sunday, July 30, when Will Rogers was 
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to have a roundup of Governors on his ranch at Beverly Hills. On 
the way there, I stopped with Kenneth Wynne at the Los Angeles 
Breakfast Club for my farewell address to California. Breakfast 
was over. Members and guests filled an auditorium. Secretary 
Dern, Governor Rolph, several visiting Governors, and a group of 
business and professional men were there. As usual, extravagant 
praises were being heaped upon California without reservation. 
No one, for instance, since we came into the State, had yet dared 
to utter the word “earthquake.” No Governor from the East or 
South had a good word for his own State in comparison with Cali- 
fornia. When it came to my little speech, I decided to bring in 
Connecticut. As scraps of what I said got into the newspapers, I 
can now recall with their help the gist of my farewell : 

“I am going back to Connecticut. I shall be glad to go, for it 
is my home. Connecticut cannot compare with California in grand 
scenery. It has no Sierras, no Yosemite Valley. Our mountains, 
10,000 feet high in prehistoric times, have been worn down to 
grass-covered hills. We have no trees thousands of years old, rising 
three hundred feet in defiance of heaven like the Tower of Babel, 
which Jehovah destroyed for the Children of Israel. Our elms, oaks, 
and maples rarely live beyond a century but they are beautiful 
■while they live. We can boast of no palm trees like yours, which 
have no roots in the soil and so feed on hot air for a brief time and 
then topple over in a gust of wind. Some of you say that your huge 
sequoia date from the Reptilian Age. We have no reptiles in Con- 
necticut except harmless garden snakes, which children play with. 
Perhaps a rattler or a copperhead is now and then encountered in 
the cliffs of those hills which were once mountains. The earth- 
quakes which threw up those mountains all belong to prehistoric 
times. The upheavals ceased with the coming of the Pilgrim Fa- 
thers. I suppose that the eye can get accustomed to your stretches 
of brown grass. But I like better the green grass of Connecticut 
hills and valleys. I have viewed your broad sandy river-beds with 
little streams trickling down through their centers, which, I am 
told, become in rainy seasons mad rushing masses of water which 
jump banks and devastate your low-lying towns. In Connecticut 
everything like everybody is moderately wet or moderately dry. 
The river after which my State is named is usually filled nearly to 
the brim and yet rarely breaks over its banks to damage the fertile 
meadows through which it flows. . . . 

“Governor Rolph now has on his desk two bills just passed by the 
California legislature. One of them provides for a general sales 
tax and the other for a personal income tax. Pie does not know just 
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what to do with them, whether to sign or veto them, or whether 
to sign one and veto the other. He is in a quandary. In Connecticut 
we have neither of these inconvenient kinds of taxation. I invite you 
to come to Connecticut to avoid them. But if you come, stay on un- 
til death overtakes you so that we can get your heirs on a stiff in- 
heritance tax. That, however, shouldn’t worry you as you will 
then be basking in paradise or in some other place equally warm.” 

When we reached Will Rogers’ roundup, he was roping yearlings 
in a meadow below his house. I looked on for an hour. He never 
missed throwing his calves, one after another, however wild. While 
his herd of Governors was waiting for him to come up to the house, 
Mrs. Rogers, a charming woman, sometime a schoolteacher, I 
think, invited me into his library where he kept near his desk en- 
cyclopedias and miscellaneous reference books. She had just typed 
his short paragraphs which were to appear the next morning in a 
syndicate of newspapers. She showed me the original and her clear 
copy, which she was to take to the telegraph office to see that every 
word, as he had written it, went over the wire without a mistake. 

After luncheon Will took us over the ranch. One of his guests 
for a visit of a fortnight was a man in the eighties who grew up with 
Will’s father. They were cowboys together and afterwards each 
had his own ranch. I sat fascinated for a long time while this fine 
old rancher told of the old days when cowboys rode and drank all 
day and drank and gambled all night. He had many hairbreadth 
escapes but came through in good shape and saved money enough 
to buy a ranch which he had recently sold at a good price. He 
remarked casually that he supposed he must give up his gold as 
demanded by the Federal Government, and inquired what I was 
going to do. I replied that I had no gold to give up. He seemed 
surprised. He thought that a Governor must be a rich man. Though 
nothing but a rancher he had saved, he said, $135,000, all in gold, 
packed away in strong boxes of several banks. I asked him why he 
didn’t deposit his dollars in banks where they would draw interest. 
He replied that he never had a bank account, that he always paid 
his bills in cash and got gold for what was left over, and put it 
where it would be safe. “Banks bust up,” he said. “Iron boxes in a 
steel vault never bust.” I mentioned burglars and dynamite. He 
admitted that danger, which he had, however, guarded against by 
distributing his gold in boxes of several banks, so as not to lose all 
if one or two of the banks were blown up. 

This was the last time I saw Will Rogers. He was a true man 
through and through. To be with him even for a little while was 
to love and admire him. About his humor there was nothing arti- 
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ficial, It was a part of himself. He is among my most pleasant 
memories of a long life. 

That evening Wynne and I started for home by a roundabout 
way through the Canadian Rockies. With us were Governor and 
Mrs. McNutt and their friend Miss Lucy Taggart, an artist, a 
daughter of Tom Taggart, the well-known politician. It was the 
right sort of party for a good time, and we had it, though the 
heat on that train became barely endurable. In the absence of 
thermometers which we searched for in vain, we guessed that the 
temperature must have stood still at 110° for two days. I longed 
for cool Connecticut hills. 



XXV. Labor without Rest 


a FTER an absence of three weeks, I was again in my office 

/ ik a * : ^ le Capitol. Evidence was at hand to indicate that 
/ % there was spreading over Connecticut a spirit of restless- 
_JL A. ness, occasioned in part by recent national and state leg- 
islation, which, being out of the usual order, perplexed the people. 
It was the business of the Governor to explain the intent of the new 
legislation in conferences and in radio and other addresses and so 
allay unjustified fears. All this and much more I undertook as a 
task which permitted no rest for many months. 

More than ever I went about among the people of the State. It 
was the year when Windsor and Wethersfield celebrated the ter- 
centenary of their first weak settlements. I greeted President 
Roosevelt when he attended the Yale Commencement in June, 1934 ; 
and on a private understanding with President Angell I inter- 
rupted the ceremonies by presenting William Lyon Phelps, the 
public orator himself, for an honorary degree. Neither Billy Phelps 
nor the audience was in the secret. The surprise of both was fol- 
lowed by loud cheers for Yale’s great and popular teacher. I gave 
addresses on public affairs at the Universities of Rochester and 
Oklahoma, and at the University of California at Los Angeles. 
At Hollywood again I had a chance to study the making of pic- 
tures, undisturbed by social engagements. But with these excep- 
tions I kept close to Connecticut. 

Not long after my return from California several delegations of 
citizens from Fairfield County, headed by their Planning Asso- 
ciation, urged the immediate construction of the Merritt Park- 
way. Their request was reinforced by a petition bearing a thou- 
sand names. The proposal of the majority was a special session 
of the General Assembly to reconsider a bill which, after a public 
hearing, had been rejected by both Houses at the regular session 
only a few months before. That bill, which provided for a local 
authority to build and maintain the Parkway, with funds to be 
obtained by the issue of bonds and the imposition of tolls, I told 
them frankly, would, in my opinion, still stand no chance of pas- 
sage. The Parkway, when completed, would become a section of 
an integrated system of state highways which should be built and 
kept within the jurisdiction of the Highway Commissioner. Con- 
necticut had got rid of toll roads and toll bridges and would not be 
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disposed to revert to the old practice unless it were absolutely 
necessary. For these reasons I declined to call a special session of 
the General Assembly. Instead of that I promised to call a con- 
ference in my office with the Highway Commissioner whom they 
might prod with questions to their hearts’ content. 

I recall the amazed look in the eyes of members of the Fairfield 
County Planning' Association when Commissioner MacDonald in- 
formed them at that conference that, after overcoming many dif- 
ficulties, he was now nearly ready to let contracts for the construc- 
tion of the first nine miles of the Parkway from the border of New 
York State, for which he had, in prospect, ample funds, State and 
Federal, without resort to tolls to pay the interest on bonds. There 
followed an animated, a bit acrimonious, discussion of details, 
which came to a head in a subsequent mass meeting in Greenwich. 
The Commissioner was for a well-graded, fairly straight road. The 
spokesmen for Fairfield County were for a winding road, following 
the natural contour of the land, with less grading. Such a road, 
they thought, w’ould be not only more picturesque but an incentive 
to slow driving. Agitation over the Commissioner’s layout of the 
Parkway did not cease until the next spring when dirt began to 
fly. Inasmuch as Commissioner MacDonald could now proceed 
to construct a full quarter of the entire mileage of the Parkway, 
I could see no good reason why it should not be left to the next 
General Assembly to provide means for its completion. In the 
meantime I hoped to obtain financial assistance from the Federal 
Government. 

In the summer of 1933 the N.R.A. was just coming into full 
force. I rather liked the dynamic and temperamental Federal Ad- 
ministrator of the act, General J ohnson, because I could never fore- 
tell what he might do. There was just enough opposition in Con- 
necticut to any outside interference with economic forces to awaken 
his ire. One of his aides was reported as saying: “We have done 
all we can in Connecticut. The State can now go to hell.” I pro- 
tested against these defamatory remarks about “the land of steady 
habits” and received from General J ohnson a nice letter in apology. 
Afterwards I reviewed with him, Governor Lehman, and others 
the mammoth N.R.A. parade in New York City. We laughed over 
our passage at arms. I could tell him that manufacturers and busi- 
nessmen in Connecticut were cooperating to make the N.R.A. a 
success, that the Blue Eagle was hanging in windows all over the 
State, and that Hartford was to have an N.R.A. parade, too. 

The labor unrest which gave me grave concern arose from a 
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rather general misunderstanding of the codes in various industries, 
and in some instances, I am sorry to say, from attempts by em- 
ployers of labor to evade by devious ways their obligations under 
the codes. Whether justified or not, complaints were common from 
labor groups that they were being gypped by manufacturers. 
Unfortunately, Connecticut had no industrial board competent 
to deal effectively with labor disputes. There was, it is true, a so- 
called Board of Mediation and Arbitration which had been created 
back in 1895 during the business depression of that time ; but it 
had led an idle life of nearly forty years because it had no power 
to take action in a labor conflict except on the request of the parties 
concerned. My appointees to the Board all resigned. There was 
nothing, they said, for them to do. Efforts on my part, while the 
General Assembly of 1933 was in session, to persuade representa- 
tives of capital and labor to approve legislation for giving the 
Board initiative power in the settlements of disputes and strikes 
were met with indifference or with a decisive ‘no.’ So when trouble 
became acute over codes, I had to look elsewhere for means to 
enforce them. 

On my request Washington appointed a State Advisory Com- 
mittee of five members to handle all disputes relevant to codes and 
to report for legal action any violations of them which were dis- 
covered. When the N.R.A. was superseded by other Federal 
agencies, the State Department of Labor was designated to carry 
on similar work, with additional authority to settle strikes by 
round-table conferences with representatives of both sides to a 
controversy. If this method failed, then the Governor stepped in 
with his own conference. If he also failed, it was his business to see 
that order was maintained until the strike wore out. Fortunately 
there were comparatively few cases of this desperate kind. During 
the year 1931 the Labor Department settled, with the cooperation 
of the Federal Government, more than a hundred disputes, many 
of which would have culminated in strikes except for skillful pre- 
ventive measures. As a guard against the development of bitter- 
ness between employer and employee, disputes, even those which 
bore the threat of strikes, were rarely reported to the newspapers. 
Business went on quietly without appreciable loss in production 
and wages, despite rumblings beneath the surface. 

However, the rumblings suddenly broke out in eruptions during 
the autumn of 1934<, beginning with a strike ip a textile mill in 
Manchester, and thence spreading to five or six other textile mills 
in the eastern part of the State. The points of dispute were the 
wage scale and the stretch-out system. Both parties in the conflict 
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were determined to fight to a finish. Instead of listening to appeals 
for a peaceful settlement, the Manchester workers, having nothing 
to do, roamed through industrial districts in “flying squadrons” 
fomenting sympathetic strikes in other textile plants, or, if a strike 
was already on, joining picket lines. The situation became very 
difficult to deal with when flying squadrons began to invade the 
State from industrial towns in Massachusetts and Rhode Island. 

Two considerable strikes which had been smoldering for some 
time hurst into flame when I was out of the State. The first was at 
Danielson, the second at Putnam, a short distance away. After a 
talk with the State Police Commissioner, whose men were on the 
scene to prevent disorder, I had concluded that it would be per- 
fectly safe for me to take a run up to Sunapee, New Hampshire, on 
Sunday evening, September 9, to close my cottage there. I advised 
my office that I would return not later than the following Tuesday 
afternoon, and left orders that, in case of trouble anywhere, I be 
called back immediately. A three-hour journey would bring me 
to the Capitol. On my arrival in Hartford at 6 p. m. that Tuesday, 
I was dismayed by big headlines in the newspapers announcing 
that Lieutenant Governor Wilcox, at the urgent request of the 
managers of two textile plants, municipal and town officials, and 
the sheriff of the county, had ordered the Adjutant General to call 
out several companies of the National Guard and to despatch 
them at once to Danielson where there had been a serious clash 
between the State Police and strikers the night before, and to Put- 
nam where there had been a less serious clash on Tuesday morning. 
More Foot Guard units were being mobilized for duty the next 
morning, among them a machine-gun company. 

The Lieutenant Governor was not available for a little talk, but 
I managed to get word to him that I was back on the job and his 
public worries were over. The Adjutant General gave a full ac- 
count of the situation as it had developed during the day. I ex- 
pressed some surprise that I had not been informed of what was 
happening. Any one of my office staff could have reached me over 
the telephone in five minutes or sent me a telegram which would 
have been delivered without delay. He replied that it was his func- 
tion to obey the instructions of his superior without asking ques- 
tions. I ordered him to demobilize the machine-gun company at 
once and to hold at the Hartford and New Haven armories the 
other National Guard units which he was mobilizing. Before pro- 
ceeding further in this business I was going to make a tour of the 
strike area. He warned me against the danger of confronting an 
angry mob, but his warning gave me no fears. 
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I called up Kenneth Wynne who like me had just read in a 
newspaper the extraordinary news of the day. He promised to be 
in Hartford the next morning ready for a day’s trip. Several news- 
papers were now to have some fun with a quixotic Governor who 
imagined that he could settle a strike by a joy ride. 

Wednesday morning we set out for the Woodstock Fair, on the 
edge of the strike area, where I was to make an address. By ar- 
rangement we met there the sheriff of Windham County, who told 
us what he knew. Then we three began the tour through the strike 
centers, unheralded. At Putnam everybody — men, women, and 
children — seemed to be on the street watching the pickets as they 
strolled in pairs in front of the Belding-Heminway-Corticelli silk 
mills, while the militia stood by armed with guns and fixed bayonets 
ready for action. The crowd of spectators were armed with baskets 
of tomatoes. Instead of being pelted with rotten tomatoes, we were 
greeted with the shout, “That is the Governor’s car,” and a min- 
ute later with, “There is the Governor.” At Putnam, as later at 
Danielson, I invited the strike leaders to send a delegation to the 
Capitol the next afternoon for a conference. The peaceful shouts 
continued until we left the scene. 

At Danielson all was quiet. The President of the big Powdrell 
and Alexander curtain plant there had closed his mills with the 
intention, however, of resuming work as soon as might be feasible. 
I assured him and the first selectman of the town of ample pro- 
tection when that time came. I visited the scene of the “riot” on 
Monday night and reviewed a Military Police Company, which, 
I was pleased to observe, was equipped, not with rifles and bayonets, 
but with clubs and side arms. I saw few strikers. At Willimantic, 
to which some troops were transferred that day from Danielson 
in fear of trouble at the American Thread Company, the same 
dead quiet prevailed. A half dozen troopers stood by the gate talk- 
ing. 

The delegations appeared in Hartford promptly at the ap- 
pointed hour. We had a long talk, during which the strikers courte- 
ously urged me to withdraw the troops. With equal courtesy I 
promised to withdraw them as soon as all threats of further dis- 
turbance had subsided. Someone humorously suggested that I 
come over to Putnam as their adviser. I looked towards Joe Tone, 
who was present, and remarked “What’s the matter with Joe 
Tone? He’ll come over and try to keep you within the law and 
report to me every day on your behavior and act as mediator with 
the managers of the mills in the settlement of the strike,” “He’s 
all right !” they shouted in chorus. 
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Joe left for Putnam that night. Except for a flare-up on Mon- 
day, which seemed to require the presence of additional troops, 
order was restored at Putnam and Danielson by that evening, when 
the strikers sent me a pledge that there would be no more violence. 
The next morning, September 18, I ordered the gradual de- 
mobilization of the National Guard. Within two or three days the 
process was completed and the flying squadrons were being driven 
from the highways by the State Police. Strikers were going back 
to work not only in Putnam and Danielson but in other disturbed 
centers. Joe Tone was to be congratulated on his success in set- 
tling a widespread strike with a minimum of bad feeling. On Mon- 
day, September 84, more than 18,000 workers who had been on 
strike in eastern Connecticut were at their looms again. 



XXVI. The Election of 1934 

A MID these strikes the two leading political parties held 
/ ^ le * r State Conventions to nominate their candidates for 
/ ik ^ ovem ^ er ) 1934, election. Again the Democrats took 
-A. JfflL.possession of the Fort Griswold House at Eastern Point, 
a site of good omen, facing the blue waters. I arrived early on 
Wednesday afternoon, September 5, to take part in the preliminary 
organization of the Convention which was to convene at 8 p. m. 
As its chairman, I submitted to a committee a platform of princi- 
ples which was unanimously approved after a few alterations in 
phrasing. All was as serene on the surface as the calm waters 
under a brilliant sun. I dined privately with a few friends. One of 
them was James A. Farley who, by request, had come on from 
Washington to address the Convention. That evening Jim Farley 
and Senator Lonergan made strong appeals for harmony. They 
were greeted with thunderous applause. 

Noisy salutations over, I retired with advisers to my rooms for 
the shirtsleeve business of the night. In a larger apartment on the 
floor above were the headquarters of the captains of the Old Guard 
and their subalterns. One of the captains brought -with him a 
complete ticket of nominations with which they all concurred. My 
name headed the list, then came Dan Leary’s for Lieutenant Gov- 
ernor, “a loyal Democrat, who should be allowed to retrieve his 
defeat in 1930.” When I was shown the ticket by an intermediary, 
I sent back word that under no circumstances could I accept Leary 
and some others they had agreed upon as my running mates. In 
place of Leary I suggested T. Frank Hayes, “the reform Mayor of 
Waterbury” who had miraculously reduced the tax rate of his 
city by some fifteen mills to the dollar, and proposed that other 
names on the ticket be left to a conference. This olive branch met 
with a blank refusal to make any change whatever in the ticket. 
My final word that night to the captains of the Old Guard was 
that they must count me out of their picture. I sent word that I 
was going to bed and must not be disturbed by anything unless 
it were a fire. There was to be, I made it plain, no second edition 
of that old four o’clock scene in pajamas. 

At that moment the telephone bell rang. It was a call from a 
Hartford Club friend who had a summer cottage at Eastern Point. 
He was in the lobby and wanted to bid me good night, he said, 
before going home. He came up to my rooms with a niece and an 
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entertaining young man, whose name I have forgotten. He pro- 
posed that we have a bottle of champagne together as a nightcap. 
Though I was on the water wagon for the duration of the Conven- 
tion, I yielded to the temptation, for I was tired after a hard day. 
Just as I was about to order the champagne, the young man un- 
buttoned his coat and displayed two bottles of “Cliquot Club, 
Yellow Label.” My troubles were soon washed away. 

I was abed by midnight and asleep a few minutes after. When I 
rose, after sis hours of unbroken sleep, and walked through the 
hallway, the only sound was the chorus of snorers. I descended 
by a back stairway to the lobby where nobody was in sight but a 
clerk behind his desk. I stepped out upon the broad front veranda 
and was enchanted by a sea rippling in the sunshine. It was an 
hour too early for breakfast, so I took a long stroll along the shore. 
When the time came, I was the first to have breakfast. No one else 
was in the dining room. I was alone, fancy-free. I took another 
stroll, sitting for a while on the rocks, smoking a cigar. When I 
returned to the hotel, delegates were at breakfast. I went into the 
dining room to look up Ken Wynne. There was considerable com- 
motion through the hall. A rumor was spreading that I had posi- 
tively refused to head a ticket framed by party leaders in a secret 
session. As no one had seen me that morning, and as my automobile 
was gone, delegates feared that I had run out on them. I told 
them how I had spent the morning and why they were unable to 
find an automobile which had been put up for the night at the 
Groton Police barracks along with my chauffeur, Tom Wilson. 
I assured the delegates that I intended to stay with them until 
the Convention adjourned; but that I would not head a ticket cer- 
tain of defeat the moment it was nominated. My name, I said 
jocosely, was not big enough to give value to a row of political 
ciphers. 

Reporters listened in. They had a story to tell of what hap- 
pened in the rooms above me after I went to bed, through “the 
glamorous hours” till daybreak. This time the captains of the Old 
Guard were going to “call the Governor’s bluff for good.” One 
proposal of the defeatists was “to throw the election overboard by 
drafting a straw-man ticket for the Republicans to knock down.” 
In this way the Governor and his appointees would be forever 
kicked out of politics with one fell swoop. The Old Guard, thus on 
top, would he able to nominate its own ticket, without interference, 
in 1936, and win the election under the banner of President Roose- 
velt who was sure to be renominated. To this desperate plan, it was 
understood, Prank Maloney, slated for nomination as candidate 
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for the United States Senate, strenuously objected. He was no 
more willing than I to lead a forlorn hope. 

Even the captains of the Old Guard were reluctant to sacrifice 
Maloney’s chance of election on the altar of their dislike of the 
Governor. When they came down for a late breakfast they must 
have seen that any attempt to carry through their program would 
end in a riot. Tired and disenchanted, they asked for a confer- 
ence. With very little debate, agreement was reached on a repre- 
sentative ticket which the Convention adopted by acclamation. 

So harmonious was the final scene that a group of reporters 
asked me to tell them frankly whether it had all been a real battle 
or merely a sham which I had pulled off “to give color to the Con- 
vention and to dramatize what would otherwise have been a routine 
affair.” I assured them that it was a real battle which began weeks 
ago and that I came to Eastern Point uncertain of the outcome, as 
they might see by reading the heading on their typewritten copies 
of the acceptance speech which they had in their pockets. “You will 
observe,” I remarked, “that it is a speech described as being given 
by Governor Cross ‘in case he is renominated for Governor.’ ” 
Not all of the reporters seemed to be convinced. “Why that twinkle 
in your eye, Governor, while you say this ?” 

The Republicans held their Convention in Hartford just a week 
later while I was on my “joy ride” through the textile area and 
negotiating with strikers and managers for peace. They nominated 
for Governor Hugh M. Alcorn, the able and courageous State’s 
Attorney for Hartford County, to whom I had recently presented, 
in behalf of the National Flag Association, a medal for his dis- 
tinguished services in the enforcement of the law and in the pre- 
vention of crime. The orator who put his name in nomination said 
of him as a prosecutor, according to the newspapers : “His method 
of attack is relentless, piercing, rapier-like, until his opponent sur- 
renders or flees. . . . The Democrat who challenges him to de- 
bate in this campaign will not do so again.” I did not have to wait 
long for an exhibition of my rival’s belligerent character. His 
aim, it became apparent, was to create in the campaign the atmos- 
phere of a criminal court. The State of Connecticut was to be 
the court room. I was to be put on trial as a feckless Governor, He 
was to be the prosecutor. My fellow citizens wrnre to be the jury 
to listen to a cross-examination on my conduct as Governor. There 
was no judge. 

The most formal way of putting a question was essentially like 
this : “Is it not true, Governor, that on the day when you left for 
your summer home in New Hampshire, there were lying on your 
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desk two and possibly three, telegrams indicating the probable 
necessity of calling troops? I do not expect an answer.” In most 
instances the prosecutor demanded an unequivocal yes or no with- 
out any fencing on my part. But in some instances he evidently did 
not want an emphatic “no” to go to the jury. He held me respon- 
sible for all the strikes in Connecticut because I had failed to resur- 
rect a dead Board of Mediation and Arbitration, ignoring the fact 
that a multitude of labor disputes and strikes growing out of some 
of them had been settled by a live Department of Labor. He scored 
delay in the building of the Merritt Parkway at a time when work 
was going on at full speed with funds partly supplied by the 
Federal Government; when, too, it was alleged, the Republican 
organization was shaking down contractors and foremen for 
contributions to the Republican campaign fund, $100 for a con- 
tractor and $10 for a foreman, while I was intervening to stop this 
sort of thing by both political parties. I was taken to task for 
using phrases like “shake down” and “cough up.” I responded by 
quoting his invitation “to come up and see him some time when 
he became Governor.” 

One charge, that I was responsible for the deficit which might 
have been avoided if I had not launched in 1931 an $8,000,000 
building program, was not often repeated, for it proved to be 
politically inexpedient to suggest that our humane institutions 
should have been left inadequate for the care and cure of patients 
afflicted with physical or mental disease. 

At the very opening of the campaign the Republicans made a 
fatal blunder in their sweeping condemnation of the so-called New 
Deal. The keynoter at their State Convention gave them as slogan : 
“A Mendicant State cannot be a Sovereign State.” Taking his cue 
from this, Alcorn declared that the New Deal was making “mendi- 
cants and beggars” of the people. This remark was a cruel insult 
to a hundred thousand workers in the State who had lost their jobs 
during the industrial depression through no fault of their own. 
In the crisis, mayors and town officials, as I have related, appealed 
in vain to the General Assembly for larger financial assistance in 
mitigating the condition of an accumulating horde of unemployed, 
many of whom were heads of families. The Federal Government 
then stepped in with grants to Connecticut and all the other States 
for relieving distress and for providing work on state and mu- 
nicipal projects. The aim of this policy was not to reduce the un- 
employed to the low level of mendicants but to prevent them from 
becoming such. 

I often recall one unique occasion in this campaign. The head- 
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master of the Hotchkiss School, George Van Santvoord, a former 
colleague of mine at Yale, invited me to come over to Salisbury 
for a barbecue which the Democrats of the town were going to 
give a fortnight later in the near-by park. He asked me to come 
a full hour early for a visit with the trustees of the school after 
the meeting they were to hold that morning. I appeared at the ap- 
pointed time and we all drove out to the park. The air was so 
damp and chill after a night of drizzling rain that the scene of 
the barbecue, which turned out to be an ordinary luncheon, was 
shifted from a grove to the large dining room of Lhe clubhouse. As 
I took a seat by Van Santvoord I expressed surprise that there 
were so many Democrats in his Republican town. He cheerfully 
informed me that more than half of the audience before me were 
Republicans. “Down there in front,” he said, “sit the entire Re- 
publican town committee. They had a meeting here this morning 
and I have invited them to stay on to hear what you have to say.” 
“So this is a trick of yours,” I commented, “to see me put over a 
speech which will satisfy the Democrats and not offend the Re- 
publicans. Watch me.” 

Van Santvoord introduced me as a statesman, not as a politician 
— which provoked laughter and here and there a shuffling of feet. 
There were to be no other speakers, he added, so the Governor may 
talk as long as he likes and say what he pleases. There was no 
laughter over the prospect of a long harangue, but when I rose 
to speak without manuscript or notes sobered faces began to light 
up with relief. Not knowing what I was going to say, I started in 
with something like this: “Sometimes I observe in Democratic 
rallies a few Republicans who, in the words of Shakespeare, seem 
to want to quit the primrose way leading to ‘the everlasting bon- 
fire’ and are ready to climb with me and Bunyan the straight and 
narrow path which leads to the Celestial City. Almost always, also, 
I pick out a Republican spotter on a back seat who has been sent 
in to count and record the names of all the members of his party 
whom he sees there. I easily detect him for he has a way of getting 
up and going out with his list of disloyal Republicans who are in 
for punishment. But never before have I been called upon to ad- 
dress an audience, half slave and half free, to paraphrase Abra- 
ham Lincoln, who purloined his political philosophy from Thomas 
Jefferson, the founder of the Democratic party.” 

Stumped for a moment on how to go on, I hesitated and looked 
towards the seat of my chair. In the pause I was struck by a flash 
of inspiration which enabled me to proceed. “That you may all 
go home contented, I am going to give you three short speeches, 
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which may be rolled into one continuous whole. I will address you 
first as a Republican, then as a Democrat, and last as a statesman 
who looks upon all political issues with an impartial eye.” 

As a Republican I shot at the Governor, thick and fast, a score 
of questions of the “Is it not true?” character to confound him. 
As a Democrat I squirmed under some of the more personal ques- 
tions involving the number of cigars I smoked a day and the 
number of drinks I took. As a statesman, who roams all round 
controversial issues before pulling out the conclusion which he 
already has up his sleeve, I got in a pretty good Democratic speech. 
As a statesman should, I relieved the mental strain of following 
a logical discourse by throwing in glittering generalities, praise 
of Connecticut, the home of constitutional government and three 
centuries of patriots, and, in particular, praise of Salisbury, her 
lakes and streams and mountains, the highest in the State, and the 
quality of the iron ore of her mines, from which were forged the 
cannon that won the independence of the United States of America. 

Whether I gained or lost votes by this oratory I do not know 
for a certainty. But after the election, I saw that in Salisbury I ran 
ahead of my colleagues on the Democratic ticket by 26 votes! At 
the same time Joe Garner Estill, of the Hotchkiss School, was 
elected one of the Representatives of the town to' the General 
Assembly by a majority of 10 over his Republican rival. On the 
whole, Salisbury, in the heart of the enemy’s country, did rather 
well, whatever may have been the reason for it. 

At another rally I was actually introduced under the name of a 
former Republican Governor, then no longer living. The chair- 
man, who must have had several drinks, concluded his glowing 
eulogy with “I now give you His Excellency, Marcus H. Hol- 
comb!” As if unaware of his mistake in nomenclature, the be- 
fuddled chairman looked perplexed when the audience broke out 
in loud laughter. 

This year the best bomb was held back until the Thursday 
before the election so as to give scant time to get on one’s feet 
after the explosion. It w r as a red-hot statement over the signature 
of a fiery labor leader of New London, whose occupation was to 
“pull off” strikes and prolong them as long as he was able. Some- 
how he contrived to get elected President of the Connecticut Fed- 
eration of Labor, allegedly by packing the convention which named 
him. He charged me with leaving my post in the Capitol and going 
on a “fishing trip” while thousands of workers were striking for 
“bread-and-butter wages,” with attempting to quell those thou- 
sands “with bullets, bayonets, and clubs,” and with sending out 
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airplanes to spy on flying squadrons. There was nothing new in 
these and other charges except the violent phrasing. 

The story was “writ large” in the election. All the big industrial 
towns, outside Fairfield County, went Democratic, Hartford lead- 
ing the procession with a plurality running far above 13,000. In 
Fairfield County the Democratic sweep was halted by Jasper Mc- 
Levy, the Socialist candidate for Governor, who polled in that 
county more than 24,000 votes. He carried Bridgeport, of which 
he was “the Reform Mayor,” by a safe plurality, bringing along 
with him three Socialist Senators of the Bridgeport districts, and 
throwing Norwalk and Stamford into the Republican column by 
the votes he received in those towns. In round numbers, 38,000 
votes were cast for McLevy throughout the State, quite enough 
to cut my plurality over the Republican candidate for Gov- 
ernor to 8,599, a few thousand below the pluralities of other 
candidates on the Democratic state ticket. Maloney was elected 
United States Senator and four of the six Democratic candidates 
for the United States House of Representatives likewise came 
through with flying colors. No Democratic victory in Connecticut 
comparable with this had occurred in the memory of men then 

living. , 

The path ahead, however, did not look lined with roses. The 
House of Representatives remained Republican. In the Senate no 
party was to have a majority. Of its 35 members, 17 were to be 
Democrats, 15 Republicans ; and the 3 Socialists would thus hold 
the balance of power. The question which worried me was how, in 
a Senate so composed, I could win approval of the program of 
legislation which I intended to submit to the General Assembly. 
That is a story for the next chapter. 
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I MMEDIATELY after the election I started out on a gen- 
eral survey of the unprecedented situation. First of all, I 
assumed that Democratic, Republican, and Socialist leaders 
in the next General Assembly would stand by the legislative 
programs outlined in their respective platforms, which had much 
in common. Some of the questions yet at issue between the three 
parties I hoped might be settled on the basis of merit or present 
expediency. But whatever the fate of controversial questions, I 
could look forward to a large body of useful legislation concern- 
ing which the three parties were in substantial agreement. 

Other questions were arising on which no party had yet taken 
a definite position. Chief of these was whether the State should 
at once resume a building program, suspended by the depression, 
for putting into prime condition our humane institutions which 
were proving quite inadequate to care for the growing number 
of patients. With a view to proceeding as soon as feasible, I visited 
Washington and readily received from the Public Works Ad- 
ministrator tentative approval of a series of building projects re- 
quiring a total expenditure of $18,000,000, to which or to any 
part of which the Federal Government would contribute 30 per 
cent of the cost. Such a program, which would involve the transfer 
of funds from the Highway Department, or new taxation, or the 
issuance of bonds by the State, I submitted to various party lead- 
ers for their meditation and to the press for editorial comment. 

Both of the old political parties, as expressed in their plat- 
forms, were in favor of the “rapid development of humane in- 
stitutions.” (I quote from the Republican platform of 1934.) But 
neither party had yet presented a plan for the consideration of 
the incoming General Assembly. My object was to give them a 
plan. For a conference on this and other “social legislation” X asked 
Mayor Jasper McLevy, the head and shoulders of the Socialist 
party, to come up and see me. We had a good talk in my office at 
the Capitol, running all the way from hospitals and sanatoria to 
a state jail farm for the segregation of first offenders out of the 
reach of hardened criminals. As a result, certain political leaders 
and partisan newspapers proceeded to charge me with trying to 
make a deal with the Socialists. As a matter of fact, the substance 
of our conversation was all made public, and I had similar talks 
with Republican and Democratic leaders. 
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Alan H. Olmstead, who conducted “The Wailing Wall” in the 
Bridgeport Times-Star , devoted a column to an imaginary account 
of the conversation between Mayor McLevy and myself. Here is a 
strip of it: 

“I’m a common ordinary man,” said McLevy. “I don’t know 
anything about politics.” 

“Neither do I,” said Uncle Toby. 

“I’m just an honest man,” said McLevy. 

“That goes for me, too,” said Uncle Toby, lighting a new 
cheroot. 

“I understand,” said Uncle Toby with a twinkle, “that you have 
been offered a Roraback plum.” 

“My doctor forbids fruit,” said Jasper. 

“It’s fun to shake it down, though,” the Governor commented. 

“Will you tell my fortune?” asked the great Jasper eagerly. 

“The present arrangement of the leaves seems to indicate that 
you and I are going a long way together,” the Governor announced. 

At the time of this episode a cloud of political mischief was 
hanging over proposals for the organization of the Senate, in 
which the Democrats were short one vote of a majority. The 
hope, if there was any, of obtaining that one vote from the So- 
cialists soon faded. They let it be known that they intended to act 
as an independent group outside of any deal with either of the 
other two paz'ties. At first the Republicans were disposed to supply 
the Democrats with the one necessary vote, provided an agree- 
ment could be reached on a division of the spoils of office, such 
as county commissioners and judges of the minor courts. Rumors 
of deals filled the air. 

Suddenly all plans for deals were upset by intrigues in the 
Democratic ranks. The two previous elections it was now conceded 
by the captains of the Old Guard might be regarded as Cross vic- 
tories, inasmuch as he was the only candidate on the Democratic 
state ticket who came through. But the last election was not a Cross 
victory. It was a Democratic victory; specifically it was an Old 
Guard victory. Cross was slipping. He was “the low man” this 
time — no account, of course, being taken of the fact that I alone 
was up against McLevy with his 38,000 votes. The coming man, it 
was said, is Mayor Hayes, “one of us,” who ran ahead of Cross 
by 4,000 votes. On the assumption that I was a back number the 
captains of the Old Guard proceeded with plans for an organiza- 
tion of the Senate against me. In order to do that it was necessary 
for them to have at their command a majority of the 17 Democratic 
Senators. They already had at their bidding 8 Senators from 



314 Connecticut Yankee 

their own districts. Without too much difficulty they persuaded 
a Senator from another district to give himself in exchange for the 
promise of a judgeship in a city court worth perhaps $2,000 a 
year. A majority of one, however obtained, it was anticipated, 
would be just as good as a unanimous vote to put the Governor 
where he belonged. 

Three weeks before the General Assembly was to convene the 
17 Democratic Senators held their caucus to nominate their slate 
of candidates for the major officers of the Senate. Knowing in ad- 
vance the names on that slate, all of them henchmen of the Old 
Guard, I protested against its adoption on the ground that it was 
not representative of the Democratic party as a whole. I asked 
for a general conference of Democratic leaders. I asked in vain. 
One Old Guarder, to whom I appealed over the telephone for a 
conference, bluntly informed me that the slate must stand as it 
was. “Everything has been settled,” he said, adding, “I am sorry 
that you feel humiliated.” I flared back, “There is nothing, sir, 
which you may say or do that will humiliate me.” And I hung up. 

The caucus proceeded according to instructions. Either then or 
later it adopted a unit rule which bound all the 17 Senators to the 
dictation of the Old Guard. The Governor was thus reduced to a 
figurehead by a controlled caucus which would meet from time to 
time when needed for this purpose, and by the officers of the Sen- 
ate, equally subject to the same dictation. Senator Devlin, to be 
President pro tempore of the Senate, would preside over that body 
in the absence of the Lieutenant Governor, and be appointed to 
several important committees. The Old Guard expected to control 
him. Ex-Senator Cooney, as clerk of the Senate, would be able 
to keep the captains of the Old Guard well informed on all pro- 
posed legislation in which they had a particular interest. Senator 
Hagearty, as floor leader, would be the man through whom, if 
custom w T ere followed, the Governor’s measures would be intro- 
duced into the General Assembly. He would be chairman of the 
Judiciary Committee to which a majority of the Governor’s 
bills would be referred. He would also be chairman of the Com- 
mittee-on Executive Nominations. In these various capacities he 
could hold up any or all of the Governor’s bills and all his appoint- 
ments which required confirmation by the Senate, none to be al- 
lowed free passage except on the advice of his masters. The plan 
thus devised for the organization of the Senate would largely 
usurp, if it M- ere put into effect, the legislative and executive func- 
tions of the state government. Only the wobbly framework would 
be left. 
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The morning after the caucus (December 18) I issued a plain 
address Lo the citizens of Connecticut, warning them of the impend- 
ing danger. Through three successive campaigns, I reminded them, 
the Democratic party has taken as its slogan the restoration of 
free constitutional government in this State. But no sooner has a 
clear Democratic victory been gained than the leaders of a faction 
have maneuvered themselves into power, sufficient, they think, to 
repudiate platforms and promises. I leave it to the press and to my 
fellow citizens to mete out to them proper punishment for the be- 
trayal of what the Democratic party has stood for since I became 
Governor. As for myself, I shall still remain Governor of the State 
of Connecticut, whatever may be the personal consequences. This 
pledge received overwhelming approval from all parts of the 
State. Public anger was spiced with public humor. “We like the 
looks of the Governor,” wrote an editor, “when he stands on his 
hind legs with his fighting clothes on.” Others, not too seriously, 
likened the Governor to Leonidas at Thermopylae, Horatius at 
the Bridge, and the boy who “stood on the burning deck.” These 
analogies were not so good as they appeared, for Leonidas was slain, 
the boy went up in flames, and Horatius had to swum across the Tiber 
to escape the arrows of Lars Porsena. 

The next weeks it became clear to all but the politically blind 
that neither Republicans nor, Socialists would give the Old Guard 
leaders the one vote they must have in order to put through their 
program. The test came on the meeting of the General Assembly, 
Wednesday, January 9, for organization, the first step tow r ards 
which in the Senate was the election of a clerk. Each of the three 
parties had its own candidate for the office. Votes were cast all day 
on strictly party lines : 17 for the Old Guard Democratic candi- 
date, 15 for the Republican, and 3 for the Socialist. Before the 
day ended there were 62 roll calls with the same result. After seven 
or eight hours of balloting with short intermissions for huddles be- 
hind the lines of battle, the Senate adjourned until the next morn- 
ing, hopelessly deadlocked. The inauguration of the Governor 
and his associates had to go over until both Houses of the General 
Assembly were sufficiently organized to meet in joint convention 
and officially declare what everybody knew, the result of the re- 
cent state election. 

Nevertheless, most of the ceremonies attendant upon an in- 
auguration -were enacted that Wednesday afternoon as if there 
were to be one. At noon I gave a staff luncheon at the Hartford 
Club in honor of my colleagues, after which we all rode in a grand 
parade to the Capitoline Hill through streets massed with crowds 
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so large as to require the whole police force of the city to keep them 
in order. When we entered the Capitol we were greeted by shouts 
of another crowd of people from all parts of the State milling 
around and inquiring of one another about the latest roll call in 
the Senate. They stayed on until the Senate adjourned and the 
farce of roll calls was ended. That evening the Inaugural Ball was 
held according to schedule. We all received and acknowledged con- 
gratulations on our election to office for which we had not yet quali- 
fied by swearing to defend the Constitution of Connecticut. That 
was another farce on a large scale. 

And all went merry as a marriage bell. 

On Thursday morning the three Socialist Senators called on 
me while Joe Tone was in my office for a little talk about what was 
going on in the Senate chamber. They deplored delay in the or- 
ganization of the Senate which was preventing the consideration 
of urgent legislation for aid to the unemployed. They felt, how- 
ever, that any intervention on their part to break the deadlock 
would be misunderstood. They neither asked of me nor received 
any advice. The object of their visit, it became apparent, was to 
inform me that they could not support the Democratic slate of 
nominations unless it were made over. The intimation was that they 
might reluctantly go along with the Republicans. 

On reconvening that morning the Senate resumed the monoto- 
nous roll calls of the day before. Again the Capitol was jammed 
with spectators. Again there was no break in the political ranks 
until the 110th ballot was reached in the midafternoon. Then, while 
the galleries gasped with surprise, the three Socialist Senators in 
turn voted for the Republican nominees for clerk and President pro 
tempore, who, by virtue of his office, would appoint all Senate mem- 
bers of the General Assembly’s committees. Thus ended, by the 
majority of one vote, the most scandalous battle for the control 
of the Senate in the history of the State. Victory might have gone 
to the Democrats had not the Old Guard insisted upon rule or ruin. 

There was yet another sensation before the day was over. Sen- 
ator Hagearty, as member of a committee to inform the House 
that the Senate had organized and was ready for business, burst 
out in his address to the Speaker : “It seems as if the Socialist party 
has sold out to the Republicans, at what price I don’t know . . 
There was no all-out political deal between Republicans and So- 
cialists. It was rather an understanding that the Socialists would 
give general support to the Republican legislative program, where 
it was not inconsistent with their own, in return for specific sup- 
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port of measures for the benefit of Bridgeport, whence they came. 
For example, the Socialists wanted the State to take over a high- 
way running through the city, including a bridge out of repair, 
and authority to establish a merit system in municipal appoint- 
ments and to refund serial bonds in the amount of some $2,200,000 
which were becoming due within the next few years. Besides this 



and much more, they asked for certain labor legislation and larger 
aid from the State for the unemployed in industrial areas. Be- 
hind their program was a political motive to keep down the tax 
rate in Bridgeport. The Republicans fulfilled their promises. As I 
signed the necessary bills, I was accused of being in the “political 
deal” also. Color was also given to this inference because the three 
Socialists were often seen filing into my office on a morning. They 
came sometimes to explain a bill of theirs which was coming up for 
action or to ask questions about a measure which I was advocating. 
When I gave formal approval of their refunding-bond bill I rallied 
them on this new way of paying old debts by leaving the debts still 
standing. I could not, however, be too hard on them because they 
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were only following the practice of many corporations. They were 
three good men whom I liked to see coming through the doorway. 

Except for one short break, I maintained cordial relations with 
the Republican floor leaders. Senator Bradley might be seen any 
morning, walking through anterooms to my office just before the 
Senate convened, to inform me of the attitude of his party towards 
bills in which I was especially interested. Whether we agreed or 
disagreed on this or that, neither of us ever displayed the usual 
hot temper of political opponents. Each of us was trying to under- 
stand the other. 

My relationship with the Old Guard of the Democratic party 
after its defeat in the organization of the Senate was greatly im- 
proved. Senator Hagearty was set aside as the Democratic leader 
of the Senate for Raymond J. Devlin; and John D. Thoms was 
appointed Democratic leader of the House. Neither of them was 
strong for the Old Guard. Both of them were young Yale men, 
who, though associated with the Old Guard, were not of the vindic- 
tive type. They were both assigned to the Judiciary Committee 
where they could look after Democratic interests in important 
legislation. Senator John C. Blackall was assigned by the Re- 
publicans to the Committee on Executive Nominations as an as- 
surance that my appointments requii’ing the assent of the Senate 
would be fairly considered. For all this, there loomed the danger 
of the Democratic caucus subject to the tight control of the Old 
Guard under the unit rule. Almost always the generalissimo of the 
Old Guard was on hand to whip the caucus into line for or against 
the Governor’s bills as he might deem expedient. So uncertain was 
I of the outcome of his caucus which usually met every morning 
on legislative days that I sometimes hesitated to make a recom- 
mendation to the General Assembly unless I was reasonably sure 
that it would be approved by the other two parties. Several of 
the Old Guard Senators never entered my office during the long 
session. From their point of view they owed their allegiance not to 
the Governor but to an outside politician who could promise them 
judgeships or other positions in minor courts as soon as a court 
deal could be arranged to distribute the spoils. I was a Governor 
without a party. 



XXVIII. A Lively Coalition Government 

I N MY attempts to mould three parties to single objectives I 
had, as might be expected, only partial success. For con- 
solation when I failed, I used to hum to myself a half-for- 
gotten spiritual first heard in my boyhood : 

I’m sometimes up and sometimes down, 

Oil, glory Hallelujah. 

Political experience, I argued with myself, is much like religious 
experience. Both have their ups and downs. In either case be ready 
to shout Hallelujah and move on to something else. 

I had my first rising and sinking spell when on the very first 
legislative day of the General Assembly (January 17, 1935) I 
sent in a special message requesting the immediate passage, under 
a suspension of the rules, of an act continuing the Emergency 
Relief Commission, which would otherwise expire on February 1. 
Speed was necessary to enable the Governor to make application 
before it was too late for a Federal grant of $1,200,000 as Con- 
necticut’s quota of relief funds for the next month. Without debate 
both Houses took favorable action on the request by a unanimous 
vote. 

But I was riding for a fall. The Judiciary Committee cut from 
the proposed act I submitted a provision for the creation of a Con- 
necticut Rehabilitation Corporation to be administered by the 
Emergency Relief Commission with the addition of four members 
affiliated directly with the Federal Government. As far back as 
I can remember, many workers in manufacturing cities had been 
moving out into surrounding country districts where they built 
comfortable homes for their families on small parcels of land, suf- 
ficient for the cultivation of vegetables for their own use. The 
purpose of the Rehabilitation Corporation was to give impetus 
to this movement by Federal aid. Towards such a resettlement 
project I anticipated no objection 'whatever, for one reason be- 
cause it involved no financial responsibility on the part of the 
State. But I was totally out on my reckoning. Owners of tenement 
houses in the cities feared a loss in their rentals ; the State Grange 
feared that homesteads would have surplus products to sell in com- 
petition with regular farmers; and the Socialists were against 
the proposal as discriminatory in that it would benefit only a few 
families, no more than two hundred, not the whole army of indus- 

% 
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trial workers. After a week’s vacillation the Republicans decided 
to make the Rehabilitation Act a party issue. The bill, with the 
aid of the Socialists, went down to defeat in the Senate, under the 
ci’y that a corporation such as was contemplated would be an en- 
croachment upon the sovereign rights of the State of Connecticut. 

This fine display of Yankee independence received high praise 
from Governor Talmadge of Georgia, who had ridiculed trivial 
N.R.A. projects like employing men to rake leaves back and foi'th 
from one pile to another at a wage of $3 a day as if this were work. 
Senator Huey Long of Louisiana likewise congratulated Yankees 
for unfurling the banner of States Rights and, in addition to that, 
inundated the businessmen of Connecticut with letters and pam- 
phlets in the hope of converting them to his political philosophy 
whereby every man might become, like himself, a Kingfish. 

As my guest, Governor Talmadge came into the State on the 
National Maritime Day of that year (Sunday, May 19) to plant 
a Georgia dogwood tree by the grave of Stevens Rogers in Cedar 
Grove Cemetery at New London. It was the 116th anniversary of 
the voyage of the S.S. Savannah from Savannah to Liverpool under 
command of Stevens Rogers and his brother-in-law with a New 
London crew, who were the first to cross the Atlantic in a ship pro- 
pelled by steam. Governor Talmadge was a pleasant companion. I 
suggested that he quit raking leaves for a day or two and visit me 
in Hartford. I could assure him, I said, that the General Assembly 
would like to hear a speech as eloquent as the one he had just given. 
He appreciated the honor and expressed regret that he must get 
back home before the leaves of Georgia began to fall again. 

Defeat of the Rehabilitation Act indicated an anti-New Deal 
atmosphere among Republicans and, strangely, among their So- 
cialist affiliates which might spell death to important parts of my 
legislative program which I hoped to carry through in financial 
cooperation with the Federal Government. As I feared, the entire 
building program for humane institutions, after lingering debates, 
fell dead. There was, however, no disposition to abandon such 
Federal aid as the State was receiving through the Emergency Re- 
lief Commission, the Highway Department, and other agencies. 
Nor was there, it soon developed, any strong objection to Federal 
grants for several new projects which were to be set up for this or 
that purpose. But in the main the Republican policy preferred 
going it alone. The ghost of States Rights which the Republicans 
raised cost the State, I estimated, $10,000,000, which a different at- 
titude might have elicited from Washington. 

Enthusiasm over preserving the sovereign rights of Connecticut 
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cooled to the freezing point when the General Assembly began to 
consider the report of the Tax Commission, appointed two years 
before, to revise the tax structure of the State and its subdivisions. 
The aim of the comprehensive report was to distribute the tax bur- 
den equitably between State and municipalities so as to make 
them, functioning together, sufficient unto themselves, without the 
uncertain assistance of Washington. Conspicuous among the rec- 
ommendations were two emergency measures, one a personal in- 
come tax on interest and dividends to insure a balance of the State’s 
budget, and the other a temporary sales tax, the income from 
which was to be allocated to towns and municipalities for relief of 
the unemployed and to lower the tax rate on real estate. I was in 
favor of the personal income tax provided the rate be reduced and 
of the sales tax provided food and clothing be excluded from its 
operation. 

The two proposals of the Commission were long debated in both 
Houses. The Socialists balked at both forms of tax and Repub- 
licans and Democrats feared that either would darken their pros- 
pects of victory in the next election. Except for a tax of one mill 
on every cigarette sold in the State (a bill saved in the Senate by 
a max-gin of one vote), and a revision of the tax on insurance com- 
panies and other corporations and on unincorporated business, the 
Tax Commission’s recommendations were all thrown into the scrap 
heap. On the Governor’s shoulders was cast the responsibility of 
balancing or unbalancing the State’s budget; and Mayors and 
town officers were left to obtain from the Federal Government what 
they could to ease the burden of the unemployed, either through 
State agencies or by their own direct applications. Fortunately 
Washington was generous in grants in contrast with Connecticut, 
where political exigencies proved to be stronger than the desire 
to maintain “the sovereign rights of an independent State.” 

A report of the Judicial Council, signed by Chief Justice Malt- 
bie and other eminent jurists, was submitted to the General As- 
sembly, recommending a constitutional amendment calling for the 
establishment, of a district court system and for the appointment 
of minor court judges by the General Assembly on nomination by 
the Governor. Bills incorporating these recommendations were re- 
jected as usual. But on the question of negotiating a minor court 
deal with the Democrats there was some stalling by Republicans, 
who remembered too well the scandalous deal of 1933. To avoid 
a recurrence of anything like that, they discussed, I understood, 
a plan of ignoring the Democrats and of proceeding in their own 
way with the aid of the Socialists. This plan failed probably be- 
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cause the Socialists, loud in their cries against court deals, were 
reluctant to go along with them. 

While the Republicans, near the end of the legislative session, 
were drifting towards the unsatisfactory conclusion that they must 
leave the appointment of minor court judges to the Governor, pan- 
demonium broke loose among the Old Guard Democrats who, in 
order to organize the Democratic party in the Senate against the 
Governor, had made promises which they must keep. It had been 
agreed, they claimed, that they were to have their share of the 
minor court judges, and by God they were going to have it. Other- 
wise they would hold back in the Senate all further legislation by 
a filibuster down to the day of adjournment. All the Democratic 
Senators, it was announced jocosely, were to be supplied with 
Bibles. Every morning after the Chaplain’s prayer, one after an- 
other was to be recognized by the Chair and to read aloud as long as 
his voice held out. So it was to go on, day after day, until a judge- 
ship deal was consummated. Under no circumstances was a Repub- 
lican Senator to be recognized, however loud his shout to the 
Chair. My reaction to this procedure was to remark that if the 
Senate would listen attentively to the reading of the Holy Scrip- 
tures for a week or ten days I would willingly forego all further 
legislation by the present General Assembly. 

Under threat of a filibuster Republicans yielded to a court deal 
as easily as frail human nature yields to sin. On the day of the 
consummation of the deal, May 28, 1935, a dramatic scene was 
enacted in the Senate. The Lieutenant Governor took his seat on 
the throne. A Republican leader and an Old Guard leader, neither 
of whom was a member of the Senate, took their places on the steps 
below him where they were to watch the proceedings and prompt 
him whenever he needed it. One by one the Republican chairman 
of the Judiciary Committee presented the names of the judges who 
had been agreed upon in the deal and moved the resolutions for 
their appointment. When his voice or his legs began to grow tired, 
another member of the Judiciary Committee took his place. It re- 
quired not much more than an hour to distribute the jobs, as fa- 
vorable action was taken in each instance without debate and under 
suspension of the rules. 

But in spite of this unholy start, this General Assembly enacted 
more progressive legislation than either of its two predecessors in 
my administration. Some measures which had been ridiculed or 
played with or stubbornly opposed now gained easy passage. When 
in 1931 1 advocated old-age pensions I was asked if I were looking 
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for a pension for myself. Now, in 1935, a pension system was estab- 
lished with only one vote against the measure in the entire General 
Assembly. When I signed the bill my office was crowded with visi- 
tors. Again, in 1933, I could discover no representative of labor 
or capital who was in favor of making the old Board of Mediation 
and Arbitration a workable agency for the settlement of strikes 
and labor disputes. Now a bill for the purpose was passed in House 
and Senate without a roll call. 

Along with this legislation, the maximum hours of labor for 
women and minors in factories were reduced from 55 to 48 a week ; 
their employment in all kinds of night work was prohibited ; and 
sweatshops were put under stricter control. There were also set up 
a Public Welfare Council, one of whose functions was the better 
care of young dependent children, and two Juvenile Courts, since 
increased in number to cover the whole State, to deal with delin- 
quent boys and girls. 

There was a sudden and unexpected collapse of long resistance 
against conferring upon the Public Utilities Commission larger 
power over the regulation of electric, gas, and water rates charged 
by public service corporations, over the issuance of new securities, 
over mergers of independent units, and over holding companies 
doing business within the State. Everything I had been working for 
was in the new statutes. Of all States, Connecticut was first in the 
field in requiring of all persons before marriage a favorable report 
on the Wassermann or a similar standard blood test. 

A Planning Board which I had temporarily organized to co- 
operate with the Emergency Relief Commission on welfare projects 
Avas given legal standing. One of its first projects was an aerial map 
of the entire State, made from photographs taken by low-flying 
airplanes, on so large a scale as to show roads and streams. It 
proved to be of great value to the Highway Department and A r ari- 
ous commissions, such as those on Water Supply, Park and Pores ts, 
Wild Life, and in general on the geology and the natural re- 
sources of Connecticut. Sections of the map, studied closely, re- 
vealed in several places privately oAvned unoccupied land which had 
long escaped taxation ! 

For my part in killing all hope of pari-mutuel horse and dog 
racing by vetoing the innocent-sounding “Act Creating a Con- 
necticut Racing Commission,” I AAmn the most opprobrious descrip- 
tive name in the English language. Henceforth to the end of the 
session I Avas called “an old son of a bitch,” spoken in bitter accents 
by political enemies, nonchalantly by the indifferent, affection- 
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ately by my friends. I became so accustomed to the title that it lost 
its ignominy for me, I came to like it rather better than “the dear 
old gentleman down at Yale.” 

This session I had a novel experience. It was my custom from 
time to time to send to the General Assembly short messages on 
pending legislation, usually requesting haste on a particular meas- 
ure. Such messages were referred to the proper legislative com- 
mittees for consideration. This year the tables were turned by an 
open letter from Senator Bradley, who, as spokesman of the 
Judiciary Committee, asked me what was really in my mind con- 
cerning the reorganization of the state government which I bad 
advocated in three Inaugural Messages. His letter was a challenge 
for a positive statement. It also had political implications ; for dur- 
ing the recent campaign I was accused by Republican orators of 
ringing the bells for reorganization without playing any tune. 
Now, in accordance with the new Republican policy of quick action, 
Senator Bradley expressed the hope that a plan of reorganization 
might be worked out and put through the present session of the 
Legislature, perhaps without the aid of a special committee. At 
any rate, on this and other questions the Judiciary Committee 
would welcome recommendations from the Governor. 

To his courteous letter I replied with equal courtesy, explaining 
why it would be necessary eventually to raise a committee to deal 
with many difficult problems of reorganization, though a begin- 
ning might be made with several mergers of departments and the 
passage of a few general acts, all of which I enumerated. Most of 
these recommendations became the basis of bills drafted by the 
Judiciary Committee and reported to the General Assembly. Then 
began the fun. 

The proposal that the functions being performed by the De- 
partments of Domestic Animals and Food and Dairy be placed 
under the Commissioner of Agriculture was drowned in cries of 
opposition. Outweighing the estimated salvage of some $20,000 a 
year by this merger was the certainty that two Commissioners, 
their deputies, secretaries, and other members of their staffs would 
lose their jobs. One of the Commissioners who was in danger re- 
marked to his friends, “The Governor don’t love me no more.” The 
attempt to unify the health services of the State by transferring 
a number of independent boards and commissions to the Depart- 
ment of Health also failed. This would have meant another loss of 
jobs, some of which, supported by liberal fees, were good for 
$4,000 or $5,000 a year. Again, a bill embodying my recommenda- 
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tions that the office of county coroner be abolished, since the duties 
of coroners were being taken over by the State Police, was killed 
in both Houses. A saving of $50,000 in court expenses counted as 
nothing against the retention of twenty-odd jobs — eight coroners, 
eight deputy coroners, eight secretaries, and other assistants. 
Something, however, was salvaged by an act putting coroners on 
reasonable salaries and fixing the fees of their subordinates. 

Against these failures House and Senate, on the day before 
final adjournment, passed unanimously a bill consolidating the 
two divisions of the Military Department. But on the discovery, 
after its passage, that the bill eliminated an office held by a popu- 
lar colonel in the National Guard, it was recalled the next morn- 
ing by a joint resolution of House and Senate from the engrossing 
clerk where it had spent the night. So the act was killed merely 
by not giving the Governor a chance to sign it. The Judiciary 
Committee met with beLter success in a bill centralizing the ad- 
ministration of state aid to veterans under one head. No loss of 
jobs was involved in that transaction. 

My recommendation to the Judiciary Committee that two ex- 
isting Welfare Departments be merged, after lying dormant for 
nearly four months, was favorably reported in a bill submitted to 
the General Assembly for action a week before adjournment. The 
bill passed both Houses in a rush, and I immediately signed it, un- 
willing to take a chance on its recall. When my appointment of 
Frederic C. Walcott for Welfare Commissioner was finally ap- 
proved by the Senate, the way was opened for him to put upon its 
feet and set going one of the great departments of the State. 

Finally, in schoolmaster fashion, I reminded my friend Senator 
Bradley that “no government can reach a high degree of efficiency 
and economy if the tenure of office in the various departments is 
subject to the whims of political leaders.” This was the first clear 
call for a revival of the merit system of appointments, such as 
flourished in the time of Governor Simeon E. Baldwin but after- 
wards met with a violent death under the blows of its enemies. As a 
courteous gesture, I think, the act which Governor Baldwin spon- 
sored and administered was revamped with some alterations and 
accorded a public hearing, at which the principle underlying the 
so-called merit system was fiercely assailed by concerted action. 
The superintendent of one state institution, who had had nine 
years’ experience with civil service in Massachusetts, declared that 
it gave more protection to the inefficient than help to the efficient. 
Another said that he left New York State and came into Connecti- 
cut “to get away from the disgrace of civil service.” These two men 
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were followed by a miscellaneous crowd of politicians who sang to 
the same tune. A few voices spoke up in favor of the proposed bill, 
notably Mrs. Ruth Dadourian, President of the Connecticut 
League of Women Voters. Where, I wondered, were the profes- 
sional civil service reformers of past years. 

As a consolation for the failure of the General Assembly to 
establish a general merit system for the appointment of state em- 
ployees, I was able on my own initiative to try out two experi- 
ments in competitive examinations in the Labor Department with- 
out special legislation. The first experiment was in the division 
which administered the State Employment Service in affiliation, 
under one Director, with the National Reemployment Service as 
recently authorized by the General Assembly. In bringing these 
two services into harmonious action, I appointed an Advisory 
Council representing capital and labor with Dean Furniss of the 
Yale Graduate School as chairman. Examinations were conducted 
by a small committee. When I saw and talked with the young men 
and women who came through the ordeal with the highest ratings, 
I had no doubt concerning the efficiency of a merit system if ad- 
ministered by skillful hands. I felt what proved to be true, that the 
State’s employment agencies were now placed upon a plane that 
would command the respect of our great manufacturing companies 
which soon began to make large use of them. 

Subsequently in the more elaborate set-up for the administra- 
tion of the Unemployment Compensation Act, the Governor was 
specifically directed to appoint a personnel committee of three, no 
one of whom should be a political office holder. President Mc- 
Conaughy of Wesleyan University I named as chairman. On my 
first meeting with the committee I told the members that as it was 
not -written in the law how they should make appointments to this 
extensive service, they were free to take a long step forward by 
adopting the merit system of competitive examinations. They 
took the long step, with the cooperation of Miss Helen Wood, the 
Director of this division of the Labor Department. Their success 
was preeminent. Before they finished their work they made hun- 
dreds of appointments. In some of the States, among these the 
largest, where partisan politics was made the basis of appoint- 
ments, the administration of the Unemployment Act broke down 
completely, while Connecticut’s administration received very high 
praise from the Federal Government as a model of smooth-going 
efficiency. Officials from two or three other States were advised to 
come to Hartford to see how the law T was working here. 

Slight success in merging related departments of the State or in 
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reorganizing others from within convinced everyone who was en- 
gaged in the experiment that little could be accomplished without 
thorough preliminary studies which would need months for their 
completion. It was a happy day for me (May 3, 1935) when I 
signed a bill which passed House and Senate without a dissenting 
vote, authorizing the Governor to appoint, with their “advice and 
consent,” a commission of five to formulate a comprehensive plan 
for a reorganization of the entire state government to be pre- 
sented to the next General Assembly. 

So representative was the commission which I was able to form 
that it also was approved unanimously. When a few months later 
I began to watch these men laying the foundations of the state 
government on the principles of a great business corporation, I was 
excited by the prospect that all the essential services which the 
State was then performing might be easily maintained, under 
proper management, at a reduction in cost of more than a million 
dollars a year. Such was the estimate of that mental arithmetic 
in which I claimed to be an expert! Like Bruce’s spider, I could 
see not far above me the ceiling of one of my political ambitions. 

A year after adjournment of the Assembly it was discovered that 
the date fixed b} r statute for the meeting of Connecticut’s Presi- 
dential Electors to cast their ballots for President and Vice- 
President of the United States must be advanced from the tradi- 
tional day in January following a national election to the first 
Monday after the second Wednesday in the preceding December. 
This change was made necessary by an Amendment to the Federal 
Constitution, ratified in 1933, declaring that the terms of Presi- 
dent and Vice-President shall expire at noon on January 20, in- 
stead of at noon on March 4. Here was an emergency that neces- 
sitated a special session of the General Assembly to amend the state 
law ; for if the Presidential Electors should cast their ballots on a 
day other than the one prescribed by Congress, the validity of 
Connecticut’s electoral vote might be questioned. It surely would 
in the event of a close election. 

After a conference with political leaders, I convened the Gen- 
eral Assembly in special session on November 5, 1936, the second 
day after the election, when partisanship would be on a vacation. 
During the holidays besides taking proper action on the emergency 
and authorizing the city of Bridgeport to issue more refunding 
bonds, the Assembly passed two progressive measures of large sig- 
nificance. 

In my Inaugural Message at the opening of the regular session 
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in January, 1935, I had taken an unequivocal stand in favor of 
unemployment compensation, then less exactly called “insurance 
against unemployment,” suggesting, however, that it might be well 
to wait for the outcome of national legislation on the subject, al- 
ready under discussion in Congress. After the passage of the So- 
cial Security Act which provided for aid to States that enacted 
laws for unemployment compensation in harmony with the Federal 
Act, I appointed a committee to study the whole question and re- 
port a bill for emergency consideration, since action had to be 
taken before January 1, 1937, in order to secure all possible bene- 
fits accruing under the Federal law which went into effect on that 
day. With a few alterations the bill recommended by the committee 
was now quickly passed and approved by Washington. 

For months I had been conferring with Father Panik, the pastor 
of a large Slovak parish in Bridgeport, over the creation of Hous- 
ing Authorities for slum clearance in our cities. My inspection of 
slum areas in various places convinced me that this priest, who 
like his Master was devoted to the welfare of the poor, should be 
supported to the utmost of my influence in his endeavors to rid his 
city and the whole State of overcrowded and unsanitary tenement 
houses, the lurking holes of disease and crime, and to build, in co- 
operation with the Federal Government, on the old sites or else- 
where, groups of model tenements facing open spaces, for the 
health and comfort of families of low income. Though I was re- 
serving consideration of a Housing Act, which had already been 
drawn, for the next General Assembly, I found to my delight that 
the present Assembly was ready to take favorable action upon it. 
The bill was readily passed and I signed it, notwithstanding that 
it was unsatisfactory to me in several particulars which I hoped 
might soon be modified. 

The Housing Act was a worthy supplement to the Unemploy- 
ment Compensation Act, on the passage of which in the House the 
Republican floor leader, Mr. Daniel F. B. Hickey, congratulated 
his colleagues in a little speech, beginning : “Today this legislative 
body has passed one of the most important as well as progressive 
pieces of legislation that any lawmaking body has ever been called 
upon to consider. You may indeed feel proud of your action, be- 
cause you have laid the cornerstone of a far-reaching beneficial law 
which will aid and comfort hundreds of thousands in our State.” 

There was no irony in my address when I bade the General As- 
sembly a second and last farewell. 



XXIX. The Connecticut Tercentenary 

T~M "^WO highly celebrated events occurred during my terms 
p as Governor. The first was the observance, which I 

ft have already described, of the 200th anniversary of 

-JSL- the birth of Washington. The second was the commemo- 
ration of the 300th anniversary of the founding of the Connecticut 
Colony, which extended through the six middle months of 1935. 
The aim, as it developed in the minds of its promoters, was to 
present by word and scene the growth of three small plantations 
along the Connecticut River into the most independent State in the 
Union. Nothing as grand as that had ever been attempted in the 
history of Connecticut. 

Five years were required to work out the details of a celebra- 
tion on so large a scale. The initiators were representatives of 
various patriotic societies under the leadership of Dr. George Wil- 
liams of Hartford, then President of the Connecticut Historical 
Society. On their request, Governor Trumbull was authorized by 
the General Assembly, in 1929, to appoint a Tercentenary Com- 
mission of seven members, of whom Dr. Williams was elected the 
chairman, and during my first term as Governor I was elected 
honorary chairman. Then began a delightful friendship with Dr. 
Williams, which was, however, cut short by his death towards the 
close of 1933. 

In January, 1934, Col. Samuel H. Fisher of Litchfield was 
elected a member of the Commission and its chairman. It was my 
function through 1934 to assist Colonel Fisher in addresses, some 
of them over the radio, foreshadowing coming events. I have reason 
to remember especially the Thanksgiving Proclamation of 1934, 
in which I paid tribute to the men and women, “the known and the 
unknown, the dead and the living,” who built the Commonwealth 
of Connecticut. For this purpose I took parts of an eloquent pas- 
sage in Ecclesiastes in praise of famous men, arranging the quota- 
tion in the loose form of free verse, each line beginning with a cap- 
ital letter. A Presbyterian divine came down heavily upon me in a 
sermon which he gave out to the press, because I nowhere mentioned 
the name of God, to whose wisdom and power were due all good that 
had ever happened in Connecticut, not to the personal achievements 
of a miserable lot of politicians, who deserve not thanks but utter 
condemnation. He admitted that I acknowledged “the many mer- 
cies of Providence,” but claimed that I had intentionally used that 
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phrase to avoid the word God. He seemed to assume that a Demo- 
crat must be an atheist. The real joker in his diatribe was that he 
apparently did not know that the Proclamation was based on words 
attributed to none other than Solomon. 

An editor, though he could find no fault with the Proclamation, 
regretted that I did not give the source of my quotation, if indeed 
it was a quotation. “Thousands in Connecticut,” he wrote with fair 
exaggeration, “have been trying vainly to ascertain the original, 
many searching libraries and reference books for it.” He hinted 
that the Governor was perplexing “common scholars” with malice 
prepense. 

The time came when I could hold off no longer. The president of 
a Connecticut Press Association whose members were having a 
luncheon at the Hartford Club, caught me in the lobby and led me 
into a private dining room where fifty or more newspaper men 
were seated at a long table. “We have hauled you in here,” he said, 
“to tell us where you got that quotation. None of us know.” “If 
some of you will guess first,” I replied, “and no one guesses right, 
I will tell you where I got it.” A Dartmouth man guessed Shake- 
speare. A Yale man guessed Milton. Several guessed the Governor ! 
I thanked them and expressed regret that they had all overlooked 
the eloquent passage in their casual perusal of the Holy Scriptures. 
Before we broke up I had to cite book and chapter for their own 
possible future use. 

On the morning of April 26 members of the three great branches 
of the state government — legislative, executive, and judicial — 
marched from the Capitol to Bushnell Memorial Hall to com- 
memorate at high noon the day when, 299 years ago, the General 
Couid of the river towns — the first three Connecticut settlements, 
Hartford, Windsor, and Wethersfield — held its first meeting, the 
harbinger of constitutional government not only in Connecticut 
but in the United States. The long procession was led by the colors 
and music of the Governor’s Foot Guards in their red uniforms of 
the Revolution. The bell of the Old State House, designed by Bul- 
finch, was ringing, a dozen church bells chimed in, and whistles 
shrieked all over Hartford. 

As I sat on the platform of the Bushnell Memorial and looked 
around and in front of me at the members of the General Assem- 
bly, numbering hundreds, at the judges of the high courts in their 
robes, and at the military display, and up at the galleries filled with 
spectators, I contrasted in my mind’s eye that impressive scene 
with the first session of the General Court, centuries ago, compris- 
ing no more than eight freemen and a few town committees, who 
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for a time performed all the functions of government, judicial and 
executive as well as legislative. They thrived very well for nearly 
three years without a Governor, and when they decided to have 
one, they took good care to bind him with so hard a knot that he 
could do no harm. 

By invitation the Governors of the other New England States 
were present or sent their representatives. Most appropriately they 
chose for their spokesman Charles H. Smith, ex-Governor of Ver- 
mont, whom I introduced to the audience as coming from “New 
Connecticut,” the earliest name of that colony in the north coun- 
tree, where among the first settlers were young men with their wives 
from Connecticut in search of new lands which cost little or noth- 
ing. Ethan Allen of Litchfield was one of them. Some sixty places 
where they staked out homesteads they named from Connecticut 
towns whence they came. All this I put into my introduction of the 
ex-Governor, along with a story I once heard that when the Green 
Mountain boys met in a convention to frame a constitution they 
appointed a committee to draw one up and then adjourned after 
passing a resolution that in the meantime they would “abide by 
the laws of Connecticut and the laws of God until they could devise 
something better.” As a matter of fact, Vermont came within an 
ace of being admitted into the Union under the name of “New 
Connecticut.” 

Prompted by Colonel Fisher, I had issued three months earlier 
a proclamation in behalf of the people of Connecticut, inviting 
“their fellow citizens throughout the Union and their friends over 
the border and beyond the seas” to join with them in the com- 
memoration of the founding of a commonwealth where once dwelt 
the men and women from whom they descended. Whether the 
proclamation addressed to the whole world had any influence or 
not, I do not know. But visitors came and registered from every 
State of the Union except one, from Alaska and Hawaii also, from 
nearly all the provinces of Canada, and from a score of other for- 
eign countries beyond the two great oceans. From Hertford, Eng- 
land, came an official delegation of citizens to greet the citizens of 
their Connecticut namesake. 

The Tercentenary Commission arranged through local com- 
mittees for church and other public celebrations in nearly all the 
communities of the State. And to accentuate Connecticut’s reli- 
gious history, I designated by proclamation both a Saturday and 
a Sunday in October for special services, which were attended, by 
several hundred thousand people, Jews and Christians. Until that 
year I was unfamiliar with the ritual in the Eastern Church, as 
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represented by the Greek, Armenian, and Russian Orthodox 
branches. I was in Easton, Connecticut, to assist in commemorat- 
ing the organization of the first Methodist Society in New Eng- 
land by Jesse Lee, an itinerant preacher, who visited my native 
town when my great-grandfather, Ephraim Gurley, was a young 
man and near that time was converted to Methodism. I listened 
to a sermon on the history of the Baptist Church in America and 
made comments thereon. I gave informal talks to young people 
in two synagogues, in one instance as a part of the service. 

I recall a field Mass celebrated at Danbury in memory of a field 
Mass celebrated in 1781 by the Count de Rochambeau who en- 
camped there on the way with his French troops across Connecti- 
cut to join Washington’s army on the Hudson. When I was con- 
ducted into the field with my military staff, I first caught sight of 
a beautiful extemporized altar on a high platform, over which 
floated the Stars and Stripes and the flags of Connecticut and 
the Roman Catholic Church. Altar and platform were flanked by 
various religious orders in full uniform, among whom I recognized 
the Knights of Columbus. It was to be, I could see, a civic as well 
as a religious memorial. Within a few minutes came the long proces- 
sion of the clergy led by the Bishop of Hartford, who took their 
places by the high altar. 

At the conclusion of the Mass, Bishop McAuliffe unexpectedly 
invited me to respond to the greetings I had received. When I stood 
upon the platform, I faced a multitude of men and women spread 
out in an immense fan, all standing except a large group of nuns 
in their white habits seated immediately in front. As the Bishop 
and Monsignor Finn of Norwalk had already said about all that 
could be said on the history of the Catholic Church in State and 
nation, I had to strike a new note, Near me was sitting a Syrian 
priest, then on a visit to the United States, to whom I had been 
introduced. I took him as my subject. That priest, I said, speaks 
a modern Aramaic language which in its oldest form was the lan- 
guage Jesus of Nazareth himself spoke. The presence of the man 
from Syria thus brings us near the Master whom we all worship, 
whether Catholics or Protestants. 

As part of the celebrations, immense concerts were given at the 
Yale Bowl and the Music Shed in Norfolk with nationwide hook- 
ups. The Yale Art School and other art galleries displayed the 
work of portrait painters from colonial times down to the present 
day. There were several exhibitions of colonial arts and crafts ; and 
numerous old houses, with their collections of colonial furniture 
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and utensils, were opened for public inspection. Standing by the 
house of Governor Jonathan Trumbull in Lebanon, I greeted 
George Washington and his wife Martha, as they drove up in a 
coach, and Lafayette and Rochambeau who followed them in a 
tally-ho. The house had just been restored by the D.A.R. Over 
in Mansfield, on the beautiful grounds of Connecticut University, 
I impersonated one of my ancestors, that Wade Cross who was 
fond of blue stockings. 

I opened with a short address the great exposition in the State 
Armory at Hartford, the aim of which was to present successive 
stages in the development at Connecticut’s manufacturing indus- 
tries from small beginnings to the ever-expanding industrial areas 
of the twentieth century. From memories of childhood in a Mans- 
field village, where time moved slowly away from colonial days, I 
was able to go back to the survival of the woodshed and the adjoin- 
ing forge, where farmers made their tools, on to the gristmill, the 
sawmill, and the first little silk mill which depended on a brook to 
make its wooden wheel go round. From there onwards a series of 
seventy-five murals, hung in the exhibition hall, represented the 
march of industry in the State through inventions and new proce- 
dures, and showed how Eli Whitney’s ingenuity in devising a 
method of making interchangeable parts in the manufacture of 
guns revolutionized all mechanical industry and foreshadowed 
modern mass production in huge quantities. My grandfather’s 
clock, still keeping perfect time after a century of labor, is a good 
representative of the transition period. The brass works were as- 
sembled from manufactured interchangeable parts, while its unique 
case was evidently made by the hands of one man. 

The many spectacular scenes of the celebration culminated in 
October in the Hartford civic and military parade, a march of 
20,000 through the length and breadth of the capital city. Prizes 
were offered for the best floats. In the competition Mark Twain 
was accorded special honors, as was fitting, for 1935 was the cen- 
tenary of his birth. Prizes were awarded for three floats, in one of 
which Mark Twain was seen writing A Connecticut Yankee; in 
another was a miscellaneous group of his characters ; and in the 
third Tom Sawyer was painting the fence. It was significant that 
among the purely historical floats the first prize was won by an 
Italian for “The First Thanksgiving Dinner at Plymouth,” and 
the second prize by Swedish societies for the “Viking Ship,” re- 
calling the voyage of Leif Ericson of Iceland. 

The year before, in my Thanksgiving Proclamation, I gave 
humble thanks to Providence for guiding the hands of innumerable 
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men and women, long since at rest, most of them in unvisited 
tombs, who once, coming into a wilderness, laid the foundations of 
this fair and flourishing State of ours. Now, completing the circle 
of recent events, I praised, in another Thanksgiving Proclamation, 
“The Lord of Life, our source and our stay through long genera- 
tions” : 

“Especially during this year in the festivals of our founding, 
we have felt beside us the presence of souls unseen who have ren- 
dered the story of Connecticut worthy of grateful honor, and have 
entrusted to us its children their patience, their courage, their 
faith, their charity, their work and the joy of their being. We have 
drawn closer the ties of blood and of neighborhood. We have been 
stirred afresh to love for this plot of earth that holds us as in the 
hollow of a hand ; and to loyalty for the high aim, still hard beset, 
still strong and unyielding, to raise upon this earth a just, friendly, 
and enlightened community — the fairest of all our portions. 

“As we keep, and cherish these memories, with the remembrance 
of our many other blessings, it becomes us so to live out our lives 
by the truth of the past and the truth we see that our State may be 
in league with time, striving mightily forward, now and forever, 
towards the dawn of the Golden Age.” 



XXX. The Year of the Great Flood 

I N THE spring of 1936 the river valleys of Connecticut were 
inundated by a disastrous flood, unprecedented in the State’s 
history. Spring freshets have always been a common occur- 
rence in New England, rivers, large and small, in that season 
of the year often breaking over their banks, carrying away here 
and there an old dam or an old bridge. Such scenes I have witnessed 
since childhood. The Connecticut River, all through historical 
times, has had the habit of occasionally rising some ten feet above 
the flood stage of sixteen feet at Hartford and spreading over 
wide areas of rich meadow land. When the great central river be- 
gan its slow rise in March of 1936, no flood of more than usual pro- 
portions was anticipated ; but when a few days later the river sud- 
denly took a jump not of a foot but of several feet, we became 
alarmed. 

Something was happening that had never happened in the last 
three hundred years. Warm rains which fell in torrents broke up 
the ice everywhere and melted the deep snows along the watersheds 
of the Connecticut’s tributaries far to the north in Vermont and 
New Hampshire. In the first days of the flood a gigantic ice jam 
formed above the Bulkeley Bridge connecting Hartford and East 
Hartford, and there was another jam at the Middletown bridge, 
which engineers were preparing to dynamite. At the same time a 
small river winding through Bushnell Park below the State Capitol 
was choked up at the point where it enters the Connecticut River, 
creating by the backwash a lake which flooded neighboring streets. 
From the roof of the Hartford Club we watched day by day the 
great river as it spread out into an immense inland sea. Directly in 
front the congested east side of Hartford gradually became a part 
of this slow-moving sea. From other points of vantage we saw to the 
south waters rushing through broken dikes, and huge oil-storage 
tanks floating down the stream, bobbing up and down like corks. 

The crisis came Wednesday, March 18. On that or the preced- 
ing day most of the families of the east side were evacuated. The 
next day the river rose to a level of 30 feet, higher by a foot than 
ever before. On Friday it leaped to 35.6 feet, and on Saturday the 
21st to 37-5 feet. The river thus played recklessly with its history. 
On Sunday the level fell a foot, but the end of disastrous days, 
though then in sight, was not yet at hand. 

The night of greatest fear was the night of Friday the 20th, 
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That evening electric light, telephone, and city radio services, all 
three of them, went out of commission, and Hartford’s municipal 
airport was a complete wreck. Save for here and there a kerosene 
lamp and candles shining in windows, the city was in utter dark- 
ness. By the light of a candle stub I went to bed towards morning. 
Rains, which now and then let up, were pouring down harder than 
ever. Rumors that later proved untrue were spread that the in- 
mates of the State Prison at Wethersfield were in a wild insurrec- 
tion. As a matter of fact, that Friday gang after gang of those in- 
mates worked hard to save the prison walls nest to the river. And 
they succeeded. One of the men who had had experience with floods 
acted as boss, and the Pardon Board later reduced his sentence. 
When the lights went out after supper the inmates went to their 
cells without disturbance. Their conduct was in all ways admirable. 

From the beginning of the flood I kept in close touch with Mayor 
Spellacy of Hartford. As soon as danger threatened, state and 
municipal police worked in cooperation, the National Guard and 
the Naval Militia were called out and the local chapter of the 
Red Cross and the American Legion volunteered invaluable as- 
sistance. During the evacuation days these military and civic 
groups plied boats and canoes through the swirling waters of 
streets, rescuing from upper stories and roofs scores of families, 
who clung to their homes until all hope of retaining them was lost. 
Only one person was drowned : a man caught in a little church, who 
was unable to make his escape through inrushing waters. 

After the flood the State and municipalities were confronted 
with large and difficult problems of relief and rehabilitation, some 
of which demanded quick solution- In Hartford two thousand 
homeless people were at once housed and fed for weeks in the State 
Armory and in public schools where instruction of children had 
to he suspended. Diesel engines were used for lighting hospitals, 
hotels, and other public buildings. Haste was necessary in cleaning 
the Connecticut, Farmington, and Housatonic valleys of debris, 
refuse, and dead animals, -which threatened an epidemic of ty- 
phoid fever. On the day when the waters began to recede I set up 
an Emergency Council for coordinating the work of all relief com- 
mittees which could be reached throughout the State. Every morn- 
ing they met in my office for a two-hour conference. 

On the first morning I read telegrams from the chairmen of two 
national relief agencies freely offering their assistance. Three 
days later a committee of the Emergency Council — Attorney 
General Edward t T. Daly, Welfare Commissioner Frederic Wal- 
cott, and I— started for Washington to confer with Harry 
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Hopkins, head of the Federal Works Progress Administration. 
The afternoon before we left Congressman X called at the Capitol 
to inquire whether and when we were going. I told him that we in- 
tended to leave New Haven at midnight, breakfast at the May- 
flower, confer with Mr. Hopkins at ten, and lunch at one with 
Senator Maloney. Having obtained this information, Congress- 
man X abruptly left my office. When we arrived at the Mayflower, 
Congressman X with others was already in the lobby to greet us. 
Plow he got there before us I never knew. The weather was too bad 
for anyone to risk his life in a plane. 

Precisely at ten o’clock we appeared in the anteroom of Harry 
Hopkins’ sanctum. I informed a girl at the desk by the door that 
we had an appointment with Mr. Hopkins. She expressed regret 
that we would have to wait a little while, as he was in conference 
with Congressman X. When at length we were admitted to the 
inner office, I examined floor, corners, and ceiling but found no 
Congressman X. Mr. Hopkins said with a laugh, “He just went 
out that door.” It was a private door. Someone gave it out to the 
press that Congressman X and another Congressman had been 
called in by Mr. Hopkins in advance of the Governor’s party to 
give him a graphic account of the disaster at first hand, as they 
had spent the week end in boats on the swollen Connecticut River 
talking with victims of the flood. As it happened, the victims had 
already been rescued and were either being cared for in public 
buildings or walking dry streets. Nor was much of the destruction 
yet visible, for the flood ladder still stood above 34 feet, only 3 
feet below the top round. Still, it was a good tale to tell. I ad- 
mired the art by which Congressman X jumped in ahead of every- 
body else. This is the way to get on in the world. 

Harry Hopkins promised to allocate to Connecticut $3,000,000, 
if necessary, for work projects in the stricken areas. He appointed 
Col. Lawrence Westbrook as his personal representative in the 
State with instructions to proceed without delay. Admiral Gray- 
son, national head of the Red Cross, assured me that his repre- 
sentative, Robert A. Shepard, would stay on in the State until 
all the poor people rendered homeless by the flood were fully re- 
stored to their previous ways of living. Their houses, if they had 
any, he said, would be repaired and refurnished for them. 

The remnant of that strenuous day Walcott and I spent with the 
Admiral, whom I was meeting for the first time. Business over, we 
fell to storytelling. The Admiral had been the friend and medical 
adviser to three Presidents of the United States — Theodore Roose- 
velt, Taft, and Wilson, and on my prompting, he related anecdotes 
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of all of them. When I mentioned President Harding he at first 
looked sober and was silent. After a moment’s hesitation he said 
nearly in these words: “I had only slight acquaintance with Hard- 
ing. Once he called me into his office on a trivial matter. As I was 
about to leave, he asked me not to go yet. I kept my seat while he 
bowed his head over his arms resting on his desk and muttered, 
wiping his eyes, ‘They have betrayed me.’ ” 

As soon as bridges and roads were made passable Admiral Gray- 
son and Harry Hopkins visited Hartford. By that time the full 
extent of the wreckage along both sides of the Connecticut River 
was visible. Their representatives remained on as members of the 
Governor’s Council, which continued to meet nearly every day for 
three weeks. On its dissolution the Governor dealt individually with 
its separate sections. By May 1 the Connecticut and other river 
vallej's were cleared of the worst and most dangerous debris. All 
workers in the flood areas were inoculated against typhoid fever, 
with the result that not a case of this or any other infectious disease 
occurred. The C.C.C. boys had helped out admirably in their quick 
work in cleaning and disinfecting flooded houses so that their 
former occupants might return to them without undue delay. Just 
before they were to go back to camp, Mayor Spellacy, joining with 
the State, gave them a dinner at which each one of them was pre- 
sented with a wrist watch along with other expressions of grati- 
tude. A thousand new watches began to tick. 

Nature restores and renews as well as destroys. By June all 
traces of the flood in Hartford, except in places along the banks 
of the great river, had nearly disappeared. Dwelling houses had 
been rebuilt or repaired. In that month Hartford was able to 
celebrate for three days the 300th anniversary of the arrival of 
Thomas Hooker and his congregation of men, women, and chil- 
dren, a hundred of them, driving their cattle before them. The 
historical pageant which opened the celebration was presented by 
400 schoolchildren in Bushnell Park near replicas of Hooker’s first 
house and first church in Hartford, both of which had been sub- 
merged by the flood. Rains and waters now gone, the deep green 
of lawns and slopes was revealed in the bright sunshine. Nature, 
proceeding in her own quiet way, had plucked beauty out of dis- 
aster. 

At that time I was occupied with measures to mitigate, so far 
as possible, the ravages of periodic inundations of the Connecticut 
Valley. Mayor Spellacy was maturing plans for the protection of 
Hartford by a system of dikes and by diverting the Bushnell Park 
River through an underground tunnel to prevent it from ever 
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again overflowing into the heart of the city. For the State there 
loomed the large problem of protecting lands and people on both 
sides of the Connecticut River all the way from the Masschusetts 
border to the Sound. 

A geologist submitted a proposal that the course of the great 
river near Middletown be turned to the east into a prehistoric bed, 
which was still fairly well marked, so as to eliminate a narrow 
passage below the city which held back the natural flow of water 
for several miles to the north. This proposal appealed to my 
imagination. I liked the idea of going clown in history as the Gov- 
ernor of the State who altered the course of the Connecticut. I 
looked over a part of that old bed. Though not an engineer, I could 
see enormous difficulties in such a project, enormous cost and 
doubtful success also. I recalled that there w'as once a wild scheme 
to give the river Rhone a wide srveep around the peninsular city 
of Lyons in France, which after a little consideration was aban- 
doned. With this precedent in mind the vision of becoming the 
Governor who moved a river vanished into thin air. I was not to be 
a Moses who dried up a sea or a Joshua at whose command the sun 
stood still. 

So, on the advice of engineers, I fell back on a less spectacular 
plan, which I had discussed with the Governors of Vermont, New 
Hampshire, and Massachusetts, for control of the wayward Con- 
necticut River, whenever it went on an occasional fortnight’s spree, 
by means of a series of reservoirs on its upper tributaries. After 
further study of the plan, the Governors decided to appoint a Joint 
Committee, three from each State, to draw up a compact under 
the terms of the Federal Omnibus Flood Control Act of 1936, then 
pending in Congress, whereby the cost of flood projects was to be 
divided between the national government and the signatory States. 
Beginning on June 3 the Joint Committtee held through the sum- 
mer and autumn a number of meetings in Boston, which were usu- 
ally attended by representatives of the Engineering Corps of the 
United States Army. Progress was rapid. A compact seemed to be 
in sight by the next year. What happened to the compact I shall 
presently relate. 



XXXI. Political Landslide 


a NO 

A 


NOTHER political campaign was approaching, this time 
both state and national. Casual remarks of mine after 

L tlie election of 1934 gave color to the inference that I 
would not seek a fourth term as Governor. But when 


the leaders of the Old Guard began to ignore me as if I were no 
longer to be reckoned with, I could not lie down and let them walk 
over me. I was not very uneasy because one of the Old Guard tri- 
umvirate was elected Democratic National Committeeman. I was 


ready to accept him for the sake of harmony. What irritated me 
was the attempt so to organize the Senate of 1935 that my major 
appointments would be subject to the dictatorship of the spear- 
head of the Old Guard, in the interest of Lieutenant Governor 


Hayes, who was to be my successor in the Governor’s chair if all 
went well. How the tables were turned against these political 
maneuvers and how a large body of progressive legislation was 
enacted by the General Assembly of 1935 through the cooperation 
of the Republican and Socialist members, I have already related. 
On the day when a commission was created to revise the administra- 
tive structure of the state government, I could do nothing else but 
choose to run again, in the hope that a light which had led me on 
for six long years might be something more substantial than a 
will-o’-the-wisp. 


For the present, however, nothing was said of this intention. 
Meanwhile the Lieutenant Governor, as a rival for first place on 
the Democratic ticket in 1936, began to criticize my policy of ap- 
pointing Republicans to important positions. Let this go on a lit- 
tle longer, he declared, and there will be no Democratic party in 
Connecticut. At that time the slogan against me was “For every 
job there is a Democrat as good as any Republican.” 

Another Democratic rival for the Governor’s chair was Mayor 
Alfred N. Phillips of Stamford, who summed up his opinion of 
me in the picturesque sentence : “The Governor is about as useful 
to the people of the State of Connecticut as last year’s telephone 
book.” 


There was no need to announce my own candidacy for renom- 
ination. Silence showed that I was in a receptive mood. An ex- 
traordinary incident occurred at a $25-subscription dinner at 
the Hotel Taft in New Haven as early as November 9, 1935, in 
honor of Homer Cummings, the Attorney General of the United 
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States. Present were Jim Parley, National Chairman of the Demo- 
cratic party, Connecticut’s two Democratic Senators, four Demo- 
cratic members of Congress, and state officials and leaders. I was 
honorary chairman. When I rose to make an introductory address, 
I noticed a disturbance at a table in front of me. A young lawyer 
who was in a mellow mood was struggling to get to Ins feet out of 
the hands of friends who were trying to hold him down. He freed 
himself from their clutches and, straightening himself up to his 
full height, declared: “We are here tonight to honor Governor 
Cross whom we are going to elect again next year.” Everybody was 
flabbergasted. The tense moment was relieved by loud applause. 
Jim Farley on his departure that night left instructions, I was 
told, “to let Governor Cross carry the ball as the best bet for a 
touchdown in 1936.” 

Farley came to Connecticut again to look over the po- 
litical battlefield. It was well that he came ; for since his previous 
visit there had set in a rising tide of fierce criticism of Presi- 
dent Roosevelt and the New Deal. Democrats were worried. 
On the night of May 6, 1936, the chairman of the Democratic 
National Committee was greeted at the Hartford Club by an audi- 
ence of eleven hundred, coming from all parts of the State, who 
filled the great assembly hall and the still larger adjoining dining- 
rooms. He made a most telling and dramatic speech in vindication 
of President Roosevelt’s policies. His appeal for harmony went 
far towards cementing all the Democratic factions in Connecticut 
for the duration of the campaign. When he finished there could be 
no doubt about who would head the State’s Democratic ticket. 

The matter was sealed on May 25 at an elaborate dinner given 
by Lieutenant Governor Hayes at the Waterbury Club in honor 
of the new Democratic National Committeeman. I was soon shak- 
ing hands with a hundred Democratic leaders from all parts of 
the State. On the surface it was a harmony feast. That night I 
heard men who had intrigued against my policies call me “the 
greatest Governor in the history of Connecticut” and express the 
ardent hope that I would accept a renomination — in one instance 
“unless I felt it imperative to be relieved of a heavy burden.” I 
smelt the rat when my turn came to laud the new National Com- 
mitteeman. The Lieutenant Governor, who as toastmaster intro- 
duced me, predicted that I would begin my fourth term as Gov- 
ernor next January. I replied that I was willing to run again 
provided he would accept a renomination as Lieutenant Governor. 
When I sat down, he said that he would go along with me if that 
was the desire of the Democratic Convention which was to meet 
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in September. I hardly need to point out that there were hostile 
undercurrents in this exchange of courtesies. 

The Republican Convention for the nomination of a state ticket 
opened a day in advance of the Democratic Convention with an 
incident which, like the flood, was unprecedented in Connecticut 
history. On coming into the Hartford Club on Tuesday, Septem- 
ber 8, for a late dinner, I met in the lobby J. Henry Roraback and 
Harry Mackenzie. They had just dined together. We shook 
hands. Roraback remarked that they were going over to the Foot 
Guard Hall to hear the Republican keynote speech. He invited 
me to come along with them. I laughed at what I took to be a 
pleasant jest. When he began to urge me, assuring me of a grand 
inception, I declined the honor on the ground that my presence 
at a Republican Convention would be misunderstood by both po- 
litical parties. Moreover, I added, “I know in advance what your 
keynoter will say. It will be a long continuous shriek of a party 
in despair.” “Come along,” he repeated, “you will hear some good 
things about yourself before we knock you out. This is your last 
chance.” We parted with another shake of the hands. 

That evening Roraback as leader of his party began his address 
before the Republican Convention with a eulogy of Governor 
Cross which in abbreviated form was something like this : 

“I saw Governor Cross at the Hartford Club before coming over 
here and told him that the Republicans were about to nominate 
the next Governor. He seemed relieved. (Applause.) . . . We 
have been fortunate that during the last six years we have had an 
honest man who believed in law and order as the Governor of the 
State. It is no fault of his that we now have a deficit of $14,000,000. 
If the Governor had had his way, we would now be well on the 
way out of debt. Unlike the Republicans, the Democrats would not 
cooperate with him. But without his party’s support, he has saved 
for the State millions of dollars.” 

In the course of his speech Roraback approved my plan for the 
reorganization of the state government. There was a good deal of 
consternation, until he forecast a Republican victory in Connecti- 
cut by a majority somewhere between 150,000 and 300,000. This 
news was greeted with thunderous applause. He concluded by an- 
nouncing that he was going away for a short rest but would return 
in three weeks “with bells on and whistles blowing.” 

There was a sharp contest among the delegates over the 'ques- 
tion whether Hugh Alcorn, who was defeated in the last election, 
or Arthur Brown, the genial State’s attorney for New London 
County, should be nominated for Governor to carry the Republi- 
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can banner to the huge foreordained victory. The honor fell to 
Brown. The orator who put Alcorn’s name in nomination pre- 
dicted that Brown would be knocked out by Cross in the first round, 
lie was booed. 

The nest evening the Democrats convened as usual at Eastern 
Point to nominate their state ticket. As I came down the stairway 
of the Fort Griswold House on the way to the great hall to listen 
to Senator Maloney’s keynote speech, the lobby, crowded with dele- 
gates, was in commotion. J. Henry Roraback was there looking 
for the Governor. He said that he had come down to see how the 
Democrats do business. “In the morning,” he said, “I am going 
to start on a cruise in my yacht, Hollander, which is at anchor in 
the harbor. Before leaving I want to say good-by to you.” I wished 
him “a fine trip.” After advising delegates to renominate Cross, he 
departed with a friend. 

Roraback’s extreme courtesy, the Republican press generally 
held, was an assurance that the campaign would be conducted on 
decent lines. Some, however, thought that he was playing a shrewd 
political game. I surmised that he might be trying to kill me with 
kindness. Perhaps none of us was quite right. 

The next day the entire Democratic ticket of 1934 was renom- 
inated by acclamation. The nominating speech for Governor was 
made by Edward J. Daly, the Attorney General, who had been 
requested to indulge in no highfalutin talk. The platform, which 
was adopted unanimously, did not hesitate to recommend again 
measures that had previously failed of enactment, as introductory 
to a large body of new legislation looking toward the future. Every 
declaration was straightforward without a squint towards com- 
promise. 

The Republicans in their platform and political speeches sought 
to subordinate state issues to issues arising out of the New Deal, 
which they denounced as an attempt to overthrow constitutional 
government. Such state legislation as they advocated was more 
or less nullified by “escape clauses.” Civil service reform ought to 
begin by rooting out the spoils system in the Federal Government. 
The report of the Commission on the reorganization of the state 
government should be carefully studied. The provisions of the 
Social Security Act should be considered in connection with the 
preservation of the sovereign rights of the State. The State budget 
should be balanced and our humane institutions should be main- 
tained in accordance with Republican policies before the Demo- 
crats came into power. In all new legislation it should be remem- 
bered that problems like education, relations between employer 
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and employee, care of the unfortunate, and old-age pensions are 
reserved by the Federal Constitution to the States. 

In some of my speeches I attacked that plank in the Republican 
platform which decried “the use within Connecticut of Federal 
funds to purchase a surrender of the rights reserved to this State.” 
“Am I to understand,” I asked, “that if you Republicans come into 
power you intend to dam up this flow of Federal funds and to start 
a flow of your own by an enormous increase in state and local 
taxation to care for the unemployable and to provide work for the 
able-bodied unemployed? Just what is to be your policy? Have 
you considered that the citizens of Connecticut are paying Federal 
income taxes which nearly match the grants and loans of the 
national government? In the long run it will be an even break, 
whether or not you like the manner of it. In the emergency I am 
ready to lay the unsubstantial ghost of state sovereignty. I am 
ready to accept funds for the aged, the unemployed, dependent 
children, the blind and the crippled, for humane and educational 
institutions, for school and other buildings, for the extension of 
highways, and even for the extermination of mosquitoes in the 
marshes along the shore.” Against this last proposal I received a 
protest from a sportsman who informed me that the extermination 
of mosquitoes would result in the extermination of ducks who feed 
on their larvae. This left me in the' dilemma of deciding be- 
tween the welfare of human beings and the welfare of ducks. I de- 
cided against the ducks. 

The Republicans fell back on the question : who was responsible 
for the State deficit? It was as inane a question as “who killed 
Cock Robin?” The next year Connecticut was going to have, they 
said, a Governor who would balance the budget just as Governor 
Landon had done in Kansas. I remarked that the glory of Lan- 
don’s feat was somewhat dimmed since the Constitution of Kansas 
compelled him to keep within the limits of a budget which he him- 
self submitted to his legislature for approval, whereas the Con- 
necticut budget was a log-rolling prerogative of the Appropria- 
tions Committee of the General Assembly. Bear in mind too, that 
several Kansas counties, in order to keep their budgets in balance, 
closed their schools for a time until President Roosevelt supplied 
Federal funds for reopening them. As for Connecticut, the deficit 
came nearly, if not quite, to an end on July 1, 1935. Expenditures 
no longer exceeded income though all the services of the State in- 
cluding education were being maintained as usual. This happy 
situation was due to increased income from taxation as a result 
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of the improvement in businessj supplemented by taxes imposed 
on cigarettes and alcoholic liquors by the Legislature in 1935 . 

On Saturday night immediately before the election J. Henry 
Roraback appeared on the stage in another surprising perform- 
ance, during which he again declared that the deficit should not 
be laid at my door. The occasion was a Republican rally in West 
Hartford. The principal speaker was the Republican candidate 
for Governor who was very critical of my public record. On the 
orator’s return to his seat Roraback as presiding officer rose and, 
waving a finger towards the candidate’s head, chided him for his 
attack on me, saying, to put together scraps of his speech as quoted 
in the newspapers : 

“Mr. Brown, I don’t agree with you in what you have to say 
against Governor Cross. . . , Wait a minute until you hear what 
I have to say about Governor Cross — that grand old gentleman. 
. . . He has made a good Governor ... I have met him so often 
at the Hartford Club that I like him. . . . You shouldn’t say all 
those things about him. . . . When I once referred to him as ‘the 
dear old gentleman from Yale’ I felt that a college man lowered 
himself when he went into politics and I meant to point that out 
to him.” 

For a short while the contest in Connecticut between Roosevelt 
and Landon (who had the better press) was nip and tuck. But 
Landon soon began to fall behind. He was now red hot against the 
New Deal, and yet for three years he had come down hard on the 
Federal Government for funds for relief projects in Kansas. He 
was charged with using troops to quell strikes and he wobbled 
over the Social Security Act which provided for unemployment 
compensation, thereby losing the labor vote in this State and 
almost everywhere else. He accepted the nomination for President 
on the condition that his party should support him in an effort 
to restore the gold standard and yet made no effective issue of the 
devaluation of the dollar, to the disappointment of hard-money 
advocates. He would abrogate all trade agreements with other na- 
tions, which were lifting Connecticut out of the slough of the de- 
pression. In the rear lurked another protective tariff act which 
Arthur Brown openly advocated as a means of curing the ills of 
the textile industry. Inconsistencies in Republican policies for 
which Landon was spokesman his manager attempted to sub- 
merge one way in the East and another way in the West, The effort 
was futile, for his words were carried into all parts of the country. 
It became clear that Republican policies in prime essentials aimed 
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at “a return to normalcy,” though that phrase could not be safely 
used, for normalcy now had come to mean Herbert Hoover. 

There was one amusing incident just before the controversy died 
a natural death. I had been explaining to the farmers certain pro- 
posed amendments to the Milk Control Act. A Republican orator 
who was put on my trail told those same farmers that I was wasting 
my time on discussing milk, for if Roosevelt were elected there 
would be no cows to give milk. They would be unable to survive 
another four years of the New Deal. I went about much among the 
farmers. At a country fair a gentleman farmer tried to pin a Lan- 
don sunflower over my heart. “None of that, my friend,” I said, 
drawing back. “It would be beneath the dignity of a Governor 
to wear a yellow flower which is grown mostly in clumps to conceal 
outhouses.” “That’s right,” shouted a dirt farmer. “Give it to him 
hot. That’s all sunflowers are good for.” 

While the Republican campaign was slipping, President Roose- 
velt made a tour through the central part of the State. Thursday, 
October 22, the day after they had toured Massachusetts, Mayor 
Spellacy and I met President and Mrs. Roosevelt in their private 
car at the railway station in Hartford. The President was revising 
his Hartford speech, deleting and adding phrases and sentences 
to his typed copy as the sheets were handed to him one by one by 
a stenographer. As soon as the speech was completed for reporters, 
we four headed a motorcade for the Music Shell in Bushnell Park 
where the speech was given. The streets were so thronged that it 
was difficult for the police to keep open a passageway. When the 
President stepped forward on the platform of the Shell and waved 
his left arm, he was greeted with “one of the greatest uproars in 
the history of Hartford tumults.” It was estimated that 100,000 
men, women, and children crowded into the park and surrounding 
streets. Avoiding all controversial questions, the President urged 
quick completion of the flood control compact between the New 
England States and gave a few precise statistics to show that pros- 
perity was on the way back to Connecticut. When he finished his 
brief speech the people seemed unwilling to let him go. 

I3y invitation of the President I rode with him and Mrs. Roose- 
velt over the journey southward to New Haven, Bridgeport, and 
Stamford. Senators, Congressmen, and local officials occupied by 
turns the seat facing us. Along the way out of Hartford streets 
were lined with people, and hands or flags waved from open win- 
dows. Wherever we passed a clump of houses, sometimes only a 
single house in country districts, the President was greeted with 
waving hands or shouts of families on the lawns. He made ten 



Political Landslide 347 

three-minute speeches that day. It was estimated that seven or 
eight hundred thousand people came out to greet him — almost 
half the population of the State. 

After the President’s tour there could be no doubt about which 
party would win the election in Connecticut. There was no more 
talk about a big Republican majority. Privately the Republicans 
hoped that Landon might come through with a small majority as 
Hoover had done in 1932. Cross they conceded might win but he 
would have a Legislature against him. I professed to have but one 
fear, which was that Landon might carry Kansas. 

On the evening after the battle, I sat for a while at the Hartford 
Club with friends, Democrats and Republicans, listening to the 
returns. It was generally agreed that Connecticut might go Demo- 
cratic by a good margin, but nobody anticipated a landslide. 
While we were speculating on the probable width of the margin, 
weighing this consideration against that, w r e were interrupted by 
a radio voice announcing at intervals that Hartford had gone 
Democratic by a plurality of 27,000, New Haven by 21,000, 
Waterbury by 14,000, and Bridgeport by 20,000 for Roosevelt 
and 16,000 for Cross. Greatly excited by the news, I went over 
to the receiving room of the Hartford Times , where the returns 
were being tabulated as they came in. The vote was proportion- 
ately much the same in other cities and industrial boroughs. Some 
of the small towns, too, were going Democratic and most of the rest 
were showing reduced Republican majorities. Assured of a tre- 
mendous victory, I visited the Democratic Headquarters to join 
in the pandemonium over “the sweep, landslide, and avalanche.” 
Nothing like that wild scene had I ever witnessed before. 

Thence I set out for New Haven, where a houseful of friends, 
mostly Republicans, were waiting to greet me. I telegraphed Presi- 
dent Roosevelt : “Returns show that you have carried Connecticut 
by a majority so large as to strain my knowledge of arithmetic.” 
At midnight I broadcast my thanks to citizens of the State for 
electing me a fourth time as their Governor. When I awoke in the 
morning and looked over the news, I had no further fears about 
Kansas. Only two States remained faithful to the Republican 
cause: Vermont and Maine. 

As officially determined, Roosevelt won over Landon in Con- 
necticut by a majority of 103,444 votes. All state officers were re- 
elected by varying majorities above 90,000. 1 led with a majority 
over Brown of 93,763, despite an active campaign against me as 
a back number by Mayor McLevy, the Socialist candidate for 
Governor, who polled 21,000 votes. The 6 Democratic candidates 



348 Connecticut Yankee 

for Congress easily won over their Republican opponents. Con- 
necticut's representatives in Congress in both House and Senate 
now formed for the first time in my memory a solid Democratic 
body. The political complexion of the General Assembly was also 
materially changed. The 3 Socialist Senators who had held the 
balance of power were all defeated. The number of Democratic 
Senators rose from 17 to 26, leaving the Republicans with a small 
minority of 9. The House, however, was still safely Republican, 
though chastened by a loss of IS seats. 

Happily both political parties were ostensibly with me on the 
legislative program I intended to submit to the General Assembly. 
Most courteously the Republican candidate for Governor issued a 
statement asking his party to “swing behind Governor Cross” on 
his progressive measures such as bills establishing a district court 
system and granting the right of jury service to women, which he 
himself had advocated during the campaign, though they were 
not in the Republican platform. 

On the second day after the election the General Assembly of 
1935 convened in special session to enact emergency legislation 
that could not wait for action by the new General Assembly which 
would not meet until January. On the emergency agenda was an 
Unemployment Compensation bill, which quickly passed both 
Houses without any display of political fireworks. In the atmos- 
phere created by the election, partisanship seemed to be giving 
way to partnership in legislation for the public good, such as I 
had hoped for when I first took office six years before. How long, I 
wondered, would the new era last, 



XXXII. “The Heel of Orion” 


T IME out of mind at this turn of the seasons when the 
hardy oak leaves rustle in the wind and the frost gives 
a tang to the air and the dusk falls early and the friendly 
evenings lengthen under the heel of Orion, it has seemed 
good to our people to join together in praising the Creator and 
Preserver, who has brought us by a way that we did not know to 
the end of another year. In observance of this custom, I appoint 
Thursday, the twenty-sixth of November, as a day of Public 
Thanksgiving for the blessings that have been our common lot 
and have placed our beloved State with the favored regions of 
earth — for all the creature comforts: the yield of the soil that has 
fed us and the richer yield from labor of every kind that has sus- 
tained our lives — and for all those things, as dear as breath to the 
body, that quicken man’s faith in his manhood, that nourish and 
strengthen his spirit to do the great work still before him ; for the 
brotherly word and act ; for honor held above price ; for steadfast 
courage and zeal in the long, long search after truth ; for liberty 
and for justice freely granted by each to his fellow and so as freely 
enjoyed; and for the crowning glory and mercy of peace upon 
our land ; — that we may humbly take heart of these blessings as 
we gather once again with solemn and festive rites to keep our 
Harvest Home.” 

In this Thanksgiving Proclamation, issued while the special 
session of the General Assembly was engaged in humane legisla- 
tion, I felt justified in dwelling upon the good things which under 
a Divine Providence had come to our State during the year. As I 
left out the flood, labor disputes, and other disagreeable events, 
for which I could hardly give thanks, I received a severe drubbing 
from a Congregational minister who took the Proclamation as his 
text in a union Thanksgiving service. He was sorry that Connecti- 
cut had a Governor who could not face realities. He missed in the 
Proclamation, for instance, “a confession of sins on the part of 
the Governor, the legislators, and the people who form the con- 
stituency of the State and nation.” It may be that he was disap- 
pointed in the outcome of the election. ' 

For others the Proclamation struck a note in harmony with 
emotions prevailing at the close of the year. It was read in hun- 
dreds of churches within and without the State. It was read over 
the radio by Alexander Woollcott in a nationwide hookup, and 
published by him in his Second Reader. 
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About that one novel phrase it contained, the “heel of Orion,” I 
received many inquiries. One day a college student called on me 
at the Capitol with a request that I settle for him two bets he had 
made about my Thanksgiving Proclamation, which he and his 
classmates had discussed with one of their professors of English 
literature. “Eire away,” I said. “Did you,” he first asked, “build 
up, as some of us think, your Proclamation around the phrase 
‘under the heel of Orion’ ?” I replied that Orion did not come into 
the Proclamation until the last revision. The boys could not find 
the phrase in either Milton or Shakespeare, he said, though they 
supposed one or the other to be the author. Nor was it in the Bible. 
“The bet is on whether you took it from some ancient writer or in- 
vented it yourself.” I replied that credit for the “heel of Orion” be- 
longed to Helen McAfee, my colleague on the Y ale Review, who, so 
far as I knew, coined the phrase herself. He seemed perplexed. He 
had lost the first bet, he remarked, and was uncertain how the sec- 
ond should be decided inasmuch as the phrase, though not my own, 
had apparently first appeared in a Proclamation over my name. 
I recommended him to consult an expert in casuistry. 

The origin of the phrase was thoroughly investigated by my 
learned friend, Dr. McGregor, pastor of a Congregational church 
in Norwalk, Connecticut, who held three Yale degrees. Assuming 
that “the heel of Orion” like “the heel of Achilles” had an ancient 
literary connotation with which he was unfamiliar, he started out 
in researches to determine what it was. He went through all sorts 
of reference books, in some of which he found Orion but never 
Orion’s “heel.” In his quandary he consulted the staff of the Hay- 
den Planetarium in New York City, where an assistant curator 
found a quotation from Aratos, a Greek poet, physician, and 
astronomer of the third century b. c., which referred to “Orion’s 
feet.” Unable to pursue his investigations furthei', Dr. McGregor 
appealed to me for help. 

Out of curiosity I looked up Aratos, whose astronomical poems, 
I discovered, so appealed to Cicero that he translated them from 
Greek into Latin. I learned also that Saint Paul quoted from one 
of them in his famous address to the Athenians on Mars’ Hill, 
where he spoke of God “as one in whom we live, and move, and have 
our being, as certain also of your own poets have said.” I looked 
again at an old drawing of Orion and saw on an exposed foot two 
other stars besides the one at the heel, all of which Aratos saw when 
he looked into the brilliant Grecian heavens more than two mil- 
lenniums ago. Aratos and I have since become friends. 



XXXIII. Sit-down and Other Strikes 


S TAR GAZING came quickly to an end on rumors that a 
general strike in the metal industries of the State was 
brewing. During 1936 a large number of labor disputes 
and minor strikes, thirty-two of them in the summer, were 
easily settled by the Board of Mediation and Arbitration or by 
the Commissioner of Labor acting under the Board’s authority. 
There were, however, two serious strikes which, other means failing, 
I tried to mediate as Governor. 

My first attempt was with a walkout at the Lawton Mills, a 
large cotton textile plant which dominated the beautiful village 
of Plainfield in eastern Connecticut. As almost always, both sides 
were at fault. Every effort I made for a compromise on the wage 
scale, the question at issue, was spurned by a professional strike 
leader who was brought in from Providence. Hopeless of a settle- 
ment, the president of the Lawton corporation advised the stock- 
holders to liquidate the concern. On March 3, the day when they 
met to decide the momentous question, I placed in their hands a 
personal letter requesting that they defer action until they had 
carefully considered a proposal to apply to the Reconstruction 
Finance Corporation for a loan to satisfy emergency obligations 
and to complete their equipment of modern looms so as to improve 
their position in a highly competitive business. They informed 
me that an application for such a loan had already been made and 
the loan had been denied on the protest of President Green of 
the A.F.L., who held it would be taking sides against the strik- 
ers. For lack of temporary financial assistance the Lawton Manu- 
facturing Company went out of business, with irreparable damage 
to a hitherto flourishing mill community, leaving a body of skilled 
workmen to shift for themselves elsewhere. A similar walkout which 
was threatening in another village was prevented by quick action 
before a professional strike leader could get on the scene. But that 
is not in the public record. 

My next experiment in direct action was in connection with a 
bitter strike at the Middletown plant of the Remington Rand com- 
pany, a corporation organized under the laws of Delaware for the 
manufacture of all sorts of office equipment including noiseless 
typewriters. Besides the plant at Middletown the company had 
seven others located in the States of New York and Ohio. Ap- 
parently most of the workers in all the eight plants (6,000 of 
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them) were on strike. As the company, with its plants thus scat- 
tered, was engaged in interstate business, it was a question whether 
any one State could legally intervene to force a settlement of the 
strike within its own borders. Nevertheless I decided to make a 
trial. 

The strike in Middletown broke out on May 26, with disturb- 
ances approaching a riot. At the request of the Mayor, I sent to 
the scene a body of the State Police to assist the local police in 
maintaining order in the conduct of the strike. A week later the 
Connecticut Board of Mediation and Arbitration invited officials 
of the Remington Rand company and of the union to a conference 
to discuss all phases of the dispute with a view to a quick settlement. 
The President of the company, James H. Rand, Jr., ignored the 
“invitation” on the ground, as stated in the press, that the Board, 
being a state agency, had no jurisdiction in the case. Somewhat 
later, when he was summoned to appear before the National Labor 
Relations Board in Buffalo at a hearing to answer a complaint by 
strikers in his New York plants, he escaped that ordeal by ob- 
taining an injunction against the prosecution of that complaint 
on the ground, it was said, that the strike was only a state affair. 
In this way Rand avoided for a long time any settlement of the 
strike, by playing state and national agencies against each other. 

The strike in Middletown went on for weeks and months with no 
end in sight. For a short rest I took a run up to Lake Sunapce 
over the Fourth of July, leaving instructions with my Executive 
Secretary, Philip Hewes, to call me back on the first indication of 
a more serious turn in the strike. There was to be no recurrence, 
if I could help it, of the incident of 1934, when the Lieutenant 
Governor called out the National Guard without informing me of 
what he was doing. The summons came at noon on July 8. Four 
hours later I was at the Capitol. There had been the night be- 
fore, I learned, a rather hot fight between strikers and strikebreak- 
ers. Rocks had been hurled through windows of the plant, and 
automobiles bearing strikebreakers had been stoned and over- 
turned. The next day I conferred with my friends among manu- 
facturers and Labor leaders. I visited Middletown. All was quiet. 
A hundred state policemen were on duty with nothing to do. 

With the approval of advisers, I sent telegrams to Governor 
Lehman of New York, Governor Davey of Ohio, and James Rand 
asking for a conference with them in New York City. Rand re- 
fused to take part in any negotiations with Governor Davey, who, 
he feared, could not be relied upon to keep his word ! For this and 
some other reasons the conference was never held. Instead Rand, 
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on my invitation, met me at the Hartford Club for an hour’s talk. 
He was in a genial mood, ready to do anything I asked of him. 
When we parted I thought that we were well on the way towards 
the end of the strike. I asked him to put in a concise statement what 
he was willing to do. Within a day or two came “the concise state- 
ment” in the form of a telegram which in substance reiterated Iris 
old position at the outset of the strike. As far as he was concerned 
the strike was over. Under certain conditions he would reemploy 
the strikers in so far as he needed them. But he would not enter 
into any negotiations with them or with leaders of their union for 
their return. So I understood him. 

Still the strike went on. Near September 1 it reached a climax. 
Twice the State Police used tear gas to clear the mam street of 
strikers, strikebreakers, and their sympathizers. I was between the 
devil and the deep sea. The Mayor of Middletown and other mu- 
nicipal officials urged me to call out the National Guard and to 
declare martial law. Officers of the Connecticut branch of the 
A.F.L. urged me to withdraw the State Police. I did neither. I 
asked the State Police Commissioner to do just two things: to 
replace the lieutenant who had resorted to the use of tear gas with 
another of better judgment ; and to forbid his men to enter, except 
in an emergency, the yard of the Remington Rand company so as 
to make it clear that they were not in Middletown, as strikers 
alleged, to protect strikebreakers but to enforce generally law 
and order all over Middletown. The Police Commissioner was in 
full agreement with my proposals which we put into effect imme- 
diately. 

The day after my renomination for Governor I addressed in 
Bridgeport the annual convention of the Connecticut branch of 
the A.F.L. It was predicted that there would be an uproar, that 
half the delegates would rise and walk out on my appearance 
in the hall. Nothing of the kind occurred. I was cordially greeted 
by the President, a friend who always voted for me, and the Secre- 
tary, another friend who never voted for me. I gave the convention 
a full account of my attempts to settle the strike with Rand whom 
I described as “a damned hard man to deal with.” I allayed fears 
about my ordering out the National Guard, I told the convention 
about the progress being made in drafting an Unemployment 
Compensation Act, which I was to submit to a special session of 
the General Assembly. I announced that I had appointed Joe 
Tone, the Commissioner of Labor, who was present, as my rep- 
resentative to take personal charge of the strike. Then came an 
uproar of approbation, amid which I could only try to say that 
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he would advise me on the withdrawal of the State Police. I added 
that it was now the business of the national government to put an 
end to a scandalous interstate strike which Federal agents had 
already investigated and condemned. 

Already the C.I.O. under John L. Lewis was attempting to cor- 
ral under its banner employees of the State’s metal industries, 
with what success it was difficult to discern. By February, 1937, 
it looked as if the first Connecticut plants on the C.I.O. docket 
would be branches or associates of General Motors and General 
Electric. Against any threat of tying up a large group of in- 
dustries with sit-down strikes, the technique the C.I.O. was then 
using, I settled in my mind upon a procedure to enforce, whenever 
the emergency might arise, the laws of a State in which the right 
to strike does not carry with it the right to take possession of an- 
other’s property and to hold it for some personal advantage in 
dealing with the owner. The test came unexpectedly at the Groton 
Electric Boat Company on the Thames across from New London, 
whose chief business was building submarines for the United States 
Navy. Its employees had their own union for collective bargaining 
about which there had been no serious trouble until a local of the 
Industrial Union of Marine and Shipbuilding Workers, a unit of 
the C.I.O., stepped in to get control of the company. Leaders of 
the Industrial Union, hailing from New York City, succeeded in 
bringing into their fold 108 of the 2,000 workers in the plant and 
towards the end of February, 1987, ordered a sit-down strike to 
force the company first to reinstate a discharged C.I.O. worker 
and then to recognize the local C.I.O. as the bargaining agency 
for all employees. 

The sit-down strike lasted for only one day. Armed with bench 
warrants charging the strikers, after being discharged and re- 
ceiving tlieir pay, with trespassing on the company’s property, 
the State Police evicted them all at midnight. Most of them walked 
out in obedience to police orders. A few were hustled out. 

The next morning (Thursday, February 25) I received in my 
office at th.e Capitol a committee of the strike outfit comprising its 
organizer, treasurer, and secretary. With me were my Executive 
Secretary, Philip Hewes, Attorney General Daly, Police Com- 
missioner Sunderland, Labor Commissioner Tone, and Morgan 
Mooney, who, as Secretary of the State Board of Mediation and 
Arbitration, had settled scores of labor disputes of which time has 
left no record. The state leaders were sitting on my right and left 
when the strike officials entered and were invited to take seats in 
front of me on the other side of my desk. Reporters brought up 
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the real . That the conference might start off in good humor I 
passed around a box of Connecticut seed-leaf cigars. 

Few cigars were lighted before the organizer of the strike 
shouted at me across the desk: “Did you receive my telegram 
last night demanding that you remove them Cossacks you sent 
down to Groton? I demand that they be removed at once or there 
will be bloodshed.” Considerably aroused, I jumped up and re- 
plied, with a slow emphasis on each word : “I want you to under- 
stand, sir, that there will be no sit-down strikes in Connecticut so 
long as I am Governor. State Police will stay on until Lhe strike 
is over. They arc down there to protect you strikers as well as 
everybody, else. The workers outnumber you strikers twenty to 
one. Were the police withdrawn, you would all be thrown into 
the river.” The three members of the strikers’ committee com- 
plained further that the police “split” the picket line at the main 
gate of the plant. That action, I told them, was in accordance with 
Connecticut practice as a means of forestalling fights between in- 
going and outcoming workers and strikers crowding around gates, 
which might lead, as you say, to bloodshed. “That there may be 
no misunderstanding in regard to the rules of picketing,” I con- 
cluded, “Commissioners Sunderland and Tone will come down to 
Groton this afternoon to confer with you.” So ended the confer- 
ence. The way in which Connecticut dealt with its first sit-down 
strike was flashed across the country. It met with general approval 
except among groups of radical labor leaders and “progressive 
thinkers” who wanted to come to Hartford and convince me that 
the sit-down strike was legal in Connecticut as well as everywhere 
else. John L. Lewis warned the Governor to look out what he was 
doing. I accepted the challenge. I sent him word that Connecticut 
could manage its own affairs. 

The Groton strike was of short duration. Its organizer was 
removed by the Industrial Union for some act, I forget what it 
was, which reflected on his character. He “skipped.” The state- 
wide strike in the metal industries involving General Motors and 
General Electric branches and associates never materialized. There 
were afterwards a few minor sit-down strikes, which were not per- 
mitted to continue into the night. Before asking strikers to leave 
their seats, on orders of the Governor, the police were instructed 
in all instances to arrange for a conference the next morning be- 
tween a committee of the strikers and the managers of the com- 
pany concerned. In this manner a number of disputes were amicably 
settled. In face of an aroused public opinion, the sit-down strike 
could not live in Connecticut. 



XXXIV. Reorganization of the State 
Government 


T HE General Assembly convened on January 6, 1937, 
and organized without a repetition of the long-drawn- 
out fight in the Senate two years before. True, there 
had been since the election a quarrel between the two 
factions of the Democratic party over who should enjoy the 
usufruct of a great victory. But the triumvirate of the Old Guard, 
which was weakened by the defection of one member, could not 
hope to organize the Senate in their own interest, for of the 26 
Democratic Senators 20 lined up in support of the Governor. 

Had I myself picked the floor leaders of both parties, they 
could not have given me greater satisfaction. Raymond Devlin 
was reelected Democratic leader of the Senate and E. Gaynor 
Brennan Republican leader. The House chose Noah Swayne as 
Republican and John Thoms as Democratic leader. Joseph Law- 
lor, an old political war horse, was made President of the Demo- 
cratic Senate, and J. Mortimer Bell, another political war horse, 
was made Speaker of the House. The setup in both Senate and 
House augured well for getting things done, 

No one, I think, called attention to the fact that nearly all the 
official leaders of the Senate and House had some connection with 
Yale. Devlin and Brennan were graduates of the Yale Law School. 
Swayne was a graduate of Yale College, who at Commencement 
dinners used to lead the alumni in the national anthem and “Bright 
College Years,” and Thoms was a graduate of both the College 
and the Law School. Aird the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, 
W. M. Maltbie, was adorned with three Yale degrees : B.A., LL.B., 
and Honorary LL.D. Lack of hostile comment on this surplus of 
men trained at Yale surprised me; for when I first ran for Gov- 
ernor in 1930 ‘I was advised to keep my New Haven connections 
in the dark if I wished to be elected. 

I felt at home as one of this team, although I had not always 
been so fortunate in dealing with the party leadership of my first 
two administrations. After that, the reins began to flap loose. In 
1937 the Democratic reins dropped from the old driver’s hands. 
They fell, too, from the Republican dictator’s hands. J. Henry 
Roraback, for months mentally jll, took his own life in May of 
that year. I attended his funeral and sat among his friends. Eor 
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twenty-five years he had ruled his party as a benevolent despot and 
most of that time he had controlled the legislative and adminis- 
trative policies of the State. His mantle fell upon the shoulders 
of lieutenants who did not command the respect of their party. 
Republican as well as Democratic members of the General Assem- 
bly were now relatively free to run through the mill a very large 
grist of legislation. 

In my Inaugural Message and in conferences with members of 
the General Assembly, I let go of nothing which had failed in 
previous recommendations. Strangely enough, jury service for 
women, which had been advocated by the Republican candidate 
for Governor as well as the Democratic; was made a party issue in 
the House, where a sharp battle was fought over the question. As 
in 1933 and 1935, women were bluntly informed by Republican 
psychologists that they were too emotional for the sane con- 
sideration of criminal cases and wholly lacking in the knowledge 
of law and business necessary for dealing with civil actions. In 
retaliation, the psychologists received some hard hits from women 
members of the House, one of them a lawyer. On the final vote, 35 
Republicans bolted their party and joined with the Democrats 
in the passage of the jury service bill by a small majority. In the 
Senate the majority was overwhelming, 29 to 5. 

After a struggle of sixteen years, women won the right to sit in 
the jury box of Connecticut courts. The event was celebrated in 
my office when I signed the bill, surrounded by a large company 
of women facing a camera. I recited for them Clough’s famous 
poem beginning : 

Say not the struggle naught availeth. 

I submitted a report from the Judicial Council, this time ac- 
companied with a bill, for the establishment of thirty-three District 
Courts in place of some seventy city, borough, and town courts. 
The bill, which had behind it strong public support, stood no 
chance with the legislators who found all manner of fault with 
the lines on which the districts were drawn. In an endeavor to 
satisfy these faultfinders, Chief Justice Maltbie redrew the dis- 
trict lines, only, however, to awaken as many other faultfinders. 
No one, of course, was deceived by this sort of criticism, which was 
a cover for the retention of several hundred political jobs con- 
nected with the seventy minor courts — judges, deputy-judges, 
prosecutors, clerks, stenographers, etc. To save something out of 
the original design the Chief Justice, at my request, drafted a 
third bill which made it permissive for two or more contiguous 
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towns to establish, under certain conditions, judiciary districts. 
This bill passed the Senate but was defeated in the House by a 
vote of 9 to 1. 

Public opinion was so incensed by tbe defeat of a modified Dis- 
trict Court bill that neither political part) 1 , in view of the election 
next year, dared enter into another minor court deal. There were 
a few attempts at one, but none succeeded. As a result the General 
Assembly on the day of adjournment threw all but two of the 
minor court judges into the lap of the Governor for interim ap- 
pointments. A political stalemate over the control of local courts 
presented an amusing spectacle. For one year at least I gained 
temporarily more than I had previously striven for in vain, which 
was that the judges of all courts, whether they be called major 
or minor, be appointed, not by the Governor, but by the General 
Assembly or the Senate on the nomination of the Governor. 

The General Assembly was now developing and bringing to a 
conclusion a vast legislative program for which it will be distin- 
guished in the annals of Connecticut history. First on the agenda 
was the consideration of the financial condition of the state gov- 
ernment, which I summed up in my Inaugural Message. There 
had accumulated during the leanest years of the depression a 
deficit somewhat overestimated at $14,000,000 in the running ex- 
penses of the State. That it was no larger, I now informed the 
Assembly, was due to the policy of the Board of Finance and Con- 
trol, whether Democratic or Republican, of making no addition 
to the existing services performed by the State, and confining capi- 
tal outlays to the repairs of state buildings. It seemed to me that 
the time had come to put our financial house in order and to 
initiate a building program to meet the imperative needs of our 
educational, humane, and corrective institutions. 

How far it might be necessary to broaden the base of our tax 
system to finance new activities was a question to be left for future 
consideration. The immediate proposal which I made with some 
trepidation, not knowing how it would be received, was that the 
State be authorized to issue serial funding and building bonds, 
running for twenty years, to an amount not exceeding $25,000,- 
000, of which at least $11,000,000 would be available for the erec- 
tion and equipment of a Veterans’ Home for disabled soldiers and 
a new Training School for Defectives (for both of which land 
had been bought) , for new buildings at the Fairfield Hospital for 
the mentally afflicted, at all the State’s sanatoria for tubercular 
patients, and at the Connecticut State College. That this pro- 
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gram, hardly more than indicated, might he greatly enlarged, I 
requested legislation which would permit Connecticut to avail it- 
self of its share in such funds as might be allocated to States for 
building and other purposes by the Federal Government. 

The proposal was greeted, not as I feared with cool silence, but 
with general applause which promised quick legislative action. A 
bill was passed under suspension of the rules, authorizing the issue 
of bonds in the amount I recommended and creating to supervise 
the issue a commission of five members, who elected the Governor 
as chairman. Under another suspension of the rules the Governor 
was designated administrative agent of the State to apply for and 
receive Federal funds for construction and other purposes. These 
two bills, passed by a Republican House, were immediately trans- 
mitted to a Democratic Senate which took favorable action upon 
them with equal dispatch. The Democrats were a little sore be- 
cause the Republicans under the leadership of Noah S wayne got 
the edge on them. 

At last, after six years of waiting, the day also arrived for 
repairing, if not rebuilding, the central administrative structure 
of the state government. The commission created by the General 
Assembly in 1935 for this purpose, known as the Reorganization 
Commission, placed in my hands a copy of its report on January 
25,1937. 

The commission comprised Dean Clark of the Yale Law School, 
well known for his previous studies in government ; Thomas Rus- 
sell, who, as a member of the House some fifteen years before, had 
been chairman of a committee on a revision of the state govern- 
ment, which was ridiculed to death by political leaders of his own 
party who would have none of it; F. Goodwin Smith, who like 
Russell was a clearheaded businessman; Senator Kenneth Cramer, 
who was showing a keen interest in both the theoretical and prac- 
tical aspects of government; and Tom Hewes of decided ideas, 
who, as the only Democrat among the five members, was properly 
elected chairman. They chose as their secretary Benjamin Whit- 
aker, afterwards Professor of Economics at Union College. 

These men had undertaken the heavy task of formulating a 
plan for the integration of the executive branch of the state gov- 
ernment as I had often recommended in the interest of economy 
and efficiency, by the elimination of all duplicate services and 
efforts, by the abandonment, reconstruction, or mergers of exist- 
ing departments and the creation of such new departments as 
might be deemed advisable. Investigation revealed in the execu- 
tive group a mass of more or less independent commissions and 
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boards, a few of which were appointed by the Governor directly, 
more by the Governor with the advice and consent of the Senate 
or the General Assembly as a whole, and several either by the Sen- 
ate alone or conjointly with the House without nomination by the 
Governor. Over a number of executive agencies the Governor had 
no control whatever ; in others it was difficult to determine where 
responsibility for any action lay because of scattered authority. 
As a matter of fact, in my first administration Commissioners of 
the large departments, critical of my policies, seemed to regard 
themselves as accountable not to the Governor but, as I have said, 
to the political organization of which they were a part, within and 
without the General Assembly. 

That the Governor might keep in close touch with all executive 
agencies, the Commission proposed that the 116 administrative de- 
partments be reduced to 18 by grouping related activities, and 
that the Constitution be amended to make the State Treasurer, 
Comptroller, and Secretary of State appointive officers under the 
control of the Governor. Other proposed amendments were for an 
enlargement of the Governor’s veto power and for the appoint- 
ment of the Attorney General by the judges of the Superior Court. 
The only elective state officers left for the heats of a political cam- 
paign were to be the Governor and Lieutenant Governor. 

This scheme of a simplified state government, recommended by a 
group of independent citizens, interested press and public as an 
ideal, but the question arose whether after all it would work out 
any better in practice than the present structure which had grown 
up through a natural evolutionary process. To prove that it would, 
the Governor and several members of the Commission took to the 
stump. I went on the radio three times and for two months I toured 
the State with addresses to large audiences. It was easy enough 
to evoke a laugh by a display of parallel diagrams, one represent- 
ing 18 closely knit departments with the Governor in control at 
the head, and a hodgepodge of 116 departments, boards and minor 
agencies, many of them going their own way without supervision 
of anyone above them. 

One always came back, however, to the main question, “How 
much will the cost of government be reduced under the drastic 
revision you are proposing?” I conservatively estimated the sav- 
ings at $3,000,000 a year if the whole reorganization plan were 
carried through. When challenged to prove that, I could quote, 
for example, statistics to show that the price paid for specified 
foods in a selected group of state institutions varied during a 
normal month in 1935 on an average of 80 per cent. It was pro- 
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posed to correct this situation by centralizing buying in the hands 
of a Supervisor of Purchases whose business would be to buy all 
materials and supplies for state departments and institutions 
through competitive bidding. 

Strange things were now to happen. Though the General As- 
sembly could not count on a majority to discontinue two small fer- 
ries across the Connecticut River, antedating bridges and rail- 
roads, it encountered but faint opposition to the abolition of the 
great Eoard of Finance and Control, which, as the maker of 
budgets, had financial supervision of all departments and other 
agencies of the State. In its place the Assembly created, as recom- 
mended by the Reorganization Commission, a Department of 
Finance and Control with a Commissioner at its head as general 
manager. Its major functions were grouped in two divisions, re- 
spectively under a Director of the Budget and a Supervisor of 
Purchases, both appointed by the Commissioner with the approval 
of the Governor. Closely associated with this new department, 
almost one with it, was established a Personnel Department to ad- 
minister under a Director a merit system of appointments to posi- 
tions in the State Civil Service ; and less closely associated with it 
was a Department of Public Works to put through the huge build- 
ing program. Of all these departments the Governor was given 
direct oversight. 

Legislation necessary for this organization was twice in real 
jeopardy, to say nothing of intermittent attacks by the Lieutenant 
Governor and others. First on the docket for action was the Civil 
Service Act which was passed by the House, where it originated, 
after a spirited discussion over a section which permitted em- 
ployees in the classified service to play the political game much as 
usual, outside the hours when they were engaged in the State’s 
business. The Senate, after holding up action on the bill for nearly 
a month, returned it to the House with two amendments. One pro- 
hibited employees in the classified service from participating in 
political activities at any time “on behalf of any political party or 
candidate for election.” The other removed the Personnel Director 
from the proposed Department of Finance and Control, to which 
he had been properly assigned in the original bill, and created for 
him an independent department. The amended bill raised an up- 
roar in the House. It was denounced by Republicans and by some 
Democrats, one of whom in his excitement declared that the bill 
was as full of holes as “his wife’s coriander,” a slip of the tongue 
for “his wife’s colander,” After a long and acrimonious debate 
the House, not caring to assume the burden of killing the merit 
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system of appointments, concurred in the Senate’s amendments 
and then, through its Republican leader, challenged me to sign 
the bill. If I would veto it, he assured me, the House would raise 
another and better bill and send it on to the Senate. I had no desire 
to see the merit system, which the politicians of neither party 
really wanted, tossed back and forth between Senate and House, 
to be lost somewhere in the game. I had on my desk a very good 
bill, with fewer holes in it than a colander, and I signed it. That 
act was in major essentials among the very best civil service laws 
ever enacted in any S Late. 

In connection with the Purchasing Act an incident occurred 
which still amuses me. The bill, originating in the Senate, was 
quickly passed by that body and transmitted to the House where, 
a canvass showed, there was a clear majority for it. At this point 
three leaders of the outside Republican organization, upon whose 
shoulders had dropped three pieces of J. Henry Roraback’s torn 
mantle, intervened to retain the patronage of the old purchasing 
racket. They were assisted by a group of lobbyists representing a 
compact body of middlemen from whom the State bought most of 
its supplies. It was the business of these “corridor boys” to but- 
tonhole members of the House and whip them into line against the 
Purchasing Act, which, they claimed, was a Democratic measure 
to get control of all purchases for the State, then amounting to 
$8,000,000 a year. 

On the morning of the day when the House was to take final 
action on the bill, the chairman of the Reorganization Committee, 
George L. Warncke, a fruit grower of Wilton, with whom I liked 
to do business because he was frank and aboveboard in the discus- 
sion of all questions at issue, appeared in my office with a down- 
cast face to inform me that this was the last of the reorganization 
measures he would have anything to do with because of the in- 
sults he was receiving from the corridor boys, who, he feared, 
would be able to defeat the Purchasing Act. After a little talk 
during which I begged him not to give up the ship, I asked him to 
go and see Noah Swayne, the Republican leader of the House, 
with whom I had had breakfast at the Hartford Club an hour ago. 
Pie went at once. 

The Plouse usually convened at 11 o’clock or a little later. On 
that morning the Speaker called it to order at 10.15, the appointed 
hour. The Purchasing Act, after some other business, was taken 
from the table, explained by Chairman Warncke, and passed, in 
concurrence with the Senate, without debate. The three corridor 
chiefs were still in the Speaker’s office conferring with a Republi- 
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can friend of mine who, I daresay, was vainly arguing with them 
not to oppose the bill, when a messenger came running in, out of 
breaLli, with the announcement that the bill had gone through the 
House without a contest, even without any member asking for a 
yea-and-nay vote. In their excitement at the news the three cor- 
ridor chiefs leaped up, one of them literally into the air, and rushed 
out, exclaiming that the House must reconsider its action. For 
once they were too late. 

How far chance or aforethought entered into this sudden de- 
feat of the corridor boys I never inquired. From smiles I observed 
on the faces of members of the House who afterwards came into 
my office on other business, I surmised that there was mischief 
somewhere. Perhaps I was mistaken. To this day I do not know 
whether it was the Lady or the Tiger. 

Outside a few controversial issues, the General Assembly moved 
forward with great rapidity on measures recommended by the 
Reorganization Commission, revising and redefining the functions 
of executive and administrative departments, both elective and 
appointive, and adjusting related departments to one another so 
as to eliminate duplications which had grown with the years, con- 
spicuously in the Treasury and Tax Departments. The breadth 
of this reorganization legislation is indicated by the fact that for 
its completion 107 separate acts were required, which I signed as 
they came to my desk, sometimes in bunches of a dozen or fifteen. 

The one comprehensive aim of all reorganization legislation was 
to make the Governor the Chief Executive of the State within a 
frame of government which would work without undue friction and 
without waste. The Connecticut Constitution of 1818 declared that 
“the supreme executive power of the State shall be vested in a 
Governor.” Few laws, however, had ever been enacted to open 
proper avenues for him to exercise this supreme authority. On the 
contrary, the trend of legislation for more than a century had 
been to limit the Governor’s executive activities. Until I came 
in no Governor, so far as I could discover, had ever attempted 
to test out his general constitutional powers in an instance where 
there was no specific statute granting him authority to act. I 
made a threat so to act in the first days of the banking emergency 
of 1983, and later I openly refused, in the public interest, a de- 
mand to appoint a certain medical board which I was directed to 
appoint under the Statutes. I was sustained in that case by the 
Superior Court. Of all means ever invented to shear the locks of 
a Chief Executive, none could surpass the Board of Finance and 
Control created under the Roraback regime. All the powers of this 
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Board were now transferred directly to the Governor or to agencies 
over which he was to have proper control. 

To these powers were added many others of prime importance. 
There was established for the first time in Connecticut history an 
executive budget to be prepared and administered by the Gov- 
ernor with the aid of a Budget Director. The Governor was en- 
joined to set up in advance for each department and institution 
of the State a quarterly instead of an annual allowance for ex- 
penditures, and to reduce or withhold appropriations for general 
purposes not necessary for maintaining the ordinary services be- 
ing performed by the State. That no harm might come to these 
services, an emergency fund amounting to $100,000 a year was 
placed in his hands. When the General Assembly was not in ses- 
sion, he could buy, exchange, and sell land in the development 
of state institutions and for other purposes which he deemed ad- 
visable. He could, on the recommendation of the Attorney General, 
compromise disputed claims against and by the State or any of 
its departments. Hereafter no question could be raised against 
his authority to investigate and take proper action concerning any 
matter involving the enforcement of the laws of the State and the 
protection of its citizens. Henceforth, too, there could be no doubt 
as to whom the high officials of the Executive Department owe 
their faithful allegiance; for he was empowered to suspend or 
remove “any officer, commissioner, or deputy who has been or is 
guilty of misconduct, material neglect of duty or incompetence in 
the conduct of his office,” To safeguard the rights of an official 
against whom any charge might be brought, the General Assembly 
was careful to prescribe an exact procedure for the Governor’s 
action. 

Something hitherto unheard of in Connecticut legislative history, 
the Governor was provided with a cabinet of eleven adminis- 
trative Heads of executive departments, to he appointed by him- 
self, with whom he was instructed to confer on matters which espe- 
cially concerned the smooth running of the state government under 
reorganization. Finally provision was made for a Legislative Coun- 
cil of five members comprising the four floor leaders of the House 
and Senate and the Governor ex-officio, to prepare a special legis- 
lative program for the next session of the General Assembly, The 
Council was in intent a substitution for the Reorganization Com- 
mission, insofar as it was directed to study all the administrative 
departments of State with a view to a consolidation of activities 
wherever advisable. 
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For six years I had worn the empty title of Governor of Con- 
necticut. Now I was to go on in an office, under the same name, 
with executive powers limited only by the Constitution of the 
State. 

Side by side with reorganization legislation, the General As- 
sembly took favorable action on a number of my recommendations 
besides jury service for women. All the Normal Schools were 
raised to the rank of Teachers’ Colleges. The old question whether 
Sherwood Island in Fairfield County should be developed into a 
state park was settled by an appropriation of several hundred 
thousand dollars for the purchase of land and land-rights on the 
island and adjacent shore. The Publicity Commission under Wil- 
lard Rogers as chairman was continued with a conditional appro- 
priation for expenses. The Governor’s Motor Vehicle Safety Coun- 
cil was supplanted by a Highway Safety Commission with Colonel 
Fisher at the head, and the law requiring semiannual inspection 
of motor vehicles was reenacted against an undercurrent of opposi- 
tion. 

My long agitation for a Connecticut Building at the Eastern 
States Exposition held every September at Springfield was quieted 
by a bargain whereby the Legislature appropriated $35,000 to 
become available to meet half the entire estimated cost of $70,000, 
provided the Governor were able to collect by private subscription 
another $35,000 before the first of January, 1938. In response to 
written requests for contributions and a few personal appeals in 
which I burlesqued the methods of blackmail, checks from manu- 
facturers, merchants, and agricultural groups came rolling in 
up to $39,000 with promises of more. There I called a halt. The 
building was modeled after the beautiful old Hartford State House 
for the exhibit of Connecticut products of the soil and factory 
along with those of other New England States. 

The long session came to an end late in the afternoon of June 9, 
1937, following a week of legislative confusion. Months of strenu- 
ous work had worn nerves down to a frazzle. When on June 3 I in- 
formed the General Assembly in a special message that unless the 
State’s income was increased by new taxation I should be com- 
pelled to veto nearly all appropriations which lay outside the 
budget as adopted, the Senate, as a gesture, passed a bill levying 
a 3 per cent tax on dividends in which it knew the House would 
not concur. Rather hot over this political byplay, the Republican 
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leader of the House retorted, according to the newspapers : “There 
will be no more taxes from the House. If the budget is unbalanced, 
let the Governor balance it.” Nevertheless my special message ac- 
complished something. It balked the passage of appropriations 
for projects to please the old folks at home and it threw the onus 
of an unbalanced budget, if there should be one, on the General 
Assembly, where it belonged. 

The tempers of its members restored by morning, the General 
Assembly completed an immense amount of work on its last day. 
And when, their strife, labor, and turmoil over, they gathered 
towards the approach of evening in the great hall of the House of 
Representatives to listen to the Governor’s farewell address, they 
were all in a happy mood. I congratulated them on the passage of 
a series of acts reorganizing the central government, “which, con- 
sidered as a whole, are more vital and more comprehensive in char- 
acter than any group of acts passed by any General Assembly of 
the State since the adoption of our Constitution in 1818.” In a 
wide sweep of praise, I now and then indulged in a bit of irony of 
the kind which does not hurt : “In no instance, I daresay, have you 
failed to relieve the dire distress of the communities in which you 
live. ... As for me, I intend to sit for a while under the gilded 
dome and look myself over to see what damage I may have received 
during the last few months.” These were destined to be the last 
words I was ever to speak to the General Assembly in the role of 
Governor. 

For his part in the legislative program now at an end, the Gov- 
ernor received curious and diverse honors. He was initiated into 
the Connecticut Pharmaceutical Association and granted the cer- 
tificate of a registered pharmacist in reward for the stories he 
told of his boyhood days when as a clerk in a village store he 
dispensed strong medicines, against which no man born of woman 
could long stand up. He was also made an honorary life-member 
of the New Haven Advertising Club for his continuous praise of 
Connecticut’s landscape along shores, streams, and wooded hill- 
sides, whose beauty, he often said as Shakespeare had said of 
Cleopatra, “age cannot wither nor custom stale.” A Democratic 
Senate passed a bill naming after the Governor a super-highway 
to run across the State to the Massachusetts border, and was ready 
to make an appropriation for the project which was ultimately 
to cost $100,000,000. A Republican House thought that an ap- 
propriation, however small, would be premature, but was quite 
willing that the Governor’s name be given to a nonexistent high- 
way. 
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The Commencement season at schools and colleges was at hand, 
during which I breathed the atmosphere of my former life away 
from political strife and toil. In June of 1936 I had addressed the 
graduating class at the Hotchkiss School, which included Henry 
Ford II who was going to Yale. I had a long talk with his grand- 
father during and after the lunch hour on the pleasures and haz- 
ards of a business career to which in my youth I was inclined. 
Henry Ford, the first of that name, was one of the most interest- 
ing men I ever encountered. Then absorbed in the cultivation of 
soy beans, he had a vision of the time when the automobile would 
be built out of farm products. As he put it, “the automobile would 
grow on the farm.” The science of chemistry has begun to fulfill 
that dream. 

This June I gave an address at the Kent School, where Wilbur 
Cross, the third of that name, was graduating and going to Yale. 
Later he was destined to enter the Army and, after receiving his 
commission, to be first stationed on one of the Hawaiian Islands 
where in the mysterious chances of life his grandfather, great- 
grandfather, and great-uncle had all been. He now writes about 
the land and people much as his ancestors talked about them. His 
younger brother Robert, then at Kent, is now undergoing train- 
ing for command in the Army Air Force. The family is thus main- 
taining its military tradition which dates from the earliest colo- 
nial wars. 



XXXV. Reorganization at Work 


O N THE approach of the day, July 1, 1937, when I was 
to function as Chief Executive in fact as well as in ti- 
tle, I called together my assistants to map out the work 
which must be done under the new mandatory legis- 
lation. They were an able group of men, each of them proficient 
in his calling. The act creating the Department of Finance and 
Control named Edward Hall as its first Commissioner. The Di- 


rector of the Budget, Benjamin Whitaker, had served the State 
conspicuously well on both tax and reorganization commissions; 
the Supervisor of Purchases, Edward Geissler, had learned the 
art of shrewd purchasing as Business Manager at the State Prison ; 
and the Personnel Director, Harry Marsh, who was unanimously 
recommended for the position by an advisory committee, had had 
long experience in planning and administering State and mu- 
nicipal civil service merit systems in New York and elsewhere. 

These four men sat down together several mornings a week to 
discuss their interrelated problems. It was my custom to join them 
towards the close of their conferences that we might pursue in 
unison the task of giving the State a more efficient and altogether 
better government. Efficiency implies economy, which in turn bears 


the hope of balanced budgets. 


It was incumbent upon the Personnel Director to classify all 
new, and ultimately all old, positions in the civil service with the 


aid of his advisory committee and the approval of the Governor. 
Marsh performed his task with rare tact in the face of an inade- 
quate appropriation for his staff and the necessity of making 
scores of temporary appointments in the Department of Public 
Works on the initiation of a huge building program. Under his 
hands the spoils system, wherever it existed, was progressively 
supplanted by the rule of merit. 

Politicians took it for granted that as a favored class the merit 
law would not be too rigidly enforced against their organizations. 
One afternoon, so it was reported to me, a Republican leader ap- 
peared in the office of a state agency and demanded fourteen jobs 
for his Republican friends, A little later on the same day a Demo- 
cratic leader likewise made a demand for seven jobs for his Demo- 
cratic friends. The head of the agency told both men what va- 
cancies were likely to occur in his department and promised to let 
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them know when competitive examinations for them would be held 
by the Personnel Director. Both the Republican and the Demo- 
cratic retorts were blasphemous, though they were not precisely 
the same in phrasing. It is a safe inference, of course, that the two 
political leaders had met and agreed upon their quota in the 
ratio of 3 to 1. The old way of dividing jobs between the two po- 
litical parties did not work now. 

Large savings immediately resulted from wholesale buying- 
through open competitive bidding. The Supervisor of Purchases 
signed a contract for the State’s stationery for the next two years 
at a cost of $100,000 below what was paid in the previous biennium. 
I asked him about the quality of the paper, and he replied that it 
was, on the average, much better than what we had been using. 
He was making use of the reports of the United States Bureau of 
Standards, particularly for food and clothing, and vims conferring 
regularly with a State Standardization Committee, comprising 
twenty heads of departments and institutions, which I had ap- 
pointed on authority of the General Assembly. Subsequently, the 
superintendent of a state institution, claiming an emergency, 
wanted to purchase on his own hook a quantity of men’s clothing 
from a middleman with whom he had long dealt. The request was 
denied. That clothing was quickly obtained under the rules of 
open competition at more than SO per cent under the estimate sub- 
mitted by the superintendent. At the end of the fiscal year the 
Supervisor of Purchases could say that he had saved the State 
$1,500,000. 

The rules laid down in the law for the execution of an annual 
$.50,000,000 budget progressively from one quarter to another 
were something entirely new in the State’s history. Hitherto a 
department or an institution, for lack of foresight or poor busi- 
ness management, often came to the end of a fiscal year with a 
deficit which had to be taken care of by the old Board of Finance 
and Control and eventually by the next session of the General 
Assembly. Under the new regulations the State came through its 
first fiscal year, July 1, 1937 to July 1, 1938, with a surplus of 
$630,000 ; and when I closed my books as Governor of Connecti- 
cut on January 4, 1939, the maintenance budget was in balance, 
notwithstanding unreliable statements to the contrary. 

Robert A. Hurley, a construction engineer, whom I appointed 
Commissioner of Public Works, was then Connecticut Adminis- 
trator for the W.P.A., an office which he was conducting with 
uncommon ability. On April 29, the day after the Department 
of Public Works was created, I sent his appointment to the Senate 
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for confirmation, with an oral request to the leaders of both po- 
litical parties for action under a suspension of the rules, as there 
was a prospect of immediate grants by the Federal Government 
towards our building program. No vote was cast against the ap- 
pointment. Hurley then set out for Washington with a list in his 
pocket of nine construction projects for the State’s humane in- 
stitutions. All were approved by the Federal W.P.A. Adminis- 
trator under the proviso that the General Assembly appropriate 
$500,000 as its share in the cost. It was a sort of fifty-fifty pro- 
posal which Senate and House accepted on May 5, again under 
a suspension of the rules. Thereupon the new Commissioner or- 
ganized his office with architects and draughtsmen and set moving 
an immense program of construction, reconstruction, and repairs. 
Three years of hard work lay before him. 

During 1938 Federal grants came with a rush. In April W.P.A. 
funds amounting to $1,341,000 were received, which brought 
the total thus far from this source up to nearly $3,000,000. In 
July preliminary negotiations with Washington for an allotment 
of $9,000,000 in P.W.A. funds were taking so favorable a turn 
that I felt safe in approving a state building program rising from 
the original $11,000,000 to $$5,000,000, half from the bond issue 
and other state appropriations, and half from grants by the Fed- 
eral Government. By the time I left office all these grants were in 
hand or forthcoming, and contracts for all building projects had 
been signed. Moreover a special grant of $3,000,000 was made by 
Washington to the State Highway Department, primarily for 
completing the Merritt Parkway and building a bridge over the 
Housatonic River to connect with another new parkway which 
was to bear my name, running northward to the Massachusetts 
border. 

A centralized building program over which the Governor had 
general supervision put an end, temporarily at least, to the erec- 
tion of institutional buildings in the ugly and repellent style of 
old-time factories. At last what I had long striven for, with only 
partial success, came to pass. All buildings were carefully de- 
signed, in cooperation with superintendents and trustees, for the 
specific uses to which they were to be put, and in addition to be as 
attractive as possible. Architects and those associated with them 
were given a particularly free hand in planning entire groups of 
buildings for new institutions such as the Veterans’ Home at Rocky 
Hill. Personally I had most to do with the new Southbury Train- 
ing School for defective children, which was laid out as two vil- 
lages of small houses, one for boys and one for girls. On the out- 
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skirts were schools, infirmary, and offices. With the trustees of 
this institution I met frequently during a long period, from the 
day when its site was selected, to the day when I left office. Their 
aim was to combine home and school and medical treatment for 
mentally handicapped children in a beautiful countryside. Within 
two years after the institution was opened, it was visited by more 
than 2,000 people, hundreds of them coming from other States to 
see how Connecticut was training subnormal children of all de- 
grees for useful lives wherever possible. 

All through the autumn of 1937 and the year 1938 the Legis- 
lative Council was hard at work, meeting once or twice a month, on 
reorganization and miscellaneous measures of large import to be 
submitted to the next General Assembly. The Council drafted an 
excellent act for combining in a single department all the agri- 
cultural activities of the State which were then loosely distributed 
among three departments and two boards ; and an urgent act to 
place on the Adjutant General the responsibility for all military 
functions, which had long been divided between two more or less 
independent offices, an Armory Board, and an Armory Inspector, 
who for criminal irregularities was spending a year in the State 
Prison. Another proposed act would consolidate under an Execu- 
tive Secretary twenty-one scattered professional and vocational 
examining boards which, being supported by fees, had never been 
put under strict financial control. Numerous complaints were re- 
ceived by the Council from motorists who alleged that they had 
been arrested by constables lurking in hidden places along high- 
ways to catch drivers passing red lights so obscured by bushes and 
trees as to be invisible to anyone who made a turn at an intersec- 
tion. It was a racket, they said, for the collection of fees by con- 
stables and justices of the peace. At the request of the Council 
I appointed a committee to investigate fees and fines, with a view 
to mitigating the hardships of motorists (who were not always so 
innocent as they tried to make out) by giving state and local po- 
lice entire control over traffic on the roads without the intrusion 
of constables in search of questionable fees for a living. The com- 
mittee recommended that constables be relieved of further tempta- 
tion by putting them on salaries. On my own initiative I instructed 
the Budget Director to make a study of the interrelated func- 
tions of the Comptroller, Treasurer, and auditors, having in mind 
the establishment of strict control over these departments such 
as large corporations deem essential. So ended my experience with 
Connecticut’s first Legislative Council which amply justified its 
existence. 
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When I reviewed the vast reorganization program partly in 
effect, partly awaiting further legislation, I had no illusions about 
its permanency, so flexible were the discriminatory powers vested 
in the Governor. What of my successors? They might, with merely 
a formal approval of the acts of the Budget Director, throw on him 
the entire responsibility for a careful execution of the budget. 
They might, under the guise of emergencies, throw back into 116 
separate agencies all purchases of goods and materials, provided 
no single purchase exceeded $1,000. They might order the Com- 
missioner of Public Works to farm out all construction projects 
among their favorite architects — their political friends — and still 
keep within the letter of the law. They might, by an amendment 
to the law, substitute for a large nonpartisan advisory commiLtee 
to the Personnel Director a small purely partisan committee of 
opponents to the Merit Act who would find a way to edge in a cer- 
tain number of political appointments. And so forth. Even the 
Legislative Council might fall into “innocuous desuetude” by fail- 
ure to make an appropriation necessary for its continuance. In 
short, the essentials of the whole reorganization program might 
be here and there weakened until it completely broke down. The 
state government would then revert to the spoils of Rorabackism, 
or Old Guardism, which is precisely the same thing. And termites 
were already at work. 



XXXVI. New England 

E arly in my political career I began calling myself a 
New Englander as well as a Connecticut man. I always 
attended the Eastern States Exposition at Springfield 
and meetings of the New England Council in Boston. I 
made speeches, serious or humorous. I addressed New England 
societies in New York and Philadelphia, at the first of which I was 
informed by the chairman that Daniel Webster, whose patriotic 
speeches I had committed to memory in childhood and youth, had 
once been the orator of their association. I opened the New Eng- 
land exhibit at the Grand Central Terminal in New York. And 
so forth. 

In driving northward from Connecticut, I used to say, I should 
never know that I was passing into another State except for a sign 
by the roadside. True, the great winding river shrinks within nar- 
rower banks, lakes spread out wider, and when we reach the north 
countree valleys deepen into ravines and hills rise into mountains. 
But these transitions are so gradual that one feels in whichever 
State he may be that he is still traveling through one beautiful 
land, separated only by the artificial barriers of state lines. 

Why not, I asked, in an after-luncheon talk before my fellow 
New England Governors, break down these artificial barriers and 
merge our six States into one of respectable area as a means for 
stemming the rising tide of the cost of government about which 
we are hearing so much? The result would be a State only two- 
thirds as large as Kansas whence your friend Alf Landon hails. 
We have had from time to time mutual agreements, now called 
compacts, ever since 1643 when some of our ancestors formed a 
confederacy under the name of “The United Colonies of New Eng- 
land” for dealing with savage Indians. Lately we have entered 
into two agreements, one concerning labor laws and one concern- 
ing the pollution of interstate streams, which is killing fish in the 
lower Connecticut River. Just now we are fretting over a flood- 
control compact against which has arisen strong Federal opposi- 
tion, which could not have developed had we been one State going 
our own \yay, building dams wherever we liked. 

Compacts are good temporary contrivances adapted to special 
purposes. That is all. They make no money. They spend money. 
What is needed now is a permanent union whereby the cost of sup- 
porting six state governments may be reduced to the cost of sup- 
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porting one overall government. Just let your minds rest for a mo- 
ment on the unjustifiable cost of maintaining six Governors and six 
Lieutenant Governors and their aides, their secretaries and stenog- 
raphers to write and copy their speeches to be read over the radio, 
and large allowances for their upkeep and for travel all over the 
United States of America. And add to all this the enormous cost 
of six annual sessions of Legislatures which never adjourn until 
they are compelled to by law. What a racket 1 Millions of dollars 
which we now waste every year might be saved merely by uniting 
under the banner of one State and placing in the Governor’s chair 
a man like Calvin Coolidge who never let loose a nickel unless he 
had to. Such a man, if a bit superannuated, ought to be got for 
$5,000 a year. That is my salary. Finally, don’t forget that union 
and liberty are one and inseparable, as was said by Daniel "Web- 
ster, born in New Hampshire, died in Massachusetts, and yet still 
alive in the hearts of all New Englanders. 

The editor of one newspaper said that Governor Cross had a 
good idea worth careful consideration, though he doubted that the 
six States would ever surrender their individual identities. An- 
other editor wished that I would sometimes treat important sub- 
jects seriously. Whether my speech had anything to do with it I 
don’t know; but a short time afterwards there was formally or- 
ganized a Governors’ Conference for discussion and action on af- 
fairs which especially concerned New England. The Governor of 
Connecticut was elected chairman, probably because he would 
likely be the first to become superannuated. Governor Murphy of 
New Hampshire was elected secretary. 

Questions came upon us thick and fast in those difficult days. 
We met alternately in Boston, Providence, and Hartford. Once 
four of us appeared before a committee of the Interstate Commerce 
Commission in Buffalo to protest against a proposed revision of 
interterritorial railroad freight rates which we feared would prove 
detrimental to New England industries. Twice at least we were all 
in Washington. Uppermost in the minds of the public as well as 
in our own was the compact for flood control in the Connecticut 
River watershed. 

By March, 1937, the Joint Commission on Flood Control repre- 
senting New Hampshire, Vermont, Massachusetts, and Connecti- 
cut had completed its report. Nothing remained to do except to 
draft identical bills for submission to the Legislatures of these 
States, To make certain that the proposed compact conformed 
with the Federal Omnibus Control Act of 1936, 1 called a general 
conference between State and Federal officials which met in Hart- 
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ford on March 8. There were present the Secretary of War, the 
Chief of Army Engineers, the four Governors of the States con- 
cerned, the Joint Flood Control Commission, and technical ad- 
visers. It was a friendly symposium, which reached harmonious 
conclusions. The Secretary of War, Harry Woodring, speaking 
for President Roosevelt, advised prompt action so as to secure 
Federal funds soon to become available for the project. For a 
different reason I also felt that action must be now while the 
great flood of 1936 was in everyone’s memory, or action might 
never be taken. At that or a later meeting I suggested that the 
members of a subcommittee, of which Attorney General Daly of 
Connecticut was chairman, sit down at once and not get up until 
they had drafted the outline of the proposed compact. 

They took my request more seriously than I intended. By five 
o’clock the next morning they completed the draft, which provided, 
as an initial experiment, for eight reservoirs in the Connecticut 
River basin: three in Vermont, three in New Hampshire, and two 
in Massachusetts on sites approved by the United States Army 
engineers. The Federal Government was to build the reservoirs 
on land leased by each of these three States to a Connecticut River 
Valley Flood Control Commission which was to maintain and op- 
erate them at the expense of the signatory States. The compact, 
after its approval by the Secretary of War, was ratified by the 
Legislatures of the four States and transmitted to Congress. A 
bill for its ratification by Congress was favorably reported by 
committees of both House and Senate. 

The compact, however, got no further. It suffered a long, linger- 
ing death under the hatchets of a group of Congressmen, three of 
whom hailed from Connecticut, two of them from the Connecticut 
River Valley. These men seemed to be more interested in the de- 
velopment of hydro-electric power than in the control of waters in 
flood times ; if I understood them correctly, they wanted to create 
a Connecticut River Authority, an imitation of the Tennessee 
Valley Authority, for the production of electricity in competition 
with privately owned corporations. The time, however, was not 
opportune for serious consideration of so questionable an engineer- 
ing project. The sites selected for the first reservoirs were the 
small tributaries in the upper basin of the Connecticut River 
which, in the opinion of engineers, had insufficient potential power 
for the profitable generation of electricity. And time was pressing 
for protection against another flood like the one of 1936, which 
was the first and last interest of the sponsors of the compact. 

The hostile Congressmen formally requested an analysis of the 
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compact by the Federal Power Commission whose chairman replied 
that, though it complied, except in immaterial respects, with the 
Federal Omnibus Flood Control Act, it represented an unsound 
national policy in that it did not convey to the Federal Govern- 
ment in fee simple all the land required for impounding waters for 
flood control and other purposes, such as the eventual develop- 
ment of hydro-electric power, that is, a regional T.V.A. With this 
opinion the President and the Attorney General of the United 
States were in essential accord. In one of his letters to me the 
President declared that in dealing with “the water resources of the 
Nation or their development . . . the National Government 
should preserve inviolate its plenary powers.” 

To meet the views of the Federal Government as thus expressed, 
the Congressmen who were unalterably opposed to the original 
compact sponsored a substitute measure, known as the Brown- 
Casey Act, under the general terms of which Massachusetts and 
' Connecticut might enter into a compact of their own and, if reser- 
voirs outside these two States were required for their protection 
against floods, the Secretary of War might take land and build 
reservoirs wherever he list in Vermont and New Hampshire. To 
this high-handed proposal I paid my respects in an address before 
the New England Council at their annual meeting in Boston, 
November 18, 1937. “It seems to have been forgotten,” I said in 
closing, “that the people of New England are all kin in whichever 
State they may live. Neither the Governor of the Commonwealth 
of Massachusetts nor the Governor of the State of Connecticut 
can be counted upon to submit to his Legislature a compact involv- 
ing the rape of two sister States. Despite all their faults, there 
still survive in these Governors, I trust, some traces of honor.” 

To clarify all questions at issue over the original compact, I 
arranged for a noon conference of the six New England Governors 
with President Roosevelt on January 19, 1938. Later in the day 
our technical advisers met with representatives of the Federal 
Power Commission and other flood agencies in an effort to har- 
monize conflicting views. After pleasant talks with members of 
Senate and House at dinner at the Mayflower, some of whom I 
had roasted at the meeting of the New England Council, I left 
Washington with the impression that the Roosevelt administration 
now looked with less favor on interstate flood-control projects 
than a year before. At any rate our compact was dead, and with 
it died also the absurd dream of a few Congressmen that a regional 
T.V.A. could be created out of the Connecticut River and its 
northern tributaries, separated by hills and mountains. Neverthe- 
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less, though the compact failed of ratification by Congress, the 
time and energy spent on framing it were not lost. Wide discus- 
sion of the compact by the press throughout New England ushered 
in a period of good feeling for united action on many other diffi- 
cult problems almost at hand. 



XXXVII. Stormy Weather 

P REMONITIONS of a storm brewing over the Highway 
Department came in the spring of 1931 when Attoi-ney 
General Daly reported to the old Board of Finance and 
Control that very high prices were being paid for land 
in connection with the Merritt Parkway. Subsequently I had a 
conference with Mr. Daly at which it was agreed that hereafter in 
closing a land sale or purchase he should make a note to the effect 
that he approved or disapproved it only “as to form.” I requested 
of him a list of questionable transactions, which was forthcoming. 
Another list I received from State Comptroller Swartz on whom 
it was incumbent under a new law defining bis duties to examine 
carefully all highway purchases of land before approving pay- 
ments. In some instances the price paid for land and buildings was 
many times in excess of the valuation placed upon the property for 
taxation purposes. 

Having this information, I asked Highway Commissioner Mac- 
Donald for an explanation. Prices for land, he said, took a jump' 
as soon as the general route of the Merritt Parkway became known. 
There were now more holdups than formerly. His purchasing 
agent, G. Leroy Kemp, a Fairfield County Republican politician, 
and incidentally a real estate man doing a small business, was, 
nevertheless, trying to keep prices down to a reasonable level but 
was having a hard time of it because some owners of property were 
employing middlemen to negotiate sales for them in order to get 
as much as they could out of the State. I made the obvious sug- 
gestion that an effectual way to deal with holdups would be for the 
State to exercise its right of eminent domain in a few cases as a gen- 
eral warning of what we were ready to do. I directed him to keep 
close oversight of all land purchases, as he used to do. Otherwise, I 
told him frankly, I would approve of none. Himself an honest man 
in my opinion, the Plighway Commissioner had no suspicion that 
anyone in his employ might have a crooked mind. 

Attorney General Daly was then in the first stages of a thorough 
investigation of the circumstances surrounding the buying of real 
estate for the Merritt Parkway. On his assuming office as a judge 
of the Superior Court in September, the difficult work was carried 
forward with vigor by his successor, Charles McLaughlin, and an 
able corps of assistants.' Their report, which was submitted to the 
Governor on January 3, 1938, covered two hundred transactions, 
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in some of which criminal collusion between Kemp and other real 
estate men was indicated. As the Attorney General’s powers were 
restricted to civil actions, it was decided at once to ask for an ex- 
haustive probe by a Grand Jury of Fairfield County where the 
crime or crimes, if any, were committed. A few days later I made a 
formal request for a Grand Jury of Lorin Willis, the State’s At- 
torney of that county, at a conference with Attorney General Mc- 
Laughlin in his office at the Capitol. It was arranged, to my satis- 
faction, that one or more members of the Attorney General’s staff 
be placed at the disposal of Mr. Willis to aid him in the Grand Jury 
proceedings. Events followed fast. The two attorneys immediately 
called upon Chief Justice Maltbie to discuss my official request. An 
hour later they came into my office through a line of reporters to 
inform me that I might announce that all the data collected by the 
Attorney General to show how the Highway' Department had ex- 
pended $6,000,000 in the purchase of land for the Merritt Park- 
way would be submitted to a Grand Jury. I left the announcement 
to the Attorney General, who gave to the press his written report 
to me. That night and the next morning the startling news was 
streamlined across the front pages of newspapers all over the 
State. 

The next week Judge Carl Foster summoned, as prearranged, 
an Extraordinary Grand Jury for the proposed inquiry to appear 
before him on January 25 for impanelment. It remained for me 
to await the outcome. A cartoonist sketched a portrait of the Gov- 
ernor seated in his chair at the Capitol and staring, his cigar up- 
lifted, into the long open space before him where no object was 
visible. 

Parallel with Attorney General McLaughlin’s investigation into 
land deals, Public Works Commissioner Hurley, at my request, be- 
gan a wide investigation into the business methods of the Highway 
Department. Now a question had previously arisen whether the 
act creating a Department of Public Works did not transfer to its 
Commissioner the prime functions of the Highway Commissioner, 
when it gave the new department jurisdiction over “real assets 
owned by the State” in all state agencies not specifically exempted 
by law. As there was in the act no mention of the Highway Depart- 
ment, it was the opinion of Attorney General Daly that the Com- 
missioner of Public Works had under the law complete control over 
all the real assets of the Highway Department, which were inter- 
preted to include road planning, road construction, and road re- 
pairs. Commissioner MacDonald was reduced to a subordinate 
charged mainly with the administration of routine business of a 
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department of which he had been overlord. No dual authority like 
this, of course, was ever intended by the General Assembly, which 
assumed that the Highway Department would remain untouched. 
Since my plea for curative legislation went unheeded by a recalci- 
trant Democratic Senate bent upon opening the doors and win- 
dows of the Highway Department to public view, for months I had 
to placate two kings, as it were, sitting on the same throne. 

On January 6 Hurley brought in a caustic report, cast in the 
form of a series of indictments of Commissioner MacDonald, his 
policies, his acts, his engineers, his inspectors, and everyone else 
connected with him in a department woefully disorganized, waste- 
ful, and inefficient. No good word was said about anybody or any- 
thing. Even the beautiful Merritt Parkway was ill designed, ill 
constructed, and destined to become a dangerous road for travelers 
to ride over. At once I went over Hurley’s charges with Mac- 
Donald who was setting the fuse for a counterblast. 

In one respect, however, the air was clearing. As early as Octo- 
ber, 1937, a case was maneuvered into the Superior Court for an 
opinion on who was legally in control of the Highway Department. 
In a concise and lucid memorandum Judge Cornell completely up- 
set Attorney General Daly’s ruling which enabled Hurley to climb 
on the throne, and he was upheld by the Supreme Court to which 
Hurley’s counsel appealed. I was personally interested, as were 
many others, in the court’s interpretation of “real assets.” In this 
instance it held that the term did not include highways and 
bridges, which, in distinction from state buildings, have no market 
value. That is, roads and bridges cannot be sold, whereas even the 
Capitol of the State might be sold to the highest bidder if the Gen- 
eral Assembly so ordered. In short, it was the unanimous opinion 
of the Judges of the Supreme Court that the powers of the High- 
way Commissioner had been in no way abridged by the creation 
of the Department of Public Works. 

MacDonald was now seated again, though not very firmly, on 
the throne alone. No longer were the Governor and others, like the 
Federal Bureau of Public Roads in making grants to Connecticut, 
in doubt concerning with whom they should deal, whether Hurley 
or MacDonald. That question was now settled to the relief of all of 
us. I warned MacDonald, however, that he was no longer as for- 
merly “monarch of all he surveys” with no one to dispute his ex- 
penditures, since under the reorganization legislation he must here- 
after submit, as Hurley had done, every project for roads or 
bridge building to the Governor and his budgetary committee for 
their approval before letting the contract to the lowest bidder. 
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This rigid control over the Highway Department, which included 
supervision of the acquisition of land, either by purchase or by 
resorting to the right of eminent domain, rang the death knell to 
any further scandals in the construction of the Merritt Parkway. 

On February 28 MacDonald appeared in my office with a mes- 
senger bearing a report 60,000 words long, in reply to Hurley’s, 
along with a pile of documents on ■which the report was based. I 
read MacDonald’s letter of transmittal in which he complained, 
as one hurt, of Hurley’s “crudely deceptive and cruelly destructive 
allegations,” and handed out copies of it to reporters whom I let 
peruse a copy of the report itself in which they quickly discovered 
the “high lights.” I then sat down to a stud}' of the report through 
the better part of a night. 

MacDonald made a hot reply to Hurley’s “reckless and un- 
founded charges,” taking them up seriatim. If the Highway De- 
partment, he said, was disorganized, that, was because Hurley and 
his aides had terrorized it. If the cost of its administration left for 
the construction of new roads only a few million dollars out of an 
annual budget of $20,000,000, that was the fault of the General 
Assembly which handicapped him by providing insufficient funds. 
If he had built many waterbound macadam roads, which involved 
high maintenance costs, that was also because he had insufficient 
funds for using concrete except upon principal highways. 

The controversy flamed high over Hurley’s specific charge that 
the Merritt Parkw'ay, of which 16 miles were nearly completed, 
was in most respects a poor engineering job. In considering that 
sweeping charge, I got my first lesson in so-called “pinched 
bridges.” To explain what was meant by “pinched bridges” — a 
phrase condemnatory and striking enough to light on everybody’s 
lips — a few words are necessary on the design of the Parkway. It 
is a four-lane highway, two lanes for traffic westward and two for 
traffic eastward. Between the two pairs of lanes is a strip of culti- 
vated grass and shrubs, in places 21 feet wide, which gradually 
becomes narrower as one approaches underpass bridges through 
which the separation line between the two pair of lanes, no longer 
adorned with shrubs and flowers, is reduced to a 16-inch concrete 
curb. 

Hurley claimed that these underpass bridges were deathtraps. 
A driver coming to a bridge of this sort would have to make a 
quick turn in order to escape an abutment and when under the 
bridge he could not have a clear vision of the road ahead because 
of the converging lanes. Particularly at night there would be 
danger of a smashup between two cars coming in opposite direc- 
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tions because of the almost direct glare of their headlights into the 
faces of the two drivers. In his report Hurley published a photo- 
graph of an underpass bridge and its approaches to make clear 
his contention. He intimated that an engineer who knew his busi- 
ness would have built wide two-arch bridges so as to keep his lanes 
straight. 

MacDonald replied that before designing the Merritt Parkway 
he and his engineers had studied other parkways in various parts of 
the country and had improved upon the type he decided on by mak- 
ing each lane passing under or over bridges two feet wider than 
elsewhere on the roadway. The fear of deathtraps he declared to be 
imaginary. A Hurley photograph of bridges and stretches of the 
Parkway, showing abrupt curves and narrow lanes under the 
bridges, he denounced as premeditated optical illusions to deceive 
the public. Tor comparison with them he exhibited in his report a 
long rolling Parkway with lanes entering and leaving bridges by 
gentle, almost imperceptible curves. These photographs, taken in 
long perspective, in contrast with Plurley’s foreshortening, made 
the Parkway appear without any blemishes. 

The war between pictures did not stop here. All the underpass 
bridges, about sixty feet in length, were built of reenforced con- 
crete. On one of them there was a crack, of which a close-up photo- 
graph was taken for the Hurley report, to give the impression that 
the concrete was not properly mixed and as a result endangered, in 
a way not explained, the entire steel-frame structure. To counter 
this attack MacDonald presented a photograph of the whole bridge 
which showed a small crack, not in the arch of the bridge, but in an 
overhead approach. Such a crack, he informed his critic, was often 
caused by sudden changes in temperature or by deflections over 
which an engineer has no control. 

Again, the Hurley report made much of a photograph depict- 
ing a large oak tree so close to the edge of an outer lane that the 
lane seemed to bend in as if trying to get out of the way. This 
photograph MacDonald countered with one which showed the tree 
at a safe distance where it could do no harm either to an automobile 
or to itself. This spot on the Parkway became a rendezvous for 
curious people who wanted to see “a road running around an oak 
tree.” Once more, the Hurley report displayed a photograph of a 
loose top rail of an open bridge, which could be teetered by one 
hand, as an example of careless inspection before accepting work 
of contractors. MacDonald retorted that the damage to the rail 
was done by a stone falling from a truck when the Highway De- 
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partment was under Hurley’s jurisdiction. I teetered the heavy 
rail by using both hands. 

It was all a match of more or less tricky photographs, which en- 
tertained the public. A half dozen newspapers sent their own 
photographers out on the Parkway to take pictures of the scenes 
in debate. Some of the photographs resembled Hurley’s, some re- 
sembled MacDonald’s. I twice drove slowly over the Parkway, stop- 
ping at crucial points. On my return, a group of reporters asked 
me whose photographs told the truth, Hurley’s or MacDonald’s. 
“Give me the right kind of camera,” I said, “and tell me where to 
stand or stoop and I will corroborate the truth of both sets of 
photographs.” 

In the public interest this wrangling could not be permitted to 
continue. In fact, just after reading MacDonald’s report, I called 
in Charles J. Bennett, a former Highway Commissioner, in whose 
ability and integrity I had perfect confidence, to sift charges and 
countercharges and to weigh Hurley’s plan for reorganizing a de- 
partment which, it was claimed, was tottering to its foundations. 
He accepted the task, giving his first attention to a technical study 
of the Merritt Parkway as an engineering job. 

Plis report, which was supplemented by conferences on the per- 
sonnel and the entire range of activities being performed by the 
Highway Department, was concise, cool, and dispassionate. In it 
neither Hurley nor MacDonald was mentioned by name. He took 
no sides on the question whether one-arch or two-arch bridges were 
the better. He was confronted, he said, not with a theory but with 
the fact that fifty of the sixty bridges of the Parkway were already 
built or in the process of building. The cost of a radical change in 
their type would be prohibitive. Nor was any radical change neces- 
sary. The underpass bridges would not, as some contended, hold 
up traffic to the point of congestion, nor “constitute a serious haz- 
ard under reasonable driving,” for approaches to the bridges were 
over long radius curves and the roadways through the bridges were 
considerably widened. Nor did he find any fault with the concrete 
structure of the bridges. He suggested, however, a number of de- 
vices for further safeguards. Every bridge, he held, was a special 
problem. Of all which were built he criticized but two, one severely 
and one mildly. Of six bridges for which specifications had been 
drawn, he approved three underpasses and advised that three over- 
passes be widened ten feet for reasons which he explained fully. 
Speaking largely in his conclusion, he said that in his opinion “the 
Parkway is an excellent piece of construction.” 
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Bennett’s same report, which approved, with certain qualifica- 
tions, the engineering of the Parkway, was favorably received for 
the most part by press and public. Not so, however, by a rampant 
group of experts in the art of debunking, who called Bennett a lit- 
tle “passe,” and asked me to check up on him by calling into con- 
sultation three “nationally known authorities” on road building, 
on whose opinions, it was said, Hurley had based his sensational 
report. One of these authorities appeared in my office voluntarily 
without any summons from me. He seemed to be older than Ben- 
nett and not so quick on the trigger. He had designed, a decade 
before, the bridges of a rather famous parkway over in New York, 
some of which were of the double one-arch pattern. He condemned 
utterly the bridges and other features of the Merritt Parkway. I lis- 
tened and then began to ask questions. I have ridden, I remarked, 
several times over your parkway, once recently, to see how you 
managed your arches. I observed that in most cases the radii of 
the curves leading to your underpasses are so short that my driver 
slowed down in passing over them and that within the bridges the 
lanes are no wider, apparently even narrower, than on the open 
roadway. The one-arch underpasses on the Merritt Parkway were 
evidently modeled to some extent on yours, but as safeguards 
against accidents the curves were made longer and the lanes under 
the arches were made wider than on the open road. If, then, as you 
say, there have been comparatively few accidents on your parkway, 
I cannot see how the Merritt Parkway bridges are likely to become, 
as you predict, scenes of smashups. He did not like this kind of talk. 
After stating his present views on bridges he took his leave. Neither 
of the other two “nationally known authorities” ever called on me. 

I was now ready to authorize MacDonald to build at once the 
six bridges which I had held up for Bennett’s comment and changes 
in specifications and to draw up plans for additional bridges. At 
the same time I ordered him to proceed by condemnation for the 
acquisition of all land hereafter needed for the completion of the 
Parkway. 

Two or three weeks later, towards the end of March, 1938, the 
Grand Jury investigating land purchases for the Merritt Park- 
way indicted Kemp and two real estate brokers, representing land- 
owners, on the charge of criminal conspiracy. It appeared that, 
instead of purchasing land directly from the owners, Kemp dealt, 
so far as he could, with the two brokers, one in Greenwich and the 
other in Stamford, to whom he gave advance information, sup- 
posed to be kept a secret, on the route the Parkway was to take so 
that they might quietly squirm in early as agents of landowners or 
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in some instances buy the land outright for themselves as a safe 
speculation. The Grand Jury uncovered fifty-odd cases where the 
brokers divided their commissions about equally with Kemp. Out 
of these transactions, which, except in three cases, were conducted 
on a cash basis, Kemp received, during a five-year period, $43,000 
and probably more. His annual salary as state purchasing agent 
was $5,000 plus a liberal allowance for expenses. The three con- 
spirators were arrested on bench warrants and released on bail. 
Kemp soon entered upon a dark and thorny path through the 
Superior and Supreme Courts which led to the State Prison in 
Wethersfield, where maximum wages for inmates working in the 
shops at that time were 10^ a day. 

Indictments out of the way, the Grand Jury made its general 
report to the Superior Court in sharp criticism of “certain exist- 
ing practices” in the Highway and other departments which, 
though “not criminal in nature,” should be corrected in the interest 
of the public welfare. The report was a clear call for the dismissal 
of Commissioner MacDonald on whom was laid the blame for most 
of “the waste, extravagance, and incompetence exhibited in the 
purchase of the right of way for the Merritt Parkway” which 
might have been acquired at much less cost through condemnation 
proceedings. Particular blame was laid on him for appointing 
G. Leroy Kemp “as a purchasing agent for the State without any 
sufficient recommendations as to his fitness for the position.” 
Among other severe charges against MacDonald were his lack of 
personal supervision over the construction of the Parkway and 
his failure to leave proper instructions with his staff during his 
frequent absences “to deal with important matters requiring 
prompt attention.” Many of the criticisms of MacDonald, it was 
held, were applicable, in some degree, to his Deputy, who deserved 
censure though not removal from office as he was acting under the 
direction of his superior. Next in order for criticism was the well- 
known Secretary of the Republican State Central Committee, who, 
it was alleged, received $3,700 out of a brokerage commission for 
his “friendly services” in easing a sale of land to the State for 
the Parkway. It vras strongly urged that he be no longer re- 
tained as publicity agent of the Highway and Health Depart- 
ments, for which he was being paid in each case $3,000 a year, 
either under his own name or under the name of a subordinate. In 
the opinion of the Grand Jury such expenditures wore a sinister 
look. This political job which I had eliminated from the prelim- 
inary budget for 1937-39, was restored without my knowledge in 
the final budget that came to me from the General Assembly for 
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my emergency signature. Now, by virtue of the authority vested 
in the Governor by the reorganization legislation, I eliminated the 
job for good. 

On the engineering questions raised by the debate over the Mer- 
ritt Parkway the Grand Jury felt that it was not qualified to pass 
judgment. It was, however, convinced that preliminary to all fu- 
ture projects of this kind costing many millions of dollars there 
should be created u a commission of three representative citizens 
who would be in actual control of the work to be done and with 
whom the Highway Commissioner should consult from time to 
time.” 

While reading’ this report I was surprised at the large freedom 
given to a Connecticut Grand Jury to condemn acts in which they 
find no criminal intent. Is it, I wondered, quite just to make public 
the names of men who have a part in acts deemed questionable 
though declared noncriminal, since people generally, I fear, are 
apt to infer that all persons whose conduct is censored by a Grand 
Jury are more or less guilty of some sort of crime. I was surprised, 
too, that it is within the province of a Connecticut Grand Jury to 
recommend to the General Assembly specific legislation for the 
cure of evils which in its opinion exist in a state agency. 

I did not censure the Deputy Highway Commissioner, though, 
if my memory be correct, I asked him many questions in order to 
ascertain facts about what was going on in his department. The 
case against MacDonald was different.. Starting out as a practical 
road builder, he developed into a good Highway Commissioner 
after his appointment to that position. Invariably he surrounded 
himself with highly trained engineers. Two of his staff graduated 
from the Sheffield Scientific School while I was a professor there. 
MacDonald and his engineers built one of the best noncommercial 
highways in the land. But of late MacDonald had been neglecting 
his duties and his distress at the loss of full jurisdiction over his 
department only increased this tendency. I had many talks with 
him about the matter. It was agreed between us that he would 
resign after the completion of the first section of the Merritt Park- 
way scheduled for some time in June. Abruptly the situation was 
altered by the report of the Grand Jury. On the afternoon of that 
day reporters thronged my office with inquiries about what I in- 
tended to do. By noon tomorrow, I told them, I would have an an- 
nouncement. Having come to conclusions my mind was at tempo- 
rary rest. 

The next morning I called into my office the Attorney General 
and a member of his staff for a conference on the removal of Com- 
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missioner MacDonald. It was determined, as I desired, that instead 
of a formal summons for him ho appear before the Governor, I 
should send a mutual friend out to his house to request his immedi- 
ate resignation. The resignation was promptly received with the 
Commissioner’s thanks for the consideration shown him by the Gov- 
ernor in taking this action. To reporters who were waiting outside 
in vain for a sight of the Commissioner I simply remarked “Mac- 
Donald has resigned.” They asked if there would be any further 
announcement that day. I suggested that they return at six o’clock. 

My office cleared of visitors, I called over the telephone Charles 
Tilden, Professor of Mechanical Engineering at Yale, and gave 
him the news. Without any preliminary verbal maneuver I told 
him bluntly that I wanted to appoint Assistant Professor William 
J. Cox of his staff as MacDonald’s successor, today, if possible, 
before my office was turned into a den of politicians more difficult 
to quiet than the lions which Daniel tamed with the aid of Jehovah. 
Naturally Tilden inquired whether I had sounded out Cox on the 
appointment. I replied that I had not even broached the subject 
to him, though I had fortified my high opinion of him by the opin- 
ions of professional engineers who were well acquainted with his 
technical knowledge and experience as a civil engineer. “Now I 
want you to have a talk with him, and if he is disposed to take the 
position provided it is offered to him, will you kindly make arrange- 
ments with President Seymour for his release from college w’ork 
at the end of the academic year now 7 approaching? At any rate will 
you and Cox drive up to Hartford this afternoon for a conference 
at four o’clock, for I hope to settle the question, one w 7 ay or the 
other, before the clay is over?” 

They were in my office near the appointed time. We had an hour’s 
talk. I stretched out before their eyes the extensive highway pro- 
gram which the State had undertaken. “The Merritt Parkway,” I 
said in substance, “is but half finished. It is to be connected with 
another parkway several times its length. There are many other 
highways to be built and still more to be widened and otherwise 
improved to provide for fast-increasing traffic. There must be no 
more rigging of contracts as charged of the past. No more politics. 
Here is a labor to challenge the vision, the skill, and the administra- 
tive ability of a highway engineer. Any appointment of a Commis- 
sioner I may make now, however, will expire on the sixth Wednes- 
day after the convening of the General Assembly next January. 
But the interim of more than nine months is time enough for an 
engineer to make good or to fail. With my successor, if I go out, he 
must take his chances.” 
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The opportunity to make good as a highway engineer on a large 
scale appealed to Professor Cox. At six o’clock he became the High- 
way Commissioner of Connecticut. 

At length arrived that afternoon in June set for the official 
opening of a long stretch of the Merritt Parkway from Norwalk 
to the Now York border where it joined the Hutchinson Parkway. 
Mayor Stack and I cut the ribbon at the Norwalk entrance, both 
holding the shears, for the passage of a long procession of a hun- 
dred automobiles filled with state and county officials. As a symbol 
of harmony, for one day at least, Cox, Hurley, and MacDonald 
rode with me in the Governor’s car. Without accident we easily ne- 
gotiated the “pinched bridges,” each for variety’s sake a little dif- 
ferent in its beautiful design, though most were of the same type. 
When we approached the first of these underpasses I lightly warned 
the driver to look out for the abutment on his right ; it was, in fact, 
so far away from the roadway that he could not have hit it without 
deliberate intention. At each town line we stopped to cut another 
ribbon while a group of citizens stood by watching. The last cere- 
mony was at the junction of the Merritt and Hutchinson Park- 
ways where a 60-foot ribbon was untied by the Governor of 
Connecticut and Colonel Greene, New York Superintendent of 
Public Works, representing Governor Lehman. That ribbon was 
torn into shreds by a riotous crowd before the knot could be un- 
done. Everybody wanted to carry away something in remembrance 
of the event. 

A brilliant sun that afternoon, following a night and morning 
of showers, brought out all the details of the straight lines and 
beautiful curves of the Merritt Parkway and all the colors of trees, 
shrubs, and flowers — shades of green and red — in the wide central 
strips between the roadways and along the slopes on both sides of 
the Parkway. Eighty-five-year-old Schuyler Merritt, after whom 
the Parkway was named, was there to take part in the ceremony 
which commemorated his long congressional service to his State. 
And I could see the face of John MacDonald light up when a rep- 
resentative of Governor Lehman declared that it was “a model 
highway,” and when he heard from the crowds exclamations of 
praise: Superb! majestic! magnificent! There was no more com- 
plaint about “pinched bridges.” That became a phrase of a dead 
controversy. 



XXXVIII. Waterbury 

S IMULTANEOUSLY with the first disclosures of land pur- 
chases for the Merritt Parkway, a blacker cloud of politi- 
cal corruption rose over Waterbury and thence, spreading 
far and wide, soon enveloped “the land of steady habits” in 
darkness. 

For more than seven years the administration of the municipal 
affairs of Waterbury had been under the control of T. Frank 
Hayes, the “reform Mayor,” and Daniel J. Leary, “an expert 
financier.” After their election as taxpayers’ candidates for office 
they reduced the tax rate enormously, as they had promised, with- 
out inquiry by the citizens of Waterbury on how the feat was ac- 
complished. In 1937, when the city was getting into financial 
straits, suspicions were awakened that all was not right with Water- 
bury. At the municipal election in the autumn of that year a coali- 
tion of Republicans and independent Democrats ousted Leary by a 
margin of 33 votes. Hayes barely escaped a similar fate by a mar- 
gin of 60-odd votes in his favor. The unexpected defeat of Leary 
provided a way to test rumors about his malfeasance in office. 

The interval of doubt was short. The new Comptroller, Sher- 
wood L. Rowland, a Republican, who succeeded Leary on January 
1, 1938, reported a fortnight later that he could find no complete 
records of many large financial transactions during the administra- 
tion of his predecessor since 1930. Among them were payments for 
questionable services for which no appropriations had been made 
by the Board of Aldermen or approval given by the Board of 
Finance of which Mayor Hayes was chairman ex officio. Vouchers 
and canceled cheques for these payments were mostly missing. 

Waterbury was ablaze with indignation. William J. Pape, the 
proprietor of two city newspapers, was a leader in ferreting out 
details of acts which appeared to be criminal. He cooperated with 
an association of citizens on whose application State’s Attorney 
Lewis of the Waterbury District of New Haven County undertook, 
with the aid of a New York agency, an audit of the city books. To 
counter this threat of exposure Mayor Hayes, representing, he 
claimed, the Board of Finance, gave orders that no further infor- 
mation be made public concerning the records in the Comptroller’s 
office. Nobody paid any attention to his orders. Pape demanded the 
publication of these records and won out despite the angry protests 
of the Mayor. Editors of other newspapers joined with him. Day 
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by day revelations of questionable financial transactions became 
more and more startling. The disclosure that a very large fee was 
paid by Waterbury to a lobbyist, while Mayor Hayes as Lieuten- 
ant Governor was presiding over the Senate and was attempting 
to block any delving into the records of Leary’s office, became a 
matter of grave concern not merely to Waterbury, but to all the 
people of the State. The black cloud of political corruption was 
now hovering over the Capitol in Hartford. 

A delegation of Waterbury citizens asked me to have the Attor- 
ney General investigate the scandal since it affected both Water- 
bury and the State. I made it clear to them that under the Connecti- 
cut Constitution the Governor could do hardly more than consult 
with the Attorney General on the proper action to be taken after 
a thorough probe had been completed by a Grand Jury like the 
one which was being summoned to deal with the Merritt Parkway. 
They left my office with the assurance that I would cooperate with 
them in hastening Grand Jury proceedings if prodding became 
necessary. 

Again events moved fast. On February 4 State’s Attorney Lewis 
reported to the Superior Court that he believed an extraordinary 
Grand Jury should be impaneled to dig deeper into the evidence 
his office had uncovered. He took the occasion to disqualify himself 
and his staff from continuing the inquiry they had begun, on the 
ground that their residence and business affiliations in Waterbury 
might lead to charges of partiality. To my complete satisfaction, 
Hugh Alcorn, State’s Attorney for Hartford County, was named 
special prosecutor in place of Attorney Lewis. On March 8 an 
Extraordinary Grand Jury impaneled by Judge Inglis of the Su- 
perior Court began a task, the scope of which was barely indicated 
by previous investigations. Its proceedings being kept rigidly se- 
cret, press and public wondered what was transpiring in that jury 
room as political chieftains and leaders of the bar were summoned, 
one after another, to give information which could be only guessed 
at. It was observed, too, that some political leaders, among them 
Leary, who would certainly be called for questioning, were on vaca- 
tions outside the State in warmer climates for the cure of distem- 
pers affecting body or mind. All mysteries were revealed by the 
press on May 20, the day after the Grand Jury made its dramatic 
report recommending “the immediate arrest and the prosecution 
forthwith” of twenty-seven persons “on the charge of conspiring to 
defraud the city of Waterbury and such other charges as the Spe- 
cial Attorney of the State may deem advisable.” It was estimated 
that during the administration of Mayor Hayes Waterbury had 
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been cheated out of “millions of dollars . . . by a powerful, ruth- 
less, and corrupt group of men who had managed the affairs of the 
city for personal financial gain and political advancement.’’ 

The twenty-seven men charged with conspiracy or other offenses 
ran the gamut of leading city officials from Mayor Hayes down- 
ward, who found ready tools to aid them in local and outside lawyers 
and lobbyists, contractors, brokers, and accountants who would do 
what they were told to do. On the rim of the group were several 
prominent lawyers of the State, two of whom were censured by 
name. The report charged that the police had made no effort to 
suppress organized gambling in Waterbury which, it was gen- 
erally believed, was a source of steady income for high city officials. 
Once I bad sent in the State Police to do what the local police were 
failing to do in the enforcement of state laws against gambling. 
Mayor Hayes ordered them out. But they stayed on and did a very 
good temporary job against angry opposition. On their withdrawal 
gambling became again as vigorous as ever. 

The main conspiracy to defraud the city of Waterbury out of 
millions of dollars, the number of which can never be known, was a 
cleverly devised maze of disguised financial transactions, which 
required four men to insure success : Mayor Hayes ; his Executive 
Secretary, Thomas Kelly, to act as his agent in secret negotia- 
tions ; Carl Olsen, vice-president and treasurer of a bank of which 
Leary was also a vice-president and the largest stockholder, to be 
on hand with cash when cash was to pass from hand to hand ; and 
Leary himself, who dominated the final scene, to allocate the divi- 
sion of spoils and to destroy all incriminating records. 

In the division of spoils on corrupt contracts the conspirators 
took for themselves in the aggregate immense sums of money in 
cash. For instance, a New Haven attorney, who over a period of 
seven years endorsed checks made payable to him amounting to 
$196,000 for services in attempts to procure lower electric light 
and power rates for Waterbury, actually received in cash less than 
$90,000 in accordance with an agreement with Kelly, who kept 
the rest, part of which, it was shown, went to Hayes, Leary, and 
Olsen. Again, on the books $75,000 was paid for the rental of 
trucks to a man who had no trucks to rent. Once more, a New York 
broker, according to the Grand Jury report, was paid $191,000 
for only two weeks’ actual service in making it “progressively eas- 
ier” for Waterbury to sell bonds and obtain general credit in the 
metropolis. Later this man became Leary’s partner in floating stock 
of the Electric Steam Sterilizer Company. 

Leary, in an endeavor to extend his activities to the larger af- 
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fairs of the State, persuaded the Senate chairman of the Commit- 
tee on Public Health to introduce a bill making it mandatory to 
equip all public toilets with the electric steam sterilizer, ostensibly 
as a laudable means for preventing the spread of venereal disease 
but really as a scheme for creating a monopoly to mulct people out 
of vast sums of money by compelling them to buy a fake safety de- 
vice controlled by patents. The bill was quickly whipped through 
the Senate by lobbyists under the direction of Hayes, a large stock- 
holder in the company. I took the alarm and asked the State Com- 
missioner of Health to test the curiously named machine. He re- 
ported that the sterilizer did not sterilize. This news was passed on 
to the House. Beyond that I informed leaders who called on me 
that the proponents of the bill seemed to be altogether too innocent 
of the ways venereal diseases are contracted. The upshot was that 
House and Senate agreed upon a harmless act requiring that “all 
public pay toilets must be kept clean and sterile” by such devices 
as the Commissioner of Health may recommend. The vision of a 
gold mine in the sky above the gilded dome of the Capitol faded 
away. 

The circumstances connected with the legislative maneuvers over 
the sterilizer which did not sterilize were investigated by the Grand 
J ury who discovered that Leary in promotion of his monopoly dis- 
tributed, two months after the adjournment of the General As- 
sembly, 2,700 shares of the Sterilizing Company to five members — 
three Democrats and two Republicans. The Grand Jury held that 
these gifts were gratuities for services rendered in the passage of 
the bill and were so received. Accordingly the five men were liable 
to prosecution under the Corrupt Practices Act. Within twenty- 
four hours of the receipt of the Grand Jury’s report I asked the 
three Democrats to resign at once the offices they held under ap- 
pointment by the Governor, with the understanding that if they 
were acquitted of the charges against them while I was Governor 
they would be reinstated. They promptly complied with my re- 
quest. When they were brought to trial long afterwards their cases, 
on motion of the defense, were nolled by the court on the ground 
that it was an unwarranted inference that their acceptance of the 
Sterilizer stock two months after the adjournment of the General 
Assembly was in payment for their activities in favor of the Steri- 
lizer bill itself. The case against one of the Republicans was dis- 
posed of in like manner but the other, who introduced the bill and 
fought hard for it, confessed to a gratuity. 

Nothing more astonished the Grand Jury than the revelation of 



Waterbury 393 

an alliance between the conspirators and two other prominent Re- 
publican political leaders to put through the General Assembly of 
1935 that sterilizer monopoly. The first step towards the unholy 
alliance was taken, acording to the Grand Jury’s report, by Leary 
in a heart-to-heart business talk with Charles E. Williamson, the 
prosecuting attorney of the town court of Darien, who in previous 
times had frequently represented his town or his Senatorial district 
in the General Assembly. Before taking over the heavy burden 
Leary wanted to place on his shoulders, Williamson, according to 
the Grand Jury’s report, expressed a desire to confer with his 
friend Harry Mackenzie. Of course permission was readily granted, 
for Harry was then second in command of the Republican organi- 
zation. Harry, it seems, was disposed to share the burden with Wil- 
liamson, provided there could be agreement on a proper financial 
consideration. About that there was no trouble. Mackenzie, how- 
ever, kept as far as he could in the background, while throughout 
the session of 1935 Williamson took orders nearly every morning 
on his day’s work, which apparently extended beyond special legis- 
lation for the city of Waterbury. During the session Williamson 
received checks aggregating $24,400 which were cashed by Olsen 
who kept $12,200 for Leary and perhaps Hayes and gave $12,200 
to Williamson to be divided equally between himself and Macken- 
zie. The same arrangement was made for the session of 1937, when 
$34', 000 was split up in the same way. For these transactions Mac- 
kenzie and Williamson, who was eliminated from the town court 
of Darien, faced court action under the Corrupt Practices Act. 
Ultimately they both took a few months’ rest in the New Haven 
County jail which I was then having put into better sanitary con- 
dition than usual by the use of W.P.A. funds granted for that ex- 
plicit purpose. 

Lieutenant Governor Hayes was too hard a nut to crack. With 
his friends I joined in urging his resignation, without avail. Even 
the suggestion awakened his indignation. All the charges against 
him he declared to have no foundation in fact. He had no knowl- 
edge whatever, he claimed, of what Leary, Kelly, and Olsen might 
have been doing. He was not responsible for acts in which he took 
no part, he said. The trial, which he hoped would come soon, would 
exonerate him. All this was spoken with the air of an honest man 
whose honor is hurt. Notwithstanding the evidence which the Grand 
Jury presented against him, he was entitled under the law to the 
presumption of innocence until he was proved guilty. In one of my 
conversations with him we came to a tacit understanding that he 



394 Connecticut Yankee 

would refrain from performing the usual functions of a Lieutenant 
Governor while his case was in court. That was a very slight scratch 
on the nut. 

The question of calling a special session of the General Assembly 
for impeachment proceedings against the Lieutenant Governor, 
the method provided by the State Constitution for the removal of 
elective officers, was carefully considered by the Legislative Coun- 
cil and many others whom we consulted. There was unanimous 
agreement that it would be undesirable to suspend or interfere with 
the court action which had already been talcen against Hayes and 
others on a charge of conspiracy by summoning the Lieutenant 
Governor before another bar of justice. In any event there was a 
prospect of a long bitter fight ahead which could not be terminated 
before the expiration of his term of office in January, 1939. For 
these reasons the idea of impeachment proceedings was cast aside. 

How long and how bitter the court fight was to be no one could 
then have anticipated. Not until August, 1939, was ex-Lieutenant 
Governor Hayes convicted in the Superior Court with twenty-two 
others of conspiracy to defraud the city of Waterbury over which 
he still presided as Mayor. And not until March, 1941, was the 
conviction affirmed by the Supreme Court of Connecticut. 

The summer and autumn of 1938 were a period of some tension 
for the people of Connecticut. The Governor of the State had 
passed the age of seventy-six, an age at which most men are dead. 
If he should follow in the procession of his generation, then Hayes 
would take his place at the head of the State. If Hayes should resign 
in such an emergency, then the President pro tem of the Senate 
would become Governor. I assured my friends that I was still in 
good health and likely to pull through the next six months, bar- 
ring accidents which I hoped to escape by cutting down my speed 
of travel through tile State to fifty miles an hour even where the 
road was clear far ahead. A newspaper carried a cartoon of a 
worried-looking Governor for whom prayers ought to be said. 

Just after the Waterbury scandal broke, I was invited to address 
the delegates to the Southern New England Methodist Conference 
in the South Church at Manchester. I was led by a deacon to the 
altar and greeted by the presiding Bishop, Herbert Welch. After 
my speech the Bishop asked me to kneel and blessed me. Obviously 
I needed it. Not long before that, on my birthday, the Jews of 
Connecticut founded a scholarship in my name at Yeshiva College 
of the City of New York, which was celebrating its Golden Jubilee. 
As my conduct now had the approbation of Jew and Gentile, I felt 
reasonably safe for time and eternity, though in the outside world 
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a Socialist was damning me as a friend and partner of the Water- 
bury crowd, and the ranking spokesman of the Republican party 
was holding me accountable to the Recording Angel for all the al- 
leged sins of Commissioner MacDonald and his man, G. Leroy 
Kemp. 

For a little while my mind was released from political scandals. 
I attended the memorable Yale Commencement of 1938, where 
among recipients of honorary degrees I met Walt Disney, whose 
voice was the voice of Mickey Mouse ; Thomas Mann, the world’s 
supreme novelist, who was -writing for the Yale Review; and John 
Buchan (Lord Tweedsmuir), Governor General of Canada, who 
had many amusing stories to tell of his political career. I asked 
Buchan how he ever found time to do the research for his biog- 
raphy of Augustus Caesar, involving the organization of the 
Roman Empire. He replied that it was the fulfillment of an am- 
bition of his youth. 

That spring and summer New Haven also celebrated its Ter- 
centenary with great eclat under the direction of a committee of 
which Judge Gilson was chairman. The Yale Bowl, an amphi- 
theater as capacious as the Colosseum of ancient Rome, was the 
scene of a state-wide praise and memorial service and “a great 
pageant” displaying the history of the colony. It fell to my lot 
as Governor to tell the story of the Founding Fathers, the Rev- 
erend John Davenport and Theophilus Eaton, and of their famous 
successors. I was almost equally interested in men whose names 
time has obscured : the surveyor John Brockett, who laid out the 
village of New Haven in nine squares, of which the central square 
was reserved as a civic and religious center, and William Cooper 
who gave to the Reverend James Pierpont two elm saplings to 
plant in his front yard, an example to others who eventually made 
New Haven known throughout the land as “the Elm City.” 



XXXIX. Hurricane 


O N MONDAY, September 19, I attended tlie Eastern 
States Exposition at Springfield. The rain was com- 
ing down in sheets and the grounds were thick with 
mud. The next morning I drove again from Hartford 
to Springfield through blinding torrential rains to assist in the 
ceremony of laying the cornerstone of the Connecticut Exposition 
Building. During a brief lull in the storm I gave a short speech and 
played with a trowel under the protection of a tent. On my return 
to Hartford, again through heavy showers, I was troubled in mind 
by the rapid rise of the Connecticut River, which was spreading 
over meadows, and by news that other rivers in the eastern part of 
the State were breaking over their banks. I took preliminary steps 
towards dealing with another great flood, should Connecticut again 
be visited by so terrible a disaster as in 1936. Nobody, I think, an- 
ticipated that a tropical hurricane in the West Indies might move 
far enough north to strike New England. 

On Wednesday morning, September 21, the situation was out- 
wardly little changed from the day before. I consulted in person 
or over the telephone with representatives of those state agencies 
necessary to cope with a flood, not with a hurricane. I asked repre- 
sentatives of Federal agencies to be ready to meet with us in my 
office not later than Friday morning. I requested the Red Cross 
to assign Robert Shepard to Connecticut, if possible. I had in mind 
essentially the old setup of 1936, whose members then became fa- 
miliar with the problems of a great flood. As yet there were no 
other indications. 

That afternoon I drove to New Haven, through downpours and 
lulls, to keep an appointment with the Advisory Council of the Yale 
Review, of which I was still the Editor in Chief. We met high in the 
tower of the Graduate School of Y ale University. Towards three 
o’clock I observed that a violent gale was blowing rain against the 
windows, some of the rain even coming into the room over the tight- 
fitting window sills. We looked out and saw trees swaying in the 
tempest but within sight none were going over. Nervous as I was 
I went on with the conference, jumping up now and then to view 
the storm from a window. Towards four o’clock I suggested that 
two members of the Council who wished to take a train homeward 
via New York half an hour later would need all that time to get to 
the station because of the rain and wind. We broke up and went 
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below lo the wide covered entrance to the Graduate School where 
a number of men had taken refuge. They told us of the havoc 
wrought by a hurricane the last hour — streets blocked by great 
elms and maples which had been torn out by the roots, wires 
down, windows smashed and floors deluged by the inrush of water. 
Through detours nay two friends were driven to the station, but 
they proceeded no farther on the way to New York, for all east- 
bound trains from Boston were stalled along the line by washouts 
and flooded tracks. They put up at the nearest hotel for the night. 

I reached home, a scant two miles away, after a dangerous ride of 
more than an hour. It was impossible to go on to Hartford that 
night because no roads could be made passable until morning at 
best. 

During the evening I received messages indicating enormous 
destruction by the hurricane. Of them one demanding immediate 
executive action came from police officials of New' London, urging 
assistance of the National Guard in maintaining order and in clear- 
ing the streets of wreckage, Great waves had lifted shipping high 
in the harbor and thrown much of it over the railroad tracks. Hun- 
dreds of stores were blown open, exposing their goods to pillage 
by looters. Fires were blazing up in wrecked buildings on streets 
near the shore. Fire companies were being held bound in their quar- 
ters because of fallen or broken trees lying across exits. Trucks had 
to precede them to open a way for them through the streets. For a 
time there was grave danger that a large part of the business dis- 
trict of the city might go up in flames. 

I instructed Assistant Adjutant General Wardinski, then alone 
on duty in Hartford, to call out at once a company of the National 
Guard composed of men in or near New London. By morning order 
was restored and fires were brought under control. Though ter- 
ribly damaged by wind and wave, New London was saved from a 
conflagration by quick action of its officials. 

At daybreak I started for Hartford over the main highway and 
byroads partially cleared during the night. Along the avenue lead- 
ing to the Capitol from the south most of the great trees were down, 
but a narrow pathway had been cut out just wide enough to let an 
automobile through. In my office my Executive Secretary, Philip 
Hewes, told me what I would see if I made a tour of Hartford. Of 
greatest concern was the behavior of the Connecticut River which 
had inundated the lower east side of the city. Mayor Spellacy said 
the flood waters of the river were still rising. They were only two 
feet below the crest of the flood in 1936. Hundreds of men were 
building up the dike down by Colt’s Fire Arms Company with huge 
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pi]es of sand bags. Thousands of men, women, and children were 
being evacuated from their houses in the lowlands. If the dike 
should break it might be necessary to stop all traffic on the out- 
skirts of the city in order to keep the streets free for official busi- 
ness. The Adjutant General had already ordered out several com- 
panies of the National Guard for service in the Hartford district ; 
and now, on the further request of the Mayor, orders were issued 
for more Guardsmen to appear at the State Armory for instruc- 
tions. Next I summoned the Adjutant General for a report on the 
calls he had received for aid of the National Guard in all hurricane 
areas ; the Highway Commissioner, whose men had been on duty 
all night, for a report on the extent of their work ; the Commis- 
sioner of Public Works for what he knew about damage to state 
buildings and parks ; the State Forester for what lie had heard 
about the damage suffered by state forests and to consider whether 
they should be closed to hunters because of the danger from fires. 
Funds for the purchase of vaccines and various medical supplies 
were made available to the Commissioner of Public Health. The 
local Red Cross director reported how families evacuated from 
Hartford flood areas were being cared for; and the Connecticut 
Works Progress Administrator stated that hundreds of his men 
had been cooperating in clearing the streets of Hartford and New 
Haven, during the night and that other detachments were succeed- 
ing them. From outside the State, Governor Earle of Pennsylvania 
offered to place at Connecticut’s disposal a detail of his state con- 
stabulary and air force if needed. 

All these conferences were interrupted by telephone messages 
imploring help of some kind. In a number of districts reservoirs 
supplying water to towns had broken and the people were forced 
to resort to abandoned wells for drinking water. The residents of 
New Britain were in terror lest the dam of their principal reservoir 
should go. I sent over there three companies of the National Guard 
to take charge of the situation. A section of the city which would 
be flooded if the dam broke was ordered evacuated. Fortunately 
the crest of the waters began to fall during the evening. The dam 
was holding so well that families living in the endangered district 
were allowed by midnight to return to homes which they had feared 
they would never see again. 

Complaints of looting came in from towns along the seashore and 
the Connecticut River Valley. The excited voice of one man over 
the telephone demanded that martial law be declared in his neigh- 
borhood. I referred him and others who made similar reports to 
their nearest State Police barracks, where men were patrolling the 
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roads. I was importuned to convene the General Assembly in spe- 
cial session to confer upon the Governor extraordinary general 
powers to deal with the emergency and specifically to obtain from 
that body authority for the immediate construction of another and 
higher bridge across the Connecticut River. I replied that there 
was as yet no agreement on the proper site of the bridge, and that 
the Governor already had sufficient powers under the Constitution 
as interpreted by his predecessors and confirmed by long custom 
to meet the emergency. 

Before the day was over Philip Plewes urged city and town of- 
ficials who could be reached by telephone to attend the general con- 
ference in my office the next morning with state and Federal relief 
agencies. That evening I described over the radio the destruction 
which followed in the wake of flood and hurricane, so far as I knew 
of it, all through eastern Connecticut to beyond the Great River 
and along the whole length of the coast from Stonington to Green- 
wich. I concluded by requesting isolated communities without tele- 
phone connections to send representatives to the morrow’s confer- 
ence if they were able. 

At the conference on Friday my office was crowded with some 
fifty men from the worst stricken areas, Sitting by me to hear their 
reports were the heads of the state agencies with whom I had con- 
sulted the day before. With us, too, were Robert Shepard of the 
Red Cross, H. Francis White of the National Emergency Coun- 
cil, and Vincent Sullivan, representing Harry Hopkins, who lmd 
assured me yesterday of large assistance in the crisis. My aim in 
calling the conference was twofold: to coordinate all immediate 
relief work and to formulate a plan for the gradual rehabilitation 
of devastated areas in cooperation with such state agencies as might 
be required. 

It was an illuminating conference. When I asked why few or no 
small villages were represented, someone said, “Because no one 
can get out of some of them to a highway except on foot, for most 
bridges are gone and roads are washed out and covered with fallen 
trees.” A man from Vernon broke in to say that the flood had car- 
ried downstream ten bridges in his town. Another said that some 
villages were scant of food and that aviators were dropping sup- 
plies to them. “How about that, Highway Commissioner?” I asked. 
He replied that he had no reliable estimate on the loss of town 
bridges, but that the flood had broken through many dams and 
demolished at least nineteen bridges on trunk lines. Two thousand 
of his men, with all his trucks, lie said, were out clearing high- 
ways for one-way traffic and building temporary structures across 
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streams. The dearth of drinking water was another problem. Fires 
were out in New London, but the fire apparatus, the Mayor said, 
was being used to pump water up to Connecticut College on the hill. 

Fortunately the flood in Hartford had reached its crest and the 
dike was withstanding the strain. And yet, fearing that danger was 
not over, Mayor Spellacy felt justified in asking for more National 
Guardsmen. A similar request was made by officials from other 
parts of the State despite the fact that 12 companies of the Na- 
tional Guard, numbering 900 men, were already on duty. Down the 
river as far as Saybrook roads were deep with water which had 
broken over or through banks of the river. When the storm struck 
Essex a fleet of 200 boats was riding in the harbor. An hour later 
all but 5 or 6 were sunk or dashed upon the shore or torn into pieces 
floating down the stream. Spokesmen from coast towns described 
the terrible destruction along miles of the sea front. Great waves 
utterly demolished rows of fragile summer cottages. In places noth- 
ing was left except the sites on which they were built. More sub- 
stantial houses and other buildings were unroofed, or put on beam 
and often blown backward, sometimes two or three hundred feet. 
We were all aghast at the stories we heard. Robert Shepard prom- 
ised to stay on to administer relief measures. Vincent Sullivan said 
that he had authoi ity from Harry Hopkins to send into the hurri- 
cane areas 22,000 W.P.A. workers if so many were needed. And 
Adjutant General Ladd gave assurance that he could send out a 
thousand more National Guardsmen, to patrol streets and roads 
wherever state and local police were not at hand in sufficient num- 
bers to maintain order. I requested the city and town officials pres- 
ent to remain on for consultation with these three agencies and the 
Highway Commissioner concerning their special problems. Then 
I adjourned the conference to meet on the next Tuesday when I 
would present a plan for the coordination of all relief work. 

On the intervening Monday I attended a hurricane council in 
Boston of the six New England Governors and two aides of the 
Governor of the State of New York who had' made a tour of Long 
Island, which received the first impact of the storm. The journey 
there was a hazardous one, over roads which were here and there 
almost completely washed out. At one place in Massachusetts a 
bridge and a piece of the road had been carried away by rushing 
waters from a dam which had broken loose. Workmen, however, 
were laying planks across the bed of the stream. The chauffeur 
cautiously drove the car down a steep bank, over those rattling 
planks, and up another steep bank to a safe spot in the road. 

George H. Myers, who had given the Yale forest at Union to 
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his alma mater , rode with me that far, and we stopped there to see 
what a cyclone could do to woodlands. Some trees were snapped 
off, most, I think, were uprooted. Acres of trees lay twisted in a 
tangle. 

The Council, which was called primarily for a conference with 
Federal relief and rehabilitation agencies, met in the great hall of 
the Copley Plaza Hotel. Most of the agencies were well represented. 
Harry Hopkins, who was in California when the hurricane struck 
New England, at once flew back to Washington and on the morn- 
ing before the conference took an automobile trip through terribly 
devastated Rhode Island. He came to Boston not only as chief of 
the W.P.A. but as spokesman for President Roosevelt. Pie opened 
the meeting with an account of what he saw in Rhode Island, paying 
tribute by the way to the work of the Red Cross there and else- 
where. “I saw homes,” he said, “by the hundreds flattened out ; hun- 
dreds of persons without shelter; people who didn’t know where 
the other members of their families were or whether they were dead 
or alive.” He urged all agencies, Federal, state, and local, to work 
together first in relieving distress and then in restoring normal 
life throughout New England, without quibbling over “who does 
what.” For the purposes designated, he said, all the funds under 
his control “are yours.” That promise was made to 300 state, 
county, and town officials representing all the States of New Eng- 
land. 

Each Governor in turn reported on his own State. No story was 
so grim as that of Rhode Island, where ten thousand houses had 
been converted into kindling wood and much of the land on which 
they were built was washed into Narragansett Bay. Within the last 
twenty-four hours, tire Governor said, a hundred dead bodies had 
been, discovered lying along the shore. The loss of life in Con- 
necticut I estimated to be between 80 and 90, as against only 2 in 
the flood of 1936. The toll for all New England appeared to be 
more than 600, with Rhode Island accounting for perhaps 400. In 
Maine and New Hampshire great forests were blown down. The 
question rose how to process and save for the market in coming 
years more than a billion feet of timber. 

The Governor of Massachusetts introduced a series of resolu- 
tions requesting that all Federal agencies concerned with rehabili- 
tation suspend their hard and fixed regulations in order to cope 
swiftly with the disaster. The resolutions were passed unanimously 
after Harry Hopkins spoke in their favor. Finally, just before ad- 
journment, several of us started a discussion on the shortage in 
food and other necessary supplies in the three southern New Eng- 
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land States cnving to a truckmen’s strike in New York which was 
holding up all shipments of freight through the city. As soon as 
the facts of a desperate situation were brought out, a resolution 
was passed authorizing me as chairman of the Governor’s Confer- 
ence to send an appeal to the strike leaders by way of Mayor La 
Guardia that food and other household supplies be let through to 
the devastated areas. Due to the good offices of Mayor La Guardia 
the ban was lifted. By midnight all necessary supplies began to 
move freely into New England. 

As I made my way slowly back to Hartford that night dangerous 
stretches of the road were lighted up with brilliant flares and pa- 
trols were out to give information on detours and to lend assistance 
in case of trouble. 

I laid before the state-wide conference in my office next morning 
such information, good and bad, as had come to my office since Fri- 
day on the present situation throughout the State, which was sup- 
plemented by reports of others. The passage of the flood exposed 
to view the desolation of river valleys. Pathways cut out to the 
shore front along the Sound, where miles of sea walls had disap- 
peared, revealed the awful destruction of tidal waves. Not 18 but 
38 bridges were destroyed or severely damaged ; and 50,000 trees 
lay flat by roadsides. Commissioner Cox, reporting on washed-out 
roads, was followed by State Forester Hawes, who said that a pre- 
liminary survey of the forests in eastern Connecticut indicated that 
50 per cent of trees more than 10 inches in diameter were blown 
down. The fire hazard he regarded as very great. The stump of a 
lighted cigarette carelessly thrown into the brush might start a 
conflagration which would be hard to control. On his recommenda- 
tion I at once closed the forests to hunting and all inland waters to 
fishing. He inquired what was to be done with millions of feet of 
timber that had blown down. I could tell him that before I left Bos- 
ton the initial step had already been taken towards its salvage by 
joint action of the New England Governors and representatives 
of the Federal Government. 

Damage to state buildings and parks now appeared to be three 
times the first estimate. Someone mentioned the precarious Amazon 
standing on the gilded dome of the Capitol, her wings flapping in 
the wind and her knees creaking. I replied that she would come 
down as soon as Commissioner Hurley could determine how best to 
handle her. By the laughter it was evident that many had in mind 
the old jest as to whether it is better to have a loose woman hover- 
ing over the Capitol or a fallen woman on its grounds. 
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Tremendous damage, I learned, was done to farmsteads by winds 
of high velocity sweeping through valleys and over hills. Barns 
were unroofed; sheds and outhouses were crushed in; cattle were 
killed by falling timbers — for instance, the barn of a dairy farm 
near Middletown collapsed, killing 23 cows out of a herd of 27 ; 
fences and stone walls were blown over; fruit orchards suffered 
severely, particularly large apple trees which were broken down 
or uprooted ; and unharvested crops were lying flat in the fields. 

By that time relief and reclamation work was in full swing. De- 
tachments of W.P.A. men were dispatched to districts where they 
were most needed. Health officers with the help of boys from the 
C.C.C. camps were cleaning up and disinfecting houses still stand- 
ing. The Red Cross, which took on all available men registered in 
employment offices, was bringing back families to their homes, feed- 
ing and clothing them, repairing and refurnishing houses so as to 
make them comfortable. Farm bureaus, under the supervision of 
the State College, were making a survey of rural communities to 
determine the needs of farmers. Altogether a score of state and 
Federal agencies were engaged in the restoration of normal activi- 
ties of every kind. 

During the flood of 1936 the Governor’s office, it will be remem- 
bered, was the clearinghouse of all agencies organized to meet that 
disaster. But now I felt the need of assistance in dealing with a 
widespread catastrophe. I appointed Col. Thomas Hewes as Co- 
ordinator of Federal and State Agencies. He opened an office in the 
Capitol where anyone was free to come for information. He also 
issued a pamphlet which designated local agencies or officials in 
towns and cities to whom applications might be made for aid. 
Through this integrated system I was able to keep in close touch 
with the progress of relief and reclamation in all devastated areas. 
When the Coordinator had finished his work, I appointed a state- 
wide committee of twenty-four citizens for the long pull of re- 
building Connecticut. 

My hands were still full of business occasioned by flood and hur- 
ricane, No one at the conference in my office was ready with an 
approximate estimate of broken dams (afterwards known to he 50 
or more) or could give more than an incidental account of the dam- 
age which had been done, other than to roads, by their released 
waters. Over this lack of knowledge I had a conversation with Gen- 
eral Wadhams, Director of the State Water Commission whose 
prime function, though it had other important ones, was to protect 
waterways from pollution. Apart from his jurisdiction there was 
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a Board of Engineers, all good and competent men, whose business 
it was to inspect old dams and to supervise the construction of new 
dams, under a statute, however, which gave them hardly more than 
advisory powers. I suggested that a bill be prepared for submis- 
sion to the next session of the General Assembly consolidating the 
two agencies and making strict control over all dams in the State 
mandatory. In the meantime, I told him, I was going to ask the 
engineers to inspect all dams in the hurricane area and to permit 
no rebuilding or repairs before designs for such work had met their 
approval for safety. I asked General Wadhams to join me in this 
effort. The engineers responded gladly. The way was then paved 
for one united Water Commission with enlarged powers. 

At this juncture President Roosevelt happily made available 
large Federal funds for general flood control in New England by 
means of dikes as well as reservoirs on any streams where they were 
necessai’y in the opinion of state and Federal engineers. Appar- 
ently no question was to be raised about electric power and a New 
England T.V.A. Thus came unexpectedly an opportunity to har- 
ness flood waters on a broader plan than was contemplated by the 
Inter-State Compact which had stumbled through political in- 
trigue to its death. Under the new proposal flood control could be 
extended to streams outside the Connecticut River watershed to 
meet the exigencies of frequent devastating floods. On this propo- 
sition the New England Governors went into conference with re- 
newed hope of devising plans for permanent control of all water- 
ways within these northeastern States. 

From the first days of the hurricane I began visiting the worst 
hurt cities, villages, and countrysides as fast as ways were open to 
them. For a comprehensive view of the devastation I took a trip 
over the hills and plateaus clown through valleys and off on cross- 
roads to Norwich and New London and on to Stonington. With 
me were Colonel Hcwes and Works Progress Administrator Sulli- 
van. Along the roads on each side of the mile-long Common of 
Lebanon giant elms lay torn out by the roots and at the lower end 
hardly any part of the beautiful church designed by John Trum- 
bull, the portrait painter, remained standing. This church in ruins 
was the last surviving building shaped by the hand of a great artist. 
I wondered whether funds could be raised for its restoration. 

Descending into the valley southeastward we saw on the left a 
barn, completely unroofed and resting on its beam, its mounds of 
bay half spilled over on the ground ; then another barn split in two 
and the hay rolling out; and all along fruit trees stripped of 
branches and oaks and maples uprooted. On approaching New 
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London we noticed bow the leaves of standing trees and shrubbery 
were wilting and drying up, scorched by the salt spray of immense 
waves that had blown miles inland. 

We went on eastward to Stonington to see the worst that the 
hurricane could do. Round the harbor and doAvn by the docks the 
devastation was frightful. Wooden buildings by the shore had all 
been carried out to sea, leaving no trace behind. With them went 
sea walls. The fronts of dwelling houses a little farther back were 
blown completely open, exposing entire interiors. Some houses, half 
demolished by the wind, had tumbled up against one another. Of 
others nothing was left but broken frames and scattered boards. 
All the shipping was lifted by great waves and dropped on the 
land. Sad-faced fishermen were looking over their boats and here 
and there a fisherman, chewing tobacco, was repairing a boat that 
could be salvaged. 

Near the railway station we visited the scene of prompt and 
heroic action by the conductor of an eastbound express train of 13 
cars having 350 passengers aboard. The train was halted on a 
causeway between Mystic and Stonington by the lashing of waves. 
The next wave might overturn it into the sea. The water was al- 
ready rising to the floors of the train. The conductor immediately 
ordered all the passengers to move forward to the front car, which 
was uncoupled by a trainman standing up to his neck in water. 
Most of the passengers obeyed orders. Of those who jumped over- 
board to save themselves two were drowned. All the others in that 
single car the engine drew to safety through fallen wires, debris, 
and a house blown upon the tracks. Soon after the passengers were 
out of the car a might}' wave threw a fishing schooner out of the 
water up against it and knocked it over. 

Everybody was saying the next day that Connecticut had never 
suffered so great a disaster. Curious to know how far this might be 
true, I turned to an old copy of the American Journal of Science 
which contained an excellent account of the hurricane of 1815. To 
my astonishment I saw that the hurricane of 1938 was almost an 
exact repetition of that of 1815, which originated in the West In- 
dies, came up the Atlantic Coast in the wake of warm rains, and 
laid waste essentially the same New England area on Saturday, 
September 23, a mere two days in the same month behind its suc- 
cessor 123 years afterwards. 

The devastation wrought by the two hurricanes was, mutatis 
mutandis , the same. If fewer people lost their lives in 1815, it was 
because there were fewer people to lose their lives and still fewer 
to build summer houses on the sands of the sea. If there were then 
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fewer fires, if was because lucifer matches were not yet invented 
and nobody smoked cigarettes. There were then no railroad beds 
to be washed out, no telegraph, telephone, and electric wires to be 
blown with their supports into the streets. The largest Connecticut 
cities were only villages of a few thousand inhabitants. But wind 
and sea and rivers in flood were there to do their best towards the 
destruction of whatever stood in the way of their mad career. 

As I write I have before me a copy of a letter which Daniel Put- 
nam of Brooklyn, Connecticut, wrote to his daughter the day after 
the hurricane of 1815 : “In short,” he concluded, “you can turn 
your eye no way, but it meets with desolation.” This desolation he 
attributed to “a visitation of Heaven,” a very picturesque phrase 
which I like because of its suggestion that Our Lord came down 
to earth again to conduct a hurricane either to display Ins omnipo- 
tence or to punish his children for sins of which they were only 
vaguely aware. But points of view change with time and circum- 
stance. I was a bit ruffled but more amused when a Republican can- 
didate for office attributed responsibility for the devastation of 
1938 in large measure not to Heaven but to the Democratic party 
on the sole ground that, owing to Congressional intrigues, a number 
of reservoirs on the northern tributaries of the Connecticut River, 
which were outside the flood area this year, had not been built as 
I had promised. In reply to this kind of wild talk 1 gave it as my 
candid opinion that no legislation enacted by any political party 
can regulate the whirl of a hurricane or impound the waters of the 
sea. 



XL. My Last Campaign 

fT^HE Merritt Parkway ghost had been laid, at least tem- 
fl porarily; Grand Juries had helped clean house for 
a both Democrats and Republicans; and now another 
— election was approaching. After due deliberation I let 
it be known that I was in a receptive mood for the Democratic 
nomination for Governor once more if that was the will of the 
party. To this decision I was led by the hope, among others, that 
the next General Assembly would be favorably disposed towards 
thorough revision of the accounting system of the State. After 
rejecting in 1937 a plan for a modernized accounting system 
which would show the state of the budget day by day, the As- 
sembly had contented itself with a few amendments to existing 
laws, except in one important instance. It passed an act making 
mandatory a yearly audit of the books and accounts of the Treas- 
urer and Comptroller. Here was something entirely new. No rec- 
ord could be found that the accounts of the Comptroller had 
ever been audited by an outside agency! 

I was also advocating the extension of mandatory annual au- 
dits to all subdivisions of the State under centralized state super- 
vision as an obvious safeguard against dishonesty in local gov- 
ernment, whether on a large scale as in W aterbury or on a small 
scale as had occurred in other municipalities; and a revision of 
the Lobbying Act of 1937 for better control over lobbyists who 
had found a hole in the law through which to escape. The time 
seemed propitious, too, for another effort to take the minor courts 
out of political intrigue by an amendment to the Constitution. 
Above all else I wanted to carry forward the reorganization of 
the state government, involving mergers of related departments, 
which had been well begun by the General Assembly in 1937. 

The Democrats were in general agreement that their best bet 
for victory would be to renominate their old state ticket with the 
exception of their candidate for Lieutenant Governor. Col. 
Thomas Hewes was finally selected for this place. The Republi- 
cans, uncertain about their whole ticket, sent up three trial bal- 
loons for Governor to see in what direction the strongest wind 
might blow. The first to go up was President McConaughv of 
Wesleyan University, towards whom only a mild breeze blew, 
because he was not widely known to the rank and file of his party. 
He came down for the avowed reason that one man could not 
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run a university and the State of Connecticut at the same time. 
The second man to be sent up was W. J. Pape, as a reward for 
his services in uncovering the Waterbury conspiracy. Pie drew 
a considerable breeze, but he was summoned to the ground, per- 
haps because he was rather too ostentatious in the display of his 
moral virtues to hold the entire Republican electorate and to win 
over enough Democratic votes to make certain his election. The 
third man who went up into the air, apparently on his own re- 
quest, was William H. Blodgett, an old war horse of the Rora- 
back machine. While floating around above the earth he attacked 
my fiscal policy, particularly for the last three years, warning 
me that “in view of recent revelations in a certain municipality 
of the State,” the public was entitled to know what had happened 
to the $20,000,000 which the State had received during the last 
three years from the tax on cigarettes, alcoholic liquors, and small 
business corporations ! Eventually the Republicans nominated 
Raymond E. Baldwin, Republican leader of the House in 1933, 
for Governor, and President McConaughy for Lieutenant Gov- 
ernor. 

The Socialists, who were backing McLevy, raised high over 
their heads the slogan, “Don’t let the raiders raid again !” Their 
platform and Jasper’s keynote speech at the Convention, both evi- 
dently the children of one set of brains, were lively examples of 
vituperation. I enjoyed the preamble to the platform, in which 
both Democrats and Republicans were mowed down: 

“Year after year, backed by facts, the Socialist party has 
bluntly denounced the Democratic and Republican parties as 
political twins acting for private plunder rather than for, the 
public welfare. Today two Grand Juries have stamped those 
charges as officially proved. Under the lash of their reports the 
two old parties tremble today — publicly disgraced and publicly 
indicted. They have forfeited forever the respect and support of 
the decent people of Connecticut.” 

In his acceptance speech Mayor McLevy worked himself up 
into ferocious moral indignation over Parkway and Waterbury 
corruption. He depicted one after another the lurid scenes re- 
vealed by two Grand Juries, and after each picture paused to 
repeat a refrain which was greeted with tremendous applause, 
“They didn’t know,” meaning that the Governor and the Demo- 
cratic administration didn’t know, didn’t make any effort to 
know, and apparently didn’t care to know what was going on in 
Waterbury and the Highway Department. 

The question arose in many minds besides my own whether 
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Mayor McLevy and the Republican organization were working 
together as a double machine to oust me from office. Certainly 
the Republicans were well disposed towards Jasper. They rarely 
criticized him. Their National Committeeman said that he al- 
ways called on the Mayor when he visited Bridgeport. Mc- 
Conaughy remarked that though he disagreed with the Socialist 
platform he liked “shy, honest Jasper” as a man. And likewise 
proclaiming that he was not a Socialist, one W. Ben Aurandt, 
until then in the employ of the Bridgeport branch of the Gen- 
eral Electric Company, formed a “Citizens’ McLevy for Gov- 
ernor Organization,” intended to convey the impression that great 
industrial corporations as well as workmen were quite willing to 
discount a little “harmless socialism” in order to elect honest 
Jasper as Governor. 

Whether or not there was any formal hookup between McLevy 
and Republican leaders to debunk the Democratic administra- 
tion, they joined hands towards a common end, which would in- 
cidentally benefit both sides. The Republicans could hardly hope 
to win without the aid of McLevy who would draw more votes 
from the Democratic than from their own party, and McLevy 
needed a Republican victory to assure him of the passage of ques- 
tionable legislation for Bridgeport. 

Socialist and Republican camps were thrown into noisy com- 
motion when not only did the A.F.L. officially approve my 
labor record but Labor’s Non-Partisan League, an affiliate of 
the C.I.O., endorsed me as their candidate for reelection. This 
seemed to my political opponents an amazing thing in view of the 
fact that I had quelled a sit-down strike by another branch of the 
C.I.O. only three years before. The question for or against sit- 
down strikes could not be openly debated on the stump by Re- 
publicans because of the halo thrown over my head for putting an 
end to sit-down strikes in Connecticut. They relied upon Jasper to 
corral the labor vote. 

The Democratic Governor was the game of both parties. I was 
represented as being the boon companion of Lieutenant Gov- 
ernor Hayes and so must have known what the man was doing 
long before the exposure of his character by a Grand Jury. Again 
and again I was asked why I did not compel his resignation — in 
spite of the fact that a Governor has no compulsive power over 
an elective state officer who performs his duties as laid down by 
law. The best that could be said of me by any Republican on the 
stump ran something like this: “No one, of course, can question 
the personal honesty of Governor Cross — but er — but er — he can- 
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not complain if he is judged by the company he keeps.” I rather 
liked that but sentence. 

Just as I was held responsible for the Waterbury conspirators 
and Republican fee-splitters and for the damage done by floods 
and whirlwinds in the Connecticut River Valley, so the deficit in 
the general funds of the State which accumulated during the long 
hard years of the depression was thrown into my lap. The fact 
that since the Legislature had given me control over the budget 
I was keeping the current expenses of the government within in- 
come was neither admitted nor denied but for campaign purposes 
ignored. The deficit, which even Roraback did not lay to the Gov- 
ernor, was the thing to play up. It was first lifted without war- 
rant from $12,000,000, the true amount approximately, to $16,- 
000,000 and after that to $24,000,000 by adding an $8,000,000 
surplus which, on the authority of the Republican General As- 
sembly of 1931, was expended on a building program for the 
State’s humane institutions. By some juggling with figures, just 
how I forget, it eventually reached the fantastic height of $29,- 
000,000. 

This “appalling deficit” was partly caused, it was alleged, by 
an unnecessary increase in the number of state employees in or- 
der to feed hungry Democrats. The increase in number was reck- 
lessly put at 2,700 whereas the correct number of additional em- 
ployees since 1933, exclusive of the State’s institutions, was 1,882, 
and of these the Federal Government was paying salaries and 
wages, in whole or in part, of 1,381, thus leaving only 501 new 
permanent employees whose salaries and wages were paid by the 
State alone. This increase, I submitted, was extremely moderate 
in view of the fact of larger services being performed by the State, 
such as the administration of the Unemployment Compensation / 
Act and a $25,000,000 building program. 

The so-called “reformed Republican party,” if judged by the 
policies advocated by its candidates for office, was essentially a 
reactionary party. In the session of 1937 Republican members 
of the General Assembly had indeed been true reformers. They 
forged straight ahead with reorganization and other enlightened 
legislation which they believed would be beneficial to the citizens 
of the State, ignoring outside leaders who yelled at them, in- 
sulted them, and tried in vain to browbeat them into line with 
threats or political ostracism. Though the Republican candidates 
of 1938 insisted that their party should be purged of corrupt 
bosses, they made no effoii; to purge themselves of the traditional 
ideas which had long dominated the Republican party. They went 
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as far as they dared in breaking down tile liberal measures of the 
reformers of 1937. Corrupt and incorrupt alike desired a return 
to the normalcy of the Roraback regime. “I was not,” President 
McConaughy is speaking, “a very vociferous Republican in the 
Roraback days. However, it seems to me that the record clearly 
indicates that the State was infinitely better off when it was un- 
der Republican leadership. In those days the State had a record 
for financial solvency . . . Members of the Republican Senate 
and House enacted forward-looking legislation for the welfare of 
Connecticut workers and all other citizens, which made the State 
known as progressive and social-minded.” 

Major parts of the reorganization program were attacked. 
The merit system of appointments, then administered by a most 
competent nonpolitical Personnel Director, was “fixed,” Presi- 
dent McConaughy “strongly felt,” by the Democrats for their 
own benefit. He declared that, despite the loud talk about econ- 
omies resulting from reorganization, there had been “not a single 
definite demonstration of a dollar saved for the State.” Yet the 
Supervisor of Purchases had demonstrated that he had saved the 
State $1,500,000 the first year and the Budget Director had con- 
servatively estimated that rigid control of expenditures had saved 
the State almost a million more in the same period. 

The Republicans also charged that the entire building pro- 
gram “had been bogged down by inefficiency and politics.” Mr. 
Baldwin said that the program -was still “largely on the drafting 
boards,” and President McConaughy gave it as his opinion that 
if the truth were made known “not a brick has yet been laid.” To 
prove it the Republican organization sent a pair of professional 
photographers into the field to take pictures. At the new Train- 
ing School for Defectives in Southbury the photographers set 
their camera at an angle which excluded from vision buildings 
going up and showed only a terrain torn by steam shovels for 
the construction of roads and tunnels. Prominent over the debris, 
however, was a sign “P.W.A. Project.” At Rocky Hill where 
buildings for a Veterans’ Home were under way the photograph- 
ers were unable to find a satisfactory angle for their camera : so 
they let it play over a stretch of woods in the foreground which 
lay tangled and twisted by the hurricane and called the scene 
“The Site of the Veterans’ Home.” At the State Hospital for 
the Insane in the suburbs of Middletown they found what they 
wanted in an ugly little frame house undergoing repairs not far 
away but having no connection whatever with the state institu- 
tion. As a matter of fact, buildings for twelve institutions in- 
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volving contracts amounting to $8,000,000 or more were rising 
ill all stages of construction up to completion; while architects 
and their assistants were working full speed on designs of other 
buildings so that contracts might be let for their construction by 
January 1, 1939, in order to qualify for all the grants, totaling 
$12,000,000, by the Federal Government, a large part of which 
had been made in recent months. Ten. thoroughly misleading pho- 
tographs, which, it was asserted, were “the only claim to progress 
in the $25,000,000 building program,” were reserved for exhibi- 
tion in the press the day before election, thus leaving no time to 
show up their fraudulent character. The advertisements closed 
with the slogan: “Stop This Waste. Vote Republican.” 

Much legislation, somewhat apart from reorganization, was 
subjected to both rear and frontal attack. Of this a conspicuous 
example was the semiannual inspection of motor vehicles, then 
mandatory under the law, which in the first year of its applica- 
tion had decreased fatalities on the road by 8 per cent. The issue 
came into the campaign in an amusing way. A poultry farmer, 
by name Robert Morris, living on a highway in Fairfield County, 
displayed on a post erected in front of his house a sign which 
read “Sign here to Stop Car Inspection.” During the first day, 
it was said, nearly a hundred automobilists stopped and signed 
their names in a big book attached to the post. There would have 
been many more signatures, the farmer said, had not the threat 
of a sprinkling rain compelled him to take the book into the house 
to keep it dry. This was the origin of a mammoth petition con- 
taining ultimately, it was claimed, 60,000 names, for the repeal 
of the obnoxious State Inspection Act, which “gets nowhere in 
avoiding accidents.” Whether the 60,000 signatures were all 
genuine is immaterial, for with the passage of Aveeks the madness 
grew. The political campaign had hardly got into swing when I 
saw in my travels through Fairfield County hundreds of auto- 
mobiles plastered with legends against inspection and banners Hy- 
ing in front or back. 

The Republican candidate for Governor found in this surge 
of hostility against inspection a new issue and he made the most 
of it. He set up the claim that inspection as then conducted was 
so casual as to be of no value, that drivers “doctored up” their 
automobiles before they entered inspection lanes, and that only 
2 per cent of accidents on the road rverc attributable to faulty 
mechanism. Before the campaign was over he came out against 
any inspection whatever. I replied that even though inspection 
might at times be hurried, something was gained by a check-up 
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twice a year to show that an automobile was in reasonably good 
condition when let loose on the roads with a half million other 
cars, and that there was no way to determine what percentage of 
accidents were caused by mechanical defects. Is it not, I asked, 
the first principle in dealing with machines that they be kept in 
as good condition as possible? How about airplanes, railroad cars, 
and elevators? Would you let them go uninspected because only 
a small percentage of accidents are due to defective machinery? 
Is not a single life worth saving, whether it be the life of a Demo- 
crat or a Republican ? 

One eulogist of palmy Republican days raised in a roundabout 
way the question of rny mental and physical competency to con- 
tinue longer in the office of Governor because of my age, insinu- 
ating that if reelected Governor I intended to resign in favor of 
the Democratic candidate for Lieutenant Governor. This ques- 
tion of age was soberly discussed in a long editorial in a leading 
newspaper, to the conclusion that the Republicans should be 
congratulated for choosing candidates whose ages, all added to- 
gether, fell 10 per cent below the combined ages of the Demo- 
cratic candidates. Unable to take the difference seriously, I coun- 
tered with a disquisition on the dangerous ages in the life of man 
as I had personally observed them. The most dangerous age of 
all lies, I clearly proved, between fifty and fifty-five when my 
father and his father died, and also most of the boys and girls 
with whom I grew up over in Mansfield. In extemporaneous 
speeches I warned my implacable critic, then at the most dan- 
gerous age of fifty-one, who first brought the subject of age into 
the campaign, that he failed to consider the public interest when 
he offered himself as candidate for an office which would not ex- 
pire until 1940 when he would be fifty-three 'years old, the exact 
age when my hitherto robust father died. If a man passed the age 
of fifty-five, I held, he was good for seventy, when comes another 
critical period of a half-decade during which my maternal grand- 
father died. But my family history, direct and collateral, gives 
abundant evidence, I could truthfully say, that all the men and 
women of my blood who survive their seventy-fifth year, as I have 
done, are likely to live on in the full vigor of youth until the high 
eighties and sometimes into the nineties, less often just dipping 
over a century ! After a full century of life they had to take their 
chances. All this family history, I assured my audiences, was 
carefully scanned before I accepted, at the age of seventy-six, 
another renomination for Governor. 

The strategy of Republicans and Socialists was to put memn 
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the defensive and to keep me there. They had a way of raising 
minor issues, then dropping them for a few days for new is- 
sues, and later returning to the old ones. That question of hon- 
esty in government was always recurring. Mayor McLevy let it 
he known that he had no douht about his own rugged honesty. 
Such Republicans as spoke for themselves went no further than 
to say that they believed they were honest. This gave me an op- 
portunity to discuss the difference between a certainty and a be- 
lief qualified by some reservations. Are you not protesting your 
honesty too much, I asked, in classifying yourself with the angels? 
Do you Republicans really believe in your slogan “For Recovery 
— Bring in the Republicans?” Are you not insulting the intel- 
ligence of the people of Connecticut in declaring that the mere 
election of Republican state officials and a Republican United 
States Senator and Representatives in Congress will restore in- 
dustrial prosperity throughout the State and the nation? You 
must know, if you observe and read, that the great manufactur- 
ing plants in the State are now running on two or three shifts 
of workers a clay and that the chairman of General Motors last 
week called back 35,000 empk^ees who had been laid off and 
added as he did so the comment that in his opinion the recovery 
of business was now here to stay. This return to prosperous days, 
I submitted, was being accomplished without assistance from the 
Republican party in Connecticut, a remnant of the old Roraback 
machine. 

In a straight contest between the Democratic and Republican 
parties I felt reasonably certain of reelection. There was, how- 
ever, fear that Mayor McLevy might upset the applecart. If he 
received no more than 25,000 votes I felt fairly safe, but if the 
number should run up to 50,000 the election would probably go 
to Mr. Baldwin. But I sensed no imminent danger of defeat un- 
til a fortnight before election clay when the president of a large 
manufacturing company informed me that nearly all his em- 
ployees from top to bottom appeared the day before wearing 
McLevy buttons. Similar news came from all industrial areas 
west of the Connecticut River. Labor organizations, it was ap- 
parent, had been persuaded to go over to McLevy on the assur- 
ance that he could be elected. Not until later did I learn that 
W.P.A. workers engaged on state building projects were also 
displaying McLevy buttons. Old Guard Democrats in Hartford, 
Fairfield, and New Haven Counties, I well knew, were luke- 
warm towards my candidacy, but they always had been. I could 
count for support on a large majority of Democrats and Inde- 
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pendents. But would their number be sufficient to carry me 
through against Republicans, Socialists, and disaffected Demo- 
crats who were working for my defeat, whether separately or in 
concert I had no means of ascertaining ? 

A man who accepts nomination for an office is to some extent 
responsible for defeat. He is under obligation to his supporters 
to wm if he can. Obviously the thing for me to do was to cut 
down, if possible, McLevy’s probable vote where he was strongest. 
Waterbury was conceded as lost by the Democrats to McLevy be- 
cause Hayes still hung on as Mayor. A big Democratic rally was 
arranged there, which went off well. On an afternoon I also ap- 
peared unannounced at a large meeting of Russians who were 
undecided whether they should remain in the Democratic fold 
or go over in a flock to McLevy. I had a good time with that 
group. Honest Jasper was destined to carry Waterbury by only 
413 votes. Then I bearded the lion in his den. A canvass of Bridge- 
port seemed to show that neither the Democrats nor the Republi- 
cans would be able to muster more than 8,000 votes at most, while 
all the rest, towards 30,000, would be cast for McLevy. Early 
in the campaign I had attended a Democratic rally in Bridge- 
port. At that time I ignored McLevy on the advice of party 
leaders so as not to be drawn into a controversy apart from the 
main issues between Democrats and Republicans. Now ten days 
before the election I visited Bridgeport twice. I addressed an- 
other general rally. I conferred w r ith influential men in various 
racial groups and made short speeches to a number of good audi- 
ences which they brought together for me. I told them all what 
I stood for in the way of social legislation. I. then struck out 
against Mayor McLevy who was equivocating on slum clearance 
for Bridgeport, a subject near the heart of many of its citizens. 
“As you all may know,” I said in substance, “Father Panik in 
association with others was a pioneer in a project for low-cost 
housing and slum clearance in your city. He was the first to 
broach the matter to me, and on our recommendation the Genera] 
Assembly in special session passed a bill permitting any munici- 
pality in the State to set up a Housing Authority for the pur- 
pose you all w'ant. Your Mayor is now asking you to vote the 
Socialist ticket on the claim that he and his party were the pio- 
neers in legislation for ridding Bridgeport of its slums. Just read 
again the platform of the Socialist party and you will see that 
McLevy and his party now stand for low-cost housing only ‘wher- 
ever needed on terms consistent with the interests of the citizens 
as a whole.’ Notice that qualification, ‘consistent with the interests 
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of the citizens as a whole.’ It is said that his fellow Socialists 
pleaded with him to omit that nullifying phrase and he said 
‘nothing doing.’ Property owned by a Housing Authority, you 
probably know, is nontaxable under the law. It looks as if your 
Mayor is more interested in taxes on your slums than in clean 
and healthful living places for people who are poor or of mod- 
erate means.” 

After this McLevy roared louder than ever against a Gov- 
ernor who shut his eyes to political corruption. But when the 
Democratic votes of Bridgeport were counted a few days later 
they rose from an estimate of 8,000 to over 14,000 and McLevy 
lost to the Democrats one of the three Slate Senators he expected 
to elect. 

As in two previous campaigns, the Republicans had up their 
sleeve a card to be played towards the end of the political game. 
In 1980 they made use of a radical Irish leader who claimed that 
I was an enemy of Ireland. In 1934 they made use of a radical 
labor leader who undertook to hold me responsible for the ac- 
tions of a Republican Lieutenant Governor in calling out the 
National Guard to quell a strike while I was out of the State. 
This year they decided to resurrect by legal action the Union 
party of 1936 as a scheme for drawing votes away from Cross to 
Baldwin. 

Most people, I daresay, have forgotten the origin of the Union 
party of 1936. In June of that year, to be brief, Congressman 
William Lemke of North Dakota, an implacable Republican 
enemy of President Roosevelt, announced from Washington that 
he would be the candidate for President of the United States on 
the ticket of the Union party which he “had been instrumental 
in establishing officially.” On the evening of this announcement 
Father Coughlin, speaking over the radio in a nationwide hookup, 
for his organization, the National Union for Social Justice, com- 
prising, he said, 8,000,000 members, endorsed Lemke’s candi- 
dacy. Henceforth the Union party became popularly known as 
Father Coughlin’s party. Among many measures recommended 
in its platform were a repudiation of the national debt and a 
provision for a pension system which would guarantee “a com- 
fortable living for all above sixty years of age.” In the heat of 
the campaign Father Coughlin called President Roosevelt “a be- 
trayer and liar” and “a double-crosser.” The designation of the 
Union party got on the Connecticut state ticket that year with 
two nominees, one for President of the United States and another 
for Congressman at Large, with supplementary nominations for 
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Congressmen in various districts. It was a queer looking ticket 
with five blank spaces having no nominees for the usual state 
executive officers. • 

This old Union party having been knocked into smithereens by 
President Roosevelt’s reelection, the Republicans, perhaps abet- 
ted by a small group of Democrats, prepared to use its designa- 
tion on the state ballot of 1938 for their own purposes. They 
presented a list of nominees to the Secretary of State who re- 
fused to place some of them on the ballot, mainly for the reason 
that he had received no special nominating petitions from them 
as required by law. One of the names turned down by the Secre- 
tary of State was Albert Levitt, nominee for Judge of Probate 
in the town of Redding. Thereupon Levitt, describing himself 
as attorney for the Union party, appeared before a Judge of the 
Superior Court on November 1, just a week before the election, 
and asked for a peremptory writ of mandamus to compel the Sec- 
retary of State to place on the state ballot all the names he had 
rejected as not complying with the law. The writ was immedi- 
ately served and obeyed. The completed ticket was a perfect 
“draw-away scheme,” headed by Baldwin for Governor and Mc- 
Conaughy for Lieutenant Governor, along with an endorsement 
of four Republican candidates for Congress. The rest of the 
ticket included some Democrats who were on it without their con- 
sent. The Republicans saw to it that there would be no time for 
an appeal to the Supreme Court to set aside as an error the deci- 
sion of the Judge of the Superior Court. The new-fledged Union 
party had no connection with the Union party of 1936 except in 
name. Not sensing the fraud, the followers of Father Coughlin 
would nevertheless think, as seems to have been intended, that the 
Connecticut Union party had been blessed by the priest of the 
Shrine of the Little Flower. And a few nests of disgruntled Demo- 
crats, knowing the fraud, would be happy over a chance to get 
back at the Governor who had failed to give them the jobs they 
had asked for. 

I voted early on election day in New Haven and drove immedi- 
ately to Hartford. All day friends and telephone calls came in 
to inform me how the voting was going on in different parts of 
the State. In the large cities Democrats were heavily cutting ine 
for McLevy and to a less extent Republicans were cutting Bald- 
win for me. I repeated my old remark that if McLevy received 
50,000 votes I would go under. I dined with Mansfield friends 
and others at the home of Fannie Dixon Welch over in Colum- 
bia, where the first election returns we received showed me run- 
ning ahead. Disturbed, however, by the large vote cast for Me- 
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Levy I hastened back to Hartford where I sat for an hour or two 
by the radio of the Hartford Times , and then migrated to the 
studio of the Travelers Insurance Company (WTIC) . There, sur- 
rounded by tabulators and newspaper correspondents, I awaited 
the outcome. McLevy’s vote kept climbing and climbing until it 
reached the height of more than 160,000. And yet, despite all 
that, Baldwin and Cross were running nip and tuck. One mo- 
ment Cross was elected and the next moment it was Baldwin. 
When by three o’clock in the morning the returns were mostly 
in, Cross was leading Baldwin by a few hundred votes on the 
straight Democratic-Republican tickets. But Baldwin more than 
offset this number by 3,000 votes which he received on “the draw- 
away” Union party ticket. At once I conceded his election in a 
brief radio address to the citizens of the State and in a personal 
congratulatory telegram scribbled with pencil on a scrap of 
paper. For that scrap of paper with erasures and emendations 
there was a scramble among the correspondents which was quieted 
by having it photographed. 

Then I walked through the cool November air over to my room 
in the Hartford Club, raised a window to clear my lungs com- 
pletely of the foul air of six weeks of political abuse, took a very 
hot bath, and slept soundly until the telephone bell rang to call 
me to breakfast at the accustomed hour. 

I spent the morning in my office at the Capitol. Friends, tele- 
grams, and telephone calls poured in to express surprise at the 
outcome of the election or to commiserate with me over my bad 
luck. Many urged that I contest the election. My invariable reply 
then and later was that a contest would be against the public in- 
terest. Whether the Union party was on the ballot legally or il- 
legally now made no difference, for some hundreds of citizens had 
voted its ticket, naturally assuming that there was no question 
about its legality. In the circumstances I said I coidd take no 
part in an effort to disfranchise those hundreds whoever they may 
be. Should the case be appealed to the Supreme Court, there 
would be no way to prove that anyone who voted for Baldwin on 
the Union ticket would have voted for me had there been no 
Union ticket. In the afternoon, I drove through more fresh air 
to New York to address the National Institute of Arts and Let- 
ters at the Hotel Plaza and to attend the next morning the an- 
nual meeting of the American Academy of Arts and Letters, of 
which I was then Chancellor. Before leaving Hartford I released 
my last Thanksgiving Proclamation which I had held back for 
several days to keep it from being kicked about in the political 
arena for good or for evil: 



A Proclamation 

BY HIS EXCELLENCY WILBUR L. CROSS, GOVERNOR 

As the colors of autumn stream down the wind, scarlet in su- 
mach and maple, spun gold in the birches, a splendor of smolder- 
ing fire in the oaks along the hill, and the last leaves flutter away, 
and dusk falls briefly about the worker bringing in from the field 
a late load of its fruit, and Areturus is lost to sight and Orion 
swings upward that great sun upon his shoulder, we are stirred 
once more to ponder the Infinite Goodness that has set apart for 
us, in all this moving mystery of creation, a time of living and 
a home. In such a spirit I appoint Thursday, the twenty-fourth 
of November, a day of 

Public Thanksgiving 

In such a spirit I call upon the people to acknowledge heartily, 
in friendly gathering and house of prayer, the increase of the 
season nearing now its close: the harvest of earth, the yield of 
patient mind and faithful hand, that have kept us fed and clothed 
and have made for us a shelter even against the storm. It is right 
that we whose arc of sky has been darkened by no war hawk, 
who have been forced by no man to stand and speak when to speak 
was to choose between death and life, should give thanks also for 
the further mercies we have enjoyed, beyond desert or any esti- 
mation, of Justice, Freedom, Loving-ldndness, Peace — resolving, 
as we prize them, to let no occasion go without some prompting 
or some effort worthy in a way however humble of those proudest 
among man’s ideals, which burn, though it may be like candles 
fitfully in our gusty world, with a light so clear we name its 
source divine. 
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